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The  transactions  comprised  in  this  history  take  up  ahout  nine 
years.  The  action  commences  with  the  account  of  Hotspur^s 
being  defeated  and  killed  [1408] ;  and  closes  with  the  death  of 
King  Henry  IV.  and  tlie  coronation  of  King  Henry  V.  [1412-13.] 

Theobald. 

This  play  was  entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  August  2d,  1600. 

Stbetens. 

Tke  Second  Part  of  King  Henry  IF,  I  suppose  to  have  been 
written  in  1598.     M alone. 

BAr.  Upton  thinks  these  two  plays  improperly  called  The  First 
and  Second  Parts  of  Henry  the  Fourth,  The  first  play  ends,  he 
says,  with  the  peaceful  settlement  of  Henry  in  the  kingdom  by 
the  defeat  of  the  rebels.  This  is  hardly  true :  for  the  rebels  are 
not  yet  finally  suppressed.  The  second,  he  telb  us,  shows  Henry 
the  Fifth  in  the  various  lights  of  a  good-natured  rake,  till,  on  his 
father^s  death,  he  assumes  a  more  manly  character.  This  is  true  ; 
but  this  representation  gives  us  no  idea  of  a  dramatick  action. 
These  two  plays  will  appear  to  every  reader,  who  shall  peruse 
them  without  ambition  of  critical  discoveries,  to  be  so  connected, 
that  the  second  is  merely  a  sequel  to  the  first;  to  be  two  only 
because  they  are  too  long  to  be  one.    Johnson. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


King  Henry  the  Fourth, 

Heney,  Prince  q/*  Wales,  afterwards  King 

Henry  V. ; 
Thomas,  Dvke  of  Clarence ; 
Prince  John  of  Lancaster*,  afterwards  \  his  Sons. 

(2  Henry  V.)  Duke  of  Bedford ; 
Prince  Humphrey  of  Gloster,  afterwards 

(2  Henry  V.)  Duke  of  Gloster ; 
Earl  of  Warwick  ;  1 

Earl  of  Westmoreland  \   \  of  the  King's  party. 
GowER;  Harcourt;         J 
Lord  Chief  Justice  of  the  King's  Bench. 
A  Gentleman  attending  on  the  Chief  Justice. 
Earl  of  Northumberland  ; 

Scroop,  Archbishop  of  York ;  Enemies  to 

Lord  Mowbray  ;  Lord  Hastings  ;  '    the  King. 

Lord  Bardolph  ;  Sir  John  Colville  ; 
Travbrs  and  Morton,  Domesticks  of  Northumberland 
Falstaff,  Bardolph,  Pistol,  and  Page. 
PoiNS  and  Peto,  Attendants  on  Prince  Henry. 
Shallow  and  Silence,  Country  Justices. 
Davy,  Servant  to  Shallow. 
Mouldy,    Shadow,    Wart,    Feeble,    and    Bullcalp, 

Becruits. 
Fang  and  Snare,  Sheriff's  Officers. 
Rumour.    A  Porter. 
A  Dancer,  Speaker  of  the  Epilogue. 

Lady  Northumberland.    Lady  Percy. 
Hostess  Quickly.    Doll  Tear-sheet. 

Lords  and  other  Attendants;  OfficerSy  Soldiers,  Messenger, 
Dratuers,  Beadles,  Grooms,  &c. 


SCENE,  England. 

*  See  note  under  the  Persotug  Dramatis  of  the  First  Part  of  this 
Play.    Steevenb. 
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INDUCTION. 


Warkworth.    Before  Northumberland  a  Castle. 

Enter  Rumour  \  painted  fuU  of  tongties. 

Rum.  Open  your  ears ;  For  which  of  you  will  stop 
The  vent  of  hearing,  when  loud  Rumour  speaks  ? 
I,  from  the  orient  to  the  drooping  west, 
Making  the  wind  my  post-horse,  still  imfold 
The  acts  commenced  on  this  ball  of  earth : 
Upon  my  tongues  continual  slanders  ride ; 
The  which  in  every  language  I  pronoimce, 
Stuffing  the  ears  of  men  with  false  reports. 
I  speak  of  peace,  while  covert  enmity. 
Under  the  smile  of  safety,  wounds  the  world : 
And  who  but  Rumour,  who  but  only  I, 
Make  fearful  musters,  and  prepared  defence ; 
Whilst  the  big  year,  swol'n  with  some  other  grief, 
Is  thought  with  child  by  the  stem  tyrant  war, 
And  no  such  matter !     Rumour  is  a  pipe 
Blown  by  surmises,  jealousies,  conjectures ; 
And  of  so  easy  and  so  plain  a  stop, 
That  the  blunt  monster  with  uncoimted  heads, 
The  still-discordant  wavering  multitude, 
Can  play  upon  it.     But  what  need  I  thus 
My  well-known  body  to  anatomize 

^  Enter  Rumour,]  This  speech  of  Rumour  is  not  inelegant  or 
unpoetical,  but  it  is  wholly  useless,  since  we  are  told  nothing  which 
the  first  scene  does  not  clearly  and  naturally  discover.  The  only 
end  of  such  prologues  is  to  inform  the  audience  of  some  facts 
previous  to  the  action,  of  which  they  can  have  no  knowledge  from 
the  persons  of  the  drama.     Johnson. 
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6  INDUCTION. 

Among  my  household  ?    Why  is  Rumour  here  ? 
I  run  before  king  Harry's  victory ; 
Who,  in  a  bloody  field  by  Shrewsbury, 
Hath  beaten  down  young  Hotspur,  and  his  troops, 
Quenching  the  flame  of  bold  rebellion 
Even  with  the  rebels'  blood.    But  what  mean  I 
To  speak  so  true  at  first  ?  my  office  is 
To  noise  abroad, — that  Harry  Monmouth  fell 
Under  the  wrath  of  noble  Hotspur's  sword ; 
And  that  the  king  before  the  Douglas'  rage 
Stoop'd  his  anointed  head  as  low  as  death. 
This  have  I  rumour'd  through  the  peasant  towns 
Between  that  royal  field  of  Shrewsbury 
And  this  worm-eaten  hold  of  ragged  stone, 
Where  Hotspur's  father,  old  Northumberland, 
Lies  crafty-sick :  the  posts  come  tiring  on. 
And  not  a  man  of  them  brings  other  news 
Than  they  have  leam'd  of  me ;  From  Rumour's  tongues 
They  bring  smooth  comforts  false,  worse  than  true 
wrongs.  lExit. 
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SECOND  PART  OP 

KING  HENRY  IV. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.— The  same. 

The  Porter  before  the  Gate;  Enter  Lord  Bardolph. 

BardolpL 

Who  keeps  the  gate  here,  ho  ? — ^Where  is  the  earl  ? 

Port,  What  shall  I  say  you  are  ? 

Bard.  Tell  thou  the  earl, 

That  the  lord  Bardolph  doth  attend  him  here. 

Port.  His  Lordship  is  walk'd  forth  into  the  orchard ; 
Please  it  yoiu-  honour,  knock  but  at  the  gate, 
And  he  himself  will  answer. 

Enter  Noethumbbrland. 

Bard.  Here  comes  the  earl. 

North.  What   news,  lord    Bardolph?    every  minute 
now 
Should  be  the  &ther  of  some  stratagem ' : 
The  times  are  wild ;  contention,  like  a  horse 

' some  stratagem :]   Some  stratagem  means  here  some  great, 

importaDt,  or  dreadful  event. 
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8  SECOND  PART  OF  Act  I. 

Full  of  high  feedmg,  madly  hath  broke  loose, 
And  bears  down  all  before  him. 

Bard,  Noble  earl, 

I  bring  you  certain  news  from  Shrewsbury. 

North.  Good,  an  heaven  will ! 

Bard,  As  good  as  heart  can  wish : — 

The  king  is  almost  wounded  to  the  death ; 
And,  in  the  fortune  of  my  lord  your  son, 
Prince  Harry  slain  outright ;  and  both  the  Blunts 
Kill'd  by  the  hand  of  Douglas :  young  prince  John, 
And  Westmoreland,  and  Stafford^  fled  the  field ; 
And  Harry  Monmouth's  brawn,  the  hulk  sir  John, 
Is  prisoner  to  your  son :  0,  such  a  day, 
So  fought,  so  followed,  and  so  fairly  won. 
Came  not,  till  now,  to  dignify  the  times. 
Since  Caesar's  fortunes ! 

North,  How  is  this  derived  ? 

Saw  you  the  field  ?  came  you  from  Shrewsbury  ? 

Bard.  I  spake  with  one,  my  lord,  that  came  from 
thence; 
A  gentleman  well  bred,  and  of  good  name. 
That  freely  rendered  me  these  news  for  true. 

North,  Here  comes  my  servant,   Travers,   whom   I 
sent 
On  Tuesday  last  to  listen  after  news. 

Bard^  My  lord,  I  over-rode  him  on  the  way ; 
And  he  is  fiimish'd  with  no  certainties. 
More  than  he  haply  may  retail  from  me. 

Enter  Travbbs. 

North.  Now,  Travers,  what  good  tidings  come  with 
you? 

Tra,  My  lord,  sir  John  Umfrevile  tum'd  me  back 
With  joyftil  tidings ;  and,  being  better  hors'd, 
Out-rode  me.     After  him,  came,  spurring  hard, 
A  gentleman  almost  forspent '  with  spe^, 

'  —  forspent  — ]     To  forspend  is  to  waste,  to  exhaust. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ScbneI.  king  henry  IV.  9 

That  stopp'd  by  me  to  breathe  his  bloodied  horse : 
He  ask'd  the  way  to  Chester ;  and  of  him 
I  did  demand,  what  news  from  Shrewsbury. 
He  told  me,  that  rebellion  had  bad  luck. 
And  that  yoimg  Harry  Percy's  spur  was  cold : 
With  that,  he  gave  his  able  horse  the  head, 
And,  bending  forward,  struck  his  armed  heels 
Against  the  panting  sides  of  his  poor  jade 
Up  to  the  rowel-head ;  and  starting  so, 
He  seem'd  in  running  to  devour  the  way, 
Staying  no  longer  question. 

North.  Ha ! Again. 

Said  he,  young  Harry  Percy's  spur  was  cold  ? 
Of  Hotspur,  coldspur  ?  that  rebellion 
Had  met  ill  luck  ? 

Bard.  My  lord,  I'll  tell  you  what ; — 

K  my  young  lord  your  son  have  not  the  day, 
Upon  mine  honour,  for  a  silken  point  * 
111  give  my  barony :  never  talk  of  it. 

North.  Why    should    the  gentleman,   that  rode  by 
Travers, 
Give  them  such  instances  of  loss  ? 

Bard.  Who,  he? 

He  was  some  hilding  fellow  *,  that  had  stol'n 
The  horse  he  rode  on ;  and,  upon  my  life, 
Spoke  at  a  venture.    Look,  here  comes  more  news. 

Enter  Morton. 

North,  Yea>  this  man's  brow,  like  to  a  title-leaf  *, 
Foretells  the  nature  of  a  tragick  volume  : 

<  nOcen  point  — ]     Apomi  is  a  string  tagged,  or  lace. 

« tome  hilding  feUow,'\  For  hUderUng,  i.  e.  base,  de- 
generate. 

• Bke  to  a  title-lea/,]     It  may  not  be  amiss  to  observe, 

that,  in  the  time  of  our  poet,  the  title-page  to  an  elegy,  as  well 
as  every  intermediate  leaf,  was  totally  black.  I  have  several  in 
my  possession,  written  by  Chapman,  the  translator  of  Homer,  and 
ornamented  in  this  manner.    Steevens. 
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SECOND  PART  OF  Act  I. 

ktrond,  whereon  the  imperious  flood 

itness'd  usurpation  ^. 

iid'st  thou  come  fh)m  Shrewsbury  ? 
from  Shrewsbury,  my  noble  lord  ; 
1  death  put  on  his  ugliest  mask, 
party. 

How  doth  my  son,  and  brother  ? 
st ;  and  the  whiteness  in  thy  cheek 
thy  tongue  to  tell  thy  errand, 
aan,  so  funt,  so  spiritless, 
Bul  in  look,  so  woe-begone, 
curtain  in  the  dead  of  night, 
ive  told  him,  half  his  Troy  was  bum'd : 
md  the  fire,  ere  he  his  tongue, 
rcy's  death,  ere  thou  report'st  it. 
ild'st  say, — Your  son  did  thus,  and  thus : 
thus :  so  fought  the  noble  Douglas ; 
^eedy  ear  with  their  bold  deeds : 
d,  to  stop  mine  ear  indeed, 
igh  to  blow  away  this  praise, 
-brother,  son,  and  all  are  dead, 
las  is  living,  and  your  brother,  yet : 

>rd  your  son, 

Why,  he  is  dead, 
^ady  tongue  suspicion  hath ! 
tears  the  thing  he  would  not  know, 
inct,  knowledge  from  others'  eyes, 
fear'd  is  chanced.     Yet  speak,  Morton ; 
earl,  his  divination  lies ; 
ke  it  as  a  sweet  disgrace, 
Be  rich  for  doing  me  such  wrong, 
ire  too  great  to  be  by  me  gainsaid : 
8  too  true,  your  fears  too  certain. 
,  for  all  this,  say  not  that  Percy's  dead, 
e  confession  in  thine  eye : 

rtid  uttirpation.]  i.  e.  aD  attestation  of  its  ravage. 
— ]  The  impression  upon  your  mind,  hy  which 
»  death  of  your  son. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ScbnbL  king  henry  IV.  11 

Thou  flhak'st  thy  head ;  and  hold'st  it  fear,  or  sin  •, 
To  speak  a  trutL     If  he  be  slain,  say  so : 
The  tongue  offends  not,  that  reports  his  death : 
And  he  doth  sin,  that  doth  belie  the  dead ; 
Not  he,  which  says  the  dead  is  not  alive. 
Yet  the  first  bringer  of  unwelcome  news 
Hath  but  a  losing  office ;  and  his  tongue 
Sounds  ever  after  as  a  sullen  bell, 
Remember'd  knolling  a  departing  friend. 

Bard.  I  cannot  think,  my  lord,  your  son  is  dead. 

Mor.  I  am  sorry,  I  should  force  you  to  believe 
That,  which  I  would  to  heaven  I  had  not  seen : 
But  these  mine  eyes  saw  him  in  bloody  state, 
Rendering  feint  quittance  *,  wearied  and  out-breath'd, 
To  Harry  Monmouth ;  whose  swift  wrath  beat  down 
The  never-daunted  Percy  to  the  earth. 
From  whence  with  life  he  never  more  sprung  up. 
In  few,  his  death  (whose  spirit  lent  a  fire 
Even  to  the  dullest  peasant  in  his  camp,) 
Being  bruited  once,  took  fire  and  heat  away 
From  the  best-temper'd  courage  in  his  troops  : 
For  from  his  metal  was  his  party  steel'd ; 
Which  once  in  him  abated,  all  the  rest 
Tum'd  on  themselves,  like  didl  and  heavy  lead. 
And  as  the  thing  that's  heavy  in  itself, 
Upon  enforcement,  flies  with  greatest  speed  ; 
So  did  our  men,  heavy  in  Hotspur's  loss, 
Lend  to  this  weight  such  lightness  with  their  fear, 
That  arrows  fled  not  swifter  toward  their  aim. 
Than  did  our  soldiers,  aiming  at  their  safety. 
Fly  from  the  field :  Then  was  that  noble  Worcester 
Too  soon  ta'en  prisoner :  and  that  furious  Scot, 
The  bloody  Douglas,  whose  well-labouring  sword 
Had  three  times  slain  the  appearance  of  the  king, 


® hold'st  it  fear,  or  iiwj     Fear  for  danger. 

^         'famt  quittance,]     QuUiance  is  return. 
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SECOND  PART  OF  Act  I. 

stomach  *,  and  did  grace  the  shame 
tum'd  their  backs ;  and,  in  his  flight, 

fear,  was  took.     The  sum  of  all 

king  hath  won ;  and  hath  sent  out 

rer,  to  encounter  you,  my  lord, 

nduct  of  young  Lancaster, 

reland :  this  is  the  news  at  full, 
this  I  shall  have  time  enough  to  mourn. 

re  is  physick  ;  and  these  news, 

well,  that  would  have  made  me  sick, 

Etve  in  some  measure  made  me  well : 

retch,  whose  fever-weaken'd  joints, 

iless  hinges,  buckle '  under  life, 

his  fit,  breaks  like  a  fire 

3per's  arms ;  even  so  my  limbs, 

h  grief,  being  now  enrag'd  with  grief, 

hemselves:    hence  therefore,  thou  nice* 

ch; 

blet  now,  with  joints  of  steel, 

lis  hand  :  and  hence,  thou  sickly  quoif ; 

lard  too  wanton  for  the  head, 

3,  flesh'd  with  conquest,  aim  to  hit. 
brows  with  iron ;  And  approach 
hour  that  time  and  spite  dare  bring, 

n  the  enrag'd  Northumberland ! 

iss  earth  !  Now  let  not  nature's  hand 

1  flood  confin'd !  let  order  die ! 

svorld  no  longer  be  a  stage, 

ntion  in  a  lingering  act ; 

pirit  of  the  first-bom  Cain 

)Osoms,  that,  each  heart  being  set 


if  stomach,]     Began  to  fall  his  courage,  to  let  his 

3r  his  fortune.     From  avaller,   Fr.  to  cast  down, 

va. 

— ]     Bend  ;  yield  to  pressure. 

-]  i.  e.  trifling. 
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On  bloody  courses,  the  rude  scene  may  end, 
And  darkness  be  the  burier  of  the  dead ' ! 

TrcL  This  strained  passion  doth  you  wrong,  my  lord. 

Bard.  Sweet   earl,   divorce   not  wisdom  fh)m  your 
honour. 

Mor.  The  lives  of  all  your  loving  complices 
Lean  on  your  health  ;  the  which,  if  you  give  o'er 
To  stormy  passion,  must  perforce  decay. 
You  cast  the  event  of  war,  my  noble  lord, 
And  summ'd  the  account  of  chance,  before  you  said, — 
Let  us  make  head.     It  was  your  presurmise, 
That  in  the  dole  of  blows  your  son  might  drop : 
You  knew,  he  walk'd  o'er  perils,  on  an  edge. 
More  likely  to  fall  in,  than  to  get  o'er : 
You  were  advis'd,  his  flesh  was  capable 
Of  woimds,  and  scars  ;  and  that  his  forward  spirit 
Would  lift  him  where  most  trade  of  danger  rang'd ; 
Yet  did  you  say, — Qo  forth  ;  and  none  of  this. 
Though  strongly  apprehended,  could  restrain 
The  stiff-borne  action :  What  hath  then  befallen. 
Or  what  hath  this  bold  enterprize  brought  forth, 
More  than  that  being  which  was  like  to  be  ? 

Bard,  We  aH,  that  are  engaged  to  this  loss, 
Bjiew  that  we  ventur'd  on  such  dangerous  seas, 
That,  if  we  wrought  our  life,  'twas  ten  to  one : 
And  yet  we  ventur'd,  for  the  gain  propos'd 
Chok'd  the  respect  of  likely  peril  fear'd ; 
And,  since  we  are  o'erset,  venture  again. 
Come,  we  will  all  put  forth  ;  body,  and  goods. 

Mor,  'Tis  more  than  time :    And,   my  most  noble 
lord, 
I  hear  for  certain,  and  do  speak  the  truth, 

^  Aftd  darkness  be  the  burier  of  the  dead!]  The  conclusion  of  this 
noble  speech  is  extremely  striking.  There  is  no  need  to  suppose 
it  exactly  philosophical ;  darkneu,  in  poetry,  may  be  absence  of  eyes, 
as  well  as  privation  of  light.  Yet  we  may  remark,  that  by  an 
ancient  opinion  it  has  been  held,  that  if  the  human  race,  for  whom 
the  world  was  made,  were  extirpated,  the  whole  system  of  sublunary 
nature  would  cease.     Johnson. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


SECOND  PART  OF  Act  I. 

irchbishop  of  York  is  up, 
ppointed  powers  ;  he  is  a  man^ 
double  surety  binds  his  followers, 
ir  son  had  only  but  the  corps, 
8,  and  the  shows  of  men,  to  fight : 
ne  word,  rebellion,  did  divide 
)f  their  bodies  from  their  souls  ; 
id  fight  with  queasiness,  constrained, 
ik  potions ;  that  their  weapons  only 
lur  side,  but,  for  their  spirits  and  souls, 
•ebellion,  it  had  froze  them  up, 
in  a  pond  :  But  now  the  bishop 
rection  to  religion : 
icere  and  holy  in  his  thoughts, 
d  both  with  body  and  with  mind  ; 
alarge  his  rising  with  the  blood 
Richard,  scrap'd  from  Pomfret  stones : 
a  heaven  his  quarrel,  and  his  cause ; 
he  doth  bestride  a  bleeding  land, 
life  imder  great  Bolingbroke ; 
=ind  less  •,  do  flock  to  follow  him. 
knew  of  this  before ;  but,  to  speak  truth, 
t  grief  had  wip'd  it  from  my  mind, 
me  ;  and  counsel  every  man 
ivay  for  safety,  and  revenge : 
id  letters,  and  make  friends  with  speed ; 
Wy  and  never  yet  more  need.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 
London.     A  Street. 

John  Falstaff,  vrith  his  Page  bearing  his 
sword  and  buckler. 

%h,  you  giant,  what  says  the  doctor  to  my 
9»  and  less,]     More  and  leu  mean  greater  and  less. 
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Page.  He  said,  sir,  the  water  itself  was  a  good  healthy 
water :  but,  for  the  party  that  owed  it,  he  might  have 
more  diseases  than  he  knew  for. 

FaiL  Men  of  all  sorts  take  a  pride  to  gird  at  me ' : 
The  brain  of  this  foolish-compounded  clay,  man,  is  not 
able  to  vent  any  thing  that  tends  to  laughter,  more  than 
I  invent,  or  is  invented  on  me :  I  am  not  only  witty  in 
myself  but  the  cause  that  wit  is  in  other  men.  I  do  here 
walk  before  thee,  like  a  sow,  that  hath  overwhelmed  all 
her  litter  but  one.  If  the  prince  put  thee  into  my  service 
for  any  other  reason  than  to  set  me  off,  why  then  I  have 
no  judgment  Thou  whoreson  mandrake*,  thou  art  fit- 
ter to  be  worn  in  my  cap,  than  to  wait  at  my  heels.  I 
was  never  manned  with  an  agate  till  now':  but  I  will 
set  you  neither  in  gold  nor  silver,  but  in  vile  apparel, 
and  send  you  back  again  to  your  master,  for  a  jewel ;  the 
Juvenal,  the  prince  your  master,  whose  chin  is  not  yet 
fledged.  I  will  sooner  have  a  beard  grow  in  the  palm 
of  my  hand,  than  he  shall  get  one  on  his  cheek  ;  and  yet 
he  will  not  stick  to  say,  his  fiwje  is  a  face-royal :  God 
may  finish  it  when  he  will,  it  is  not  a  hair  amiss  yet : 
he  may  keep  it  still  as  a  face-royal,  for  a  barber  shall 
never  earn  sixpence  out  of  it ;  and  yet  he  will  be  crow- 
ing, as  if  he  had  writ  man  ever  since  his  father  was 
a  bachelor.  He  may  keep  his  own  grace,  but  he  is  al- 
most out  of  mine,   I  can  assure  him. What  said 

master  Dumbleton  about  the  satin  for  my  short  cloak, 
and  slops  ? 

Page.  He  said,  sir,  you  should  procure  him  better 
assurance  than  Bardolph  :  he  would  not  take  his  bond 
and  yours  ;  he  liked  not  the  security. 

^  to  gird  at  me ;]  i.  e.  to  gibe. 

• mandrake^      Mandrake  is  a  root  supposed  to  have   the 

shape  of  a  man  ;  it  is  now  counterfeited  with  the  root  of  briony. 

'  /  was  never  manned  with  an  agate  iUl  now  .*]  That  is,  I  never 
before  had  an  agate  for  my  man.  Alluding  to  the  little  figures  cut 
in  agates,  and  other  hard  stones,  for  seals  ;  and  therefore  he  says,  I 
wiU  set  you  neither  in  gold  nor  stiver. 
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lim  be  damned  like  the  glutton  !  may  his 
otter! — A  whoreson  Achitophel!  a  ras- 
ooth  knave !  to  bear  a  gentleman  in  hand\ 
id  upon  security ! — ^The  whoreson  smooth- 
wear  nothing  but  high  shoes,  and  bunches 
leir  girdles  :  and  if  a  man  is  thorough  with 
ist  taking  up ',  then  they  must  stand  upon 
I  had  as  lief  they  would  put  ratsbane  in  my 
fer  to  stop  it  with  security.  I  looked  he 
;ent  me  two  and  twenty  yards  of  satin,  as  I 
ight,  and  he  sends  me  security.  Well,  he 
security ;  for  he  hath  the  horn  of  abun- 
le  lightness  of  his  wife  shines  through  it : 
Lot  he  see,  though  he  have  his  own  lantern 

^Where's  Bardolph  ? 

I  gone  into  Smithfield,  to  buy  yonr  worship 

ight  him  in  Paul's',  and  he'll  buy  me  a 
Meld :  an  I  could  get  me  but  a  wife  in  the 
manned,  horsed,  and  wived. 

Lord  Chief  Justice  *,  and  an  Attendant. 

here  comes  the  nobleman  that  committed 
•  striking  him  about  Bardolph. 
close,  I  will  not  see  him. 
Hiat's  he  that  goes  there  ? 
staff,  an't  please  your  lordship, 
le  that  was  in  question  for  the  robbery  ? 
my  lord :  but  he  hath   since   done  good 

' in  hand,]  is,  to  keep  in  expectation. 

n  it  thorough  with  them  in  honest  taking  up,]  That 
king  up  goods  is  in  their  debt.  To  be  thorough  seems 
with  the  present  phrase, — to  be  m  with  a  trades- 

I  m  Paul's,]  At  that  time  the  resort  of  idle  people, 
hts  of  the  post. 

7hief  Justice,]  This  judge  was  Sir  Wm.  Gascoigne, 
the  King's  Bench. 
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service  at  Shrewsbury;  and,  as  I  hear,  is  now  going 
with  some  charge  to  the  lord  John  of  Lancaster. 

Ch,  JusL  What,  to  York  ?  Call  him  back  again. 

AUen,  Sir  John  Falstaff ! 

FctL  Boy,  tell  him,  I  am  dea£ 

Page.  You  must  speak  louder,  my  master  is  dea£ 

Cfh.  JusL  I  am  sure  he  is,  to  the  hearing  of  any  thing 
good. — Go,  pluck  him  by  the  elbow  ;  I  must  speak  with 
hiuL 

Atten.  Sir  John, 

^FdL  What !  a  yoimg  knave,  and  beg !  Is  there  not 
wars?  is  there  not  employment?  Doth  not  the  king 
lack  subjects?  do  not  the  rebels  need  soldiers  ?  Though 
it  be  a  shame  to  be  on  any  side  but  one,  it  is  worse  shame 
to  beg  than  to  be  on  the  worst  side,  were  it  worse  than 
the  name  of  rebellion  can  tell  how  to  make  it. 

Atten.  You  mistake  me,  sir. 

FaL  Why,  sir,  did  I  say  you  were  an  honest  man  ? 
setting  my  knighthood  and  my  soldiership  aside,  I  had 
lied  in  my  throat  if  I  had  said  so. 

Atten.  I  pray  you,  sir,  then  set  your  knighthood  and 
your  soldiership  aside ;  and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you, 
you  lie  in  your  throat,  if  you  say  I  am  any  other  than 
an  honest  man. 

FaJL  I  give  thee  leave  to  tell  me  so !  I  lay  aside  that 
which  grows  to  me !  If  thou  get'st  any  leave  of  me, 
hang  me ;  if  thou  takest  leave,  thou  wert  better  be 
hanged :  You  hamt-coamter',  hence !  avaunt ! 

Atten.  Sir,  my  lord  would  speak  with  you. 

Ch.  Just.  Sir  John  Falstaff,  a  word  with  you. 

Fal.  Mj  good  lord! — God  give  your  lordship  good 
time  of  day.  I  am  glad  to  see  your  lordship  abroad : 
I  heard  say  your  lordship  was  sick  :  I  hope  your  lord- 
ship goes  abroad  by  advice.  Your  lordship,  though  not 
clean  past  your  youth,  hath  yet  some  smack  of  age  in  you, 

'  — —  kunUcounter,]   HufU-counier  means,  boie  tyke,  or  worthless 
▼OL.  V.  C 
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h  of  the  saltness  of  time ;  and  I  most  humbly  bc- 
r  lordship,  to  have  a  reverend  care  of  your  health. 
tt.  Sir  John,  I  sent  for  you  before  your  expe- 
Shrewsbury. 

u't  please  your  lordship,  I  hear,  his  majesty  is 
with  some  discomfort  from  Wales. 
ft,  I  talk  not  of  his  majesty : — You  would  not 
n  I  sent  for  you. 

Qd  I  hear  moreover,  his  highness  is  fetllen  into 
whoreson  apoplexy. 

ft.  Well,  heaven  mend  him!     I  pray,  let  me 
h  you. 
lis  apoplexy  is,  as  I  take  it,  a  kind  of  lethargy, 

30  your  lordship ;  a  kind  of  sleeping  in  the 
rhoreson  tingling. 

tt.  What  tell  you  me  of  it  ?  be  it  as  it  is. 

has  its  original  from  much  grief ;  from  study, 

rbation  of  the  brain :  I  have  read  the  cause  of 

I  in  Gralen  ;  it  is  a  kind  of  deafness. 

i.  I  think,  you  are  fallen  into  the  disease ;  for 

not  what  I  say  to  you. 

eiy  well,  my  lord,  very  well :  rather,  an't  please 

the  disease  of  not  listening,  the  malady  of  not 

that  I  am  troubled  withal. 

1  To  pimish  you  by  the  heels,  would  amend 

tion  of  your  ears ;    and  I  care  not,  if  I  do 

aur  physician. 

am  as  poor  as  Job,  my  lord:    but  not  so 

rour  lordship  may  minister  the  potion  of  impri- 

;o  me,  in  respect  of  poverty  ;  but  how  I  should 

itient  to  follow  your  prescriptions,  the  wise  may 

te  dram  of  a  scruple,  or,  indeed,  a  scruple  itself 

1  I  sent  for  you,  when  there  were  matters 

)u  for  your  life,  to  come  speak  with  ma 

3 1  was  then  advised  by  my  learned  counsel  in 
>f  this  land-service,  I  did  not  come. 

t  Well,  the  truth  is,  sir  John,  you  live  in  great 
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Fal,  He  that  buckles  him  in  my  belt,  camiot  live  in 
Ie8& 

Ch.  Just,  Your  means  are  very  slender,  and  your 
waste  is  great. 

FaJL  I  would  it  were  otherwise ;  I  would  my  means 
were  greater,  and  my  waist  slenderer. 

Ch,  Just  You  have  misled  the  youthful  prince. 

Fal.  The  yoimg  prince  hath  misled  me:  I  am  the 
feUow  with  the  great  belly,  and  he  my  dog. 

Ch.  JusL  Well,  I  am  loath  to  gall  a  new-healed 
wound ;  your  day's  service  at  Shrewsbury  hath  a  little 
gilded  over  your  night's  exploit  on  Gbwis-hill :  you  may 
thank  the  unquiet  time  for  your  quiet  o'erposting  that 
acticm. 

FaL  My  lord? 

Ch.  JusL  But  since  all  is  well,  keep  it  so :  wake  not  a 
jsleeping  wolf. 

FdL  To  wake  a  wolf,  is  as  bad  as  to  smell  a  fox. 

Ch,  JusL  What !  you  are  as  a  candle,  the  better  part 
burnt  out 

FaJL  A  wassel  candle,  my  lord*;  all  tallow:  if  I  did 
say  of  wax,  my  growth  would  approve  the  truth. 

Ch.  JusL  There  is  not  a  white  hair  on  your  face,  but 
should  have  his  effect  of  gravity. 

Fal.  His  effect  of  gravy,  gravy,  gravy. 

Ch.  Just.  You  follow  the  yoimg  prince  up  and  down, 
like  his  ill  angeL 

Fal.  Not  so,  my  lord ;  your  ill  angel  is  light ;  but,  I 
hope,  he  that  looks  upon  me,  will  take  me  without  weigh- 
ing ;  and  yet,  in  some  respects,  I  grant,  I  cannot  go, 
I  cannot  tell':  Virtue  is  of  so  little  regard  in  these 
coster-monger  times*,  that  true  valour  is  turned  bear- 

'  A  wassel  candle,  &c.]  A  wassel  candle  is  a  large  candle  lighted 
up  at  a  feast.  There  is  a  poor  quibble  upon  the  word  wax,  which 
signiBes  increase  as  weU  as  the  matter  of  the  honey-comb. 

'  I  cannot  go,  I  cannot  tell :]  I  cannot  be  taken  in  a  reckon- 
ing ;  I  cannot  pass  current,  as  the  coin  called  an  angel,  if  good, 
would. 

" tft  these  coster-monger  times,'\    In  these  times  when  the 

C2 
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herd :  Pregnancy'  is  made  a  tapster,  and  hath  his  quick 
wit  wasted  in  giving  reckonings:  all  the  other  gifts 
appertinent  to  man,  as  the  malice  of  this  age  shapes 
them,  are  not  worth  a  gooseberry.  You,  that  are  old, 
consider  not  the  capacities  of  us  that  are  young :  you 
measure  the  heat  of  our  livers  with  the  bitterness  of  your 
galls ;  and  we  that  are  in  the  vaward  of  our  youth,  I 
must  confess,  are  wags  too. 

Ch.  JusL  Do  you  set  down  your  name  in  the  scroll  of 
youth,  that  are  written  down  old  with  all  the  characters 
of  age  ?  Have  you  not  a  moist  eye  ?  a  dry  hand  ?  a 
yellow  cheek?  a  white  beard?  a  decreasing  leg?  an 
increasing  belly  ?  Is  not  your  voice  broken  ?  your  wind 
short?  your  chin  double?  your  wit  single*?  and  every 
part  about  you  blasted  with  antiquity"?  and  will  you 
yet  call  yourself  young  ?  Fye,  fye,  fye,  sir  John ! 

Fal.  My  lord,  I  was  bom  about  three  of  the  clock 
in  the  afternoon,  with  a  white  head,  and  something 
a  round  belly.  For  my  voice, — I  have  lost  it  with 
hollaing,  and  singing  of  anthems.  To  approve  my 
youth  further,  I  will  not :  the  truth  is,  I  am  only  old 
in  judgment  and  understanding  ;  and  he  that  will  caper 
with  me  for  a  thousand  marks,  let  him  lend  me  the 
money,  and  have  at  him.  For  the  box  o'the  ear  that 
the  prince  gave  you, — ^he  gave  it  like  a  rude  prince,  and 
you  took  it  like  a  sensible  lord.  I  have  checked  him 
for  it ;  and  the  young'  lion  repents :  marry,  not  in 
ashes,  and  sackcloth  ;  but  in  new  silk,  and  old  sack. 

Ch,  Just.  Well,  heaven  send  the  prince  a  better  com- 
panion ! 

Fai.  Heaven  send  the  companion  a  better  prince !  I 
cannot  rid  my  hands  of  him. 

Ch,  Just.  Well,    the    king    hath    severed    you    and 

prevalence  of  trade  has  produced  that  meanness  that  rates  the 
merit  of  every  thing  by  money.    Johnson. 

•  Pregnancy  — ]    Pregnancy  b  readiness. 

I  your  wU  tingle  f]  or  smail, 

'  — »  aniiquUyf]  To  use  the  word  aniiquiiy  for  old  age,  is  not 
peculiar  to  Shakspeare. 
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prince  Harry :  I  hear,  you  are  going  with  lord  John  of 
Lancaster,  against  the  archbishop,  and  the  earl  of  North- 
umberland. 

Fed,  Yea  ;  I  thank  your  pretty  sweet  wit  for  it.  But 
look  you  pray,  all  you  that  kiss  my  lady  peace  at  home, 
that  our  armies  join  not  in  a  hot  day  !  for,  by  the  Lord, 
I  take  but  two  shirts  out  with  me,  and  I  mean  not  to 
sweat  extraordinarily :  if  it  be  a  hot  day,  an  I  brandish 
any  thing  but  my  bottle,  I  would  1  might  never  spit 
white  again.  There  is  not  a  dangerous  action  can  peep 
out  his  head,  but  I  am  thrust  upon  it :  Well,  I  cannot 
last  ever:  But  it  was  always  yet  the  trick  of  our  English 
nation,  if  they  have  a  good  thing,  to  make  it  too  com- 
mon. If  you  will  needs  say,  I  am  an  old  man,  you 
shotdd  give  me  rest.  I  would  to  God  my  name  were 
not  so  terrible  to  the  enemy  as  it  ia  I  were  better  to 
be  eaten  to  death  with  rust,  than  to  be  scoured  to 
nothing  with  perpetual  motion. 

Ch,  Just.  Well,  be  honest,  be  honest ;  And  God  bless 
your  expedition ! 

Fal.  Will  your  lordship  lend  me  a  thousand  pound, 
to  Aimish  me  forth  ? 

Ch.  Just.  Not  a  penny,  not  a  penny ;  you  are  too  im- 
patient to  bear  crosses*.  Fare  you  well :  Commend  me 
to  my  cousin  Westmoreland. 

[Exeunt  Chief  Justice  and  Attendant. 

Fal.  If  I  do,  fillip  me  with  a  three-man  beetle*. — 

*  -^»  you  are  too  impaiient  to  bear  crosses.]  A  quibble  seems 
here  intended.  Falstaff  bad  just  asked  his  lordship  to  lend  him 
a  thousand  pound,  and  he  tells  him  in  return  that  he  b  not  to  be 
intrusted  with  money.  A  cross  is  a  coin  so  called,  because  stamped 
with  a  cross. 

* fillip  me  with  a  three-man  beetle.]  A  three'tnem  beetle  is  an 

implement  used  for  driving  piles  ;  it  is  made  of  a  log  of  wood  about 
eighteen  or  twenty  inches  diameter,  and  fourteen  or  fifteen  inches 
thick,  with  one  short  and  two  long  handles.  A  man  at  each  of  the 
long  handles  manages  the  fall  of  the  beetle,  and  a  third  man,  by  the 
short  handle,  assists  in  raising  it  to  strike  the  blow.  Such  an  im- 
plement was,  without  doubt,  very  suitable  for  filSping  so  corpulent 
a  being  as  Falstaff. 
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A  man  can  no  more  separate  age  and  covetousness, 
than  he  can  part  young  limbs  and  lechery :  but  the 
gout  galls  the  one,  and  the  pox  pinches  the  other; 
and  so  both  the  degrees  prevent  my  curses*. — 
Boy! 

Page.  Sir? 

FaL  What  money  is  in  my  purse  ? 

Page.  Seven  groats  and  two-pence. 

Fal.  I  can  get  no  remedy  against  this  consumption 
of  the  purse :  borrowing  only  lingers  and  lingers  it  out, 
but  the  disease  is  incurable. — Go  bear  this  letter  to  my 
lord  of  Lancaster ;  this  to  the  prince ;  this  to  the  earl 
of  Westmoreland;  and  this  to  old  mistress  Ursula, 
whom  I  have  weekly  sworn  to  marry  since  I  perceived 
the  first  white  hair  on  my  chin :  About  it ;  you  know 
where  to  find  me.  [Exit  Page.]  A  pox  of  this  gout ! 
or,  a  gout  of  this  pox  !  for  the  one,  or  the  other,  plays 
the  rogue  with  my  great  toe.  It  is  no  matter,  if  I  do 
halt ;  I  have  the  wars  for  my  colour,  and  my  pension 
shall  seem  the  more  reasonable :  A  good  wit  will  make 
use  of  any  thing ;  I  will  turn  diseases  to  commodity*. 

[Exit. 


SCENE  III. 
York.    A  Room  in  the  Archbishop's  Palace. 

Enter  the  Archbishop  of  York,  the  Lords  Hastings, 
MowBEAY,  and  Baedolph. 

Arch.  Thus  have  you  heard  our  cause,  and  known 
our  means ; 
And,  my  most  noble  friends,  I  pray  you  all. 
Speak  plainly  your  opinions  of  our  hopes : — 
And  first,  lord  marshal,  what  say  you  to  it  ? 

* preTent  my  curses.]    To  prevent  means,  in  this  place  to 

anticipate, 

•  — -  to  commodity.]  i.  c.  profit,  self-interest. 
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MovA.  I  well  allow  the  occasion  of  our  anus ; 
But  gladly  would  be  better  satisfied, 
How,  in  our  means,  we  should  advance  ourselyes 
To  look  with  forehead  bold  and  big  enough 
Upon  the  power  and  puissance  of  the  king. 

Hast,  Our  present  musters  grow  upon  the  file 
To  five  and  twenty  thousand  men  of  choice ; 
And  our  supplies  live  largely  in  the  hope 
Of  great  Northumberland,  whose  bosom  bums 
With  an  incensed  fire  of  injuries. 

Bard.  The  question  then,   lord  Hastings,  standeth 
thus; 
VHiether  our  present  five  and  .twenty  thousand 
Hay  hold  up  head  without  Northumberland. 

Hast.  With  him,  we  may. 

Bard.  Ay,  marry,  there's  the  point ; 

But  if  without  him  we  be  thought  too  feeble, 
My  judgment  is,  we  should  not  step  too  fax 
Till  we  had  his  assistance  by  the  hand : 
For,  in  a  theme  so  bloody-fac'd  as  this. 
Conjecture,  expectation,  and  surmise 
Of  aids  imcertain,  should  not  be  admitted 

Arck.  'Tis  very  true,  lord  Bardolph ;  for,  indeed, 
It  was  yoimg  Hotspur's  case  at  Shrewsbury. 

Bard.  It  was,  my  lord ;  who  lin'd  himself  with  hope, 
Eating  the  air  on  promise  of  supply, 
Flattering  himself  with  project  of  a  power 
Much  smaller  than  the  smallest  of  his  thoughts : 
And  so,  with  great  imagination. 
Proper  to  madmen,  led  his  powers  to  death. 
And,  winking,  leap'd  into  destruction. 

Hast.  But,  by  your  leave,  it  never  yet  did  hurt. 
To  lay  down  likelihoods,  and  forms  of  hope. 

Ba/rd.  Yes,  in  this  present  quality  of  war ; — 
Indeed  the  instant  action,  (a  cause  on  foot,) 
Lives  so  in  hope,  as  in  an  early  spring 
We  see  the  appearing  buds ;  which,  to  prove  fruit, 
Hope  gives  not  so  much  warrant,  as  despair. 
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bite  them.    When  we  mean  to  build, 
the  plot,  then  draw  the  model ; 
ee  the  figure  of  the  house, 
rate  the  cost  of  the  erection : 
d  outweighs  ability, 
m,  but  draw  anew  the  model 
;  or,  at  least,  desist 
f    Much  more,  in  this  great  work, 
»st,  to  pluck  a  kingdom  down, 
r  up,)  should  we  survey 
ation,  and  the  model ; 
sure  foundation ' ; 
rors ;  know  our  own  estate, 
a  work  to  imdergo, 
st  his  opposite ;  or  else, 
tper,  and  in  figures, 
^s  of  men,  instead  of  men : 
Iraws  the  model  of  a  house 
er  to  build  it ;  who,  half  through, 
leaves  his  part-created  cost 
t  to  the  weeping  clouds, 
3hurlish  winter's  tyranny, 
that  our  hopes  (yet  likely  of  fair  birth,) 
bom,  and  that  we  now  possessed 
n  of  expectation ; 
a  body  strong  enough, 
,  to  equal  with  the  king. 
!  is  the  king  but  five  and  twenty  thou- 

no  more ;  nay,  not  so  much,  lord  Bar- 

LS,  as  the  times  do  brawl, 

)ads  ;  one  power  against  the  French ', 

a  ture  foundation ;]  i.  e.  agree. 
cr  against   the  French,]     During  this  rebellion 
1  and  the  archbishop,  a  French  army  of  twelve 
ded  at  Milford  Haven,  in  Wales,  for  the  lud  of 
Stebvens. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Scene  IIL  KING  HENRY  IV.  25 

And  one  against  Glendower ;  perforce,  a  tliird 
Must  take  up  us :  So  is  tlie  unfirm  king 
In  three  divided ;  and  his  coffers  sound 
With  hollow  poverty  and  emptinesa 

Arch.  That  he  should  draw  his  several  strengths  to- 
gether, 
And  come  against  us  in  full  puissance, 
Need  not  be  dreaded. 

Hcut.  If  he  should  do  so, 

He  leaves  his  back  unarm'd,  the  French  and  Welsh 
Baying  him  at  the  heels :  never  fear  that 

BarcL  Who,  is  it  like,  should  lead  his  forces  hither  ? 

Host  The  duke  of  Lancaster,  and  Westmoreland : 
Against  the  Welsh,  himself,  and  Harry  Monmouth : 
But  who  is  substituted  'gainst  the  French, 
I  have  no  certain  notice. 

Arch.  Let  us  on ; 

And  publish  the  occasion  of  our  arms. 
The  commonwealth  is  sick  of  their  own  choice. 
Their  over-greedy  love  hath  surfeited : — 
An  habitation  giddy  and  unsure 
Hath  he,  that  buildeth  on  the  vulgar  heart. 
0  thou  fond  many !  with  what  loud  applause 
Didst  thou  beat  heaven  with  blessing  Bolingbroke, 
Before  he  was  what  thou  would'st  have  him  be ! 
And  being  now  trimm'd  in  thine  own  desires, 
Thou,  beastly  feeder,  art  so  fiill  of  him. 
That  thou  provok'st  thyself  to  cast  him  up. 
So,  so,  thou  common  dog,  didst  thou  disgorge 
Thy  glutton  bosom  of  the  royal  Richard ; 
And  now  thou  would'st  eat  thy  dead  vomit  up. 
And  howl'st  to  find  it.    What  trust  is  in  these  times  ? 
They  that,  when  Richard  liVd,  would  have  him  die, 
Are  now  become  enamoured  on  his  grave : 
Thou,  that  threVst  dust  upon  his  goodly  head. 
When  through  proud  London  he  came  sighing  on 
After  the  admired  heels  of  Bolingbroke, 
Cry'st  now,  0  ea/rth,  yield  ua  that  king  again, 
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A7id  take  thou  this  !  0  thoughts  of  men  accurst ! 
Past,  and  to  come,  seem  best ;  things  present,  worst. 

Motub.  Shall  we  go  draw  our  numbers,  and  set  on  ? 

Hast  We  are  time's  subjects,  and  time  bids  be  gona 

[Eweunt. 

ACT  II. 

SCENE  I.— London.    A  Street, 

Filter  Hostess;    Fano,   and  his  Boy,  with  her;   ami 
Snare  following. 

Host  Master  Fang,  have  you  entered  the  action  ? 

Fang.  It  is  entered. 

Host.  Where  is  your  yeoman  •  ?  Is  it  a  lusty  yeoman  ? 
will  a'  stand  to't  ? 

Fang.  Sirrah,  where's  Snare  ? 

Host  0  lord,  ay :  good  master  Snare. 

Snare.  Here,  here. 

Fang.  Snare,  we  must  arrest  sir  John  Falstaff. 

Host.  Yea,  good  master  Snare ;  I  have  entered  him 
and  all 

Snare.  It  may  chance  cost  some  of  us  our  lives,  for 
he  will  stab. 

Host.  Alas  the  day !  take  heed  of  him ;  he  stabbed 
me  in  mine  own  house,  and  that  most  beastly :  in  good 
faith,  a'  cares  not  what  mischief  he  doth,  if  his  weapon 
be  out :  he  will  foin  like  any  devil ;  he  will  spare  neither 
man,  woman,  nor  child. 

Fang.  If  I  can  close  with  him,  I  care  not  for  his 
thrust. 

Host.  No,  nor  I  neither :  111  be  at  your  elbow. 

FoMg.  An  I  but  fist  him  once ;  an  a'  come  but  within 
my  vice ' ; — 

•  Where  is  your  yeoman  ?J     A  bailiff's  follower  was,  in 

our  author's  time,  called  a  seijeant's  yeoman. 

'  an  d  come  but  wUhm  my  vice ;]  Vice  or  g^rasp ;  a  me- 
taphor taken  from  a  smith's  vice. 
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Host.  I  am  undone  by  Ms  going ;  I  warrant  you,  he's 
an  infinitive  tling  upon  my  score : — Good  master  Fang, 
hold  him  sure ; — good  master  Snare,  let  him  not  'scape. 
He  comes  continuantly  to  pie-comer,  (saving  your  man- 
hoods,) to  buy  a  saddle;  and  he's  indited  to  dinner 
to  the  lubbar's  head'  in  Lumbert-street,  to  master 
Smooth's  the  silkman :  I  pray  ye,  since  my  exion  is  en- 
tered, and  my  case  so  openly  known  to  the  world,  let 
him  be  brought  in  to  his  answer.  A  himdred  mark  is  a 
long  loan  for  a  poor  lone  woman  to  bear :  and  I  have 
borne,  and  borne,  and  borne ;  and  have  been  fiibbed  off, 
and  fiibbed  off,  and  fubbed  off,  from  this  day  to  that  day, 
that  it  is  a  shame  to  be  thought  on.  There  is  no  honesty 
in  such  dealing ;  unless  a  woman  should  be  made  an  ass 
and  a  beast,  to  bear  every  knave's  wrong. 

Enter  Sir  John  Palstaff,  Page,  and  Babdolph. 

Yonder  he  comes ;  and  that  arrant  malmsey-nose  knave, 
Bardolph,  with  him.  Do  your  offices,  do  your  offices, 
master  Fang,  and  master  Snare  ;  do  me,  do  me,  do  me 
your  officea 

FaL  How  now?  whose  mare's  dead?  what's  the 
matter  ? 

Favg.  Sir  John,  I  arrest  you  at  the  suit  of  mistress 
Quickly. 

FaJL  Away,  varlets ! — ^Draw,  Bardolph  ;  cut  me  off 
the  villain's  head ;  throw  the  quean  in  the  channel 

Host,  Throw  me  in  the  channel  ?  Ill  throw  thee  in 
the  channel  Wilt  thou?  wilt  thou?  thou  bastardly 
rogue! — Murder,  murder!  0  thou  honey-suckle  vil- 
lain !  wilt  thou  kill  God's  officers,  and  the  king's  ?  0 
thou  honey-seed  rogue  • !  thou  art  a  honey-seed ;  a  man 
queller,  and  a  woman  queller. 

* lubbar's  head  — ]  This  is,  I  suppose,  a  colloquial  cor- 
ruption of  the  Libbard's  head.    Johnson. 

'  ^-'—honeysuckle  villain  I '^  honey^seed  rogue!]  The  land- 
lady's corruption  of  homicidal  and  homicide. 
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Keep  them  off,  BardolpL 
r.  A  rescue  !  a  rescue ! 

.  Good  people,  bring  a  rescue  or  two. — Thou 
ro't  thou?  thou  wo't,  wo't  thou?  do,  do,  thou 
do,  thou  hemp-seed ! 

Away,  you  scullion !  you  rampallian !  you  fus- 
* !     I'll  tickle  your  catastrophe. 

Enter  the  Lord  Chief  Justice,  attended, 
^uat.  What's  the  matter?  keep  the  peace  here. 

Good  my  lord,  be  good  to  me  !     I  beseech  you, 
3  me ! 
^ust  How  now,  sir  John  ?  what,  are  you  brawling 

here? 
lis  become  your  place,  your  time,  and  business  ? 
ould  have  been  well  on  your  way  to  York. — 
Erom  him,  fellow!    Wherefore  hang'st  thou  on 

him? 

0  my  most  worshipful  lord,  an't  please  your 
L  am  a  poor  widow  of  Eastcheap,  and  he  is  ar- 
kt  my  suit. 
'list  For  what  sum  ? 

It  is  more  than  for  some,  my  lord  ;  it  is  for  all, 
ve  ;  he  hath  eaten  me  out  of  house  and  home ; 
put  all  my  substance  into  that  fett  belly  of  his : — 
Till  have  some  of  it  out  again,  or  I'll  ride  thee 
;,  like  the  mare. 

I  think,  I  am  as  like  to  ride  the  mare,  if  I  have 
itage  of  ground  to  get  up. 
usL  How  comes  this,  sir  John  ?  Fye !  what  man 

temper  would  endure  this  tempest  of  exclam- 

Are  you  not  ashamed,  to  enforce  a  poor  widow 
ugh  a  course  to  come  by  her  own  ? 

rampai&anl'^fiatilarian!]  The  first  of  these  may  mean 
g  riotous  strumpet.  FtutUarian  is,  probably,  a  made 
m/iafy. 
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Fal.  What  is  the  gross  sum  that  I  owe  thee  ? 

Host,  Marry,  if  thou  wert  an  honest  man,  thyself, 
and  the  money  too.  Thou  didst  swear  to  me  upon  a 
parcel-gih  goblet ',  sitting  in  my  Dolphin-chamber,  at 
the  round  table,  by  a  seaKX>al  fire,  upon  Wednesday  in 
Whitsun-week -f-,  when  the  prince  broke  thy  head  for 
liking  his  father  to  a  singing-man  of  Windsor;  thou 
didst  swear  to  me  then,  as  I  was  washing  thy  woimd,  to 
many  me,  and  make  me  my  lady  thy  wife.  Canst  thou 
deny  it  ?  Did  not  goodwife  Keeth,  the  butcher's  wife  •, 
come  in  then,  and  call  me  gossip  Quickly  ?  coming  in 
to  borrow  a  mess  of  vinegar ;  telling  us,  she  had  a  good 
dish  of  prawns ;  whereby  thou  didst  desire  to  eat  some ; 
whereby  I  told  thee,  they  were  ill  for  a  green  woimd? 
And  didst  thou  not,  when  she  was  gone  down  stairs, 
desire  me  to  be  no  more  so  fitmiliarity  with  such  poor 
people ;  saying,  that  ere  long  they  should  call  me  ma- 
dam ?  And  didst  thou  not  kiss  me,  and  bid  me  fetch 
thee  thirty  shillings  ?  I  put  thee  now  to  thy  book-oath ; 
deny  it,  if  thou  canst. 

Fed.  "ilLj  lord,  this  is  a  poor  mad  soul :  and  she  says, 
up  and  down  the  town,  that  her  eldest  son  is  like  you : 
she  hath  been  in  good  case,  and,  the  truth  is,  poverty 
hath  distracted  her.  But  for  these  foolish  oflScers,  I  be- 
seech you,  I  may  have  redress  against  them. 

Cfh,  Just,  Sir  John,  sir  John,  I  am  well  acquainted 
with  your  manner  of  wrenching  the  true  cause  the  false 
way.  It  is  not  a  confident  brow,  nor  the  throng  of 
words  that  come  with  such  more  than  impudent  sauci- 
ness  from  you,  can  thrust  me  from  a  level  consideration ; 
you  have,  as  it  appears  to  me,  practised  upon  the  easy- 
yielding  spirit  of  this  woman,  and  made  her  serve  your 
uses  both  in  purse  and  person. 

* pttrcel'giU  goblet,]    A  parcel-gilt  goblet  is  a  goblet  gilt 

onlj  on  soch  parts  of  it  as  are  embossed. 

f  *•  Wbceson-week." — Malone. 

'  goodwife  Keech,  the  butchet^s  wife,]     A  keech  b  the  fat  of 

an  ox  rolled  up  by  the  butcher  into  a  round  lump. 
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Yea,  in  troth,  my  lord. 

\isL  Pr'ythee,  peace: — Pay  her  the  debt  you 
,  and  unpay  the  villainy  you  have  done  with 
3  one  you  may  do  with  sterling  money,  and  the 
th  current  repentance. 

tfy  lord,  I  will  not  imdergo  this  sneap '  without 
You  call  honourable  boldness,  impudent  sauci- 
a  man  will  make  court'sy,  and  say  nothing,  he  is 
:  No,  my  lord,  my  humble  duty  remembered, 
LOt  be  your  suitor;  I  say  to  you,  I  do  desire 
ace  from  these  officers,  being  upon  hasty  em- 
t  in  the  king's  affairs. 

i8t.  You  speak  as  having  power  to  do  wrong : 
rer  in  the  effect  of  your  reputation ',  and  satisfy 
woman. 
>)me  hither,  hostess.  [Talcing  her  aside. 

Enter  Qowbr. 

isL  Now,  master  Gower :  What  news  ? 

The  king,  my  lord,  and  Harry  prince  of  Wales 

r  at  hand :  the  rest  the  paper  tells. 

is  I  am  a  gentleman : 

Nay,  you  said  so  before. 

\^  I  am  a  gentleman ; Come,  no  more  words 

By  this  heavenly  ground  I  tread  on,  I  must  be 
pawn  both  my  plate,  and  the  tapestry  of  my 
bambers. 

Jlasses,  glasses,  is  the  only  drinking;  and  for 
8, — a,  pretty  slight  drollery,  or  the  story  of  the 
,  or  the  German  himting  in  water-work",  is 
thousand  of  these  bed-hangings,  and  these  fly- 
sipestries.     Let  it  be  ten  pound,  if  thou  canst. 

this  sneap  — ]     A  Yorkahire  word  for  rebuke,  or  check. 
answer  in  the  effect  of  your  reputation^     That  is,  answer  in 
suitable  to  your  character. 
m  water>work,]  i.  e.  in  water  colours. 
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Come,  an  it  were  not  for  thy  humours,  there  is  not  a 
better  wench  in  England.  Gt),  wash  thy  fitce,  and 
'draw  thy  action :  Come,  thou  must  not  be  in  this  hu- 
mour with  me ;  dost  not  know  me  ?  Come,  come,  1  know 
thou  wast  set  on  to  this. 

Host  Pray  thee,  sir  John,  let  it  be  but  twenty  nobles ; 
i'fiuth  I  am  loath  to  pawn  my  plate,  in  good  earnest,  la. 

FaL  Let  it  alone ;  111  make  other  shift :  youll  be  a 
fool  stUL 

HosL  Well,  you  shall  have  it,  though  I  pawn  my 
gown.  I  hope,  youll  come  to  supper:  YouTl  pay  me 
all  together  ? 

Fal  Will  I  live?  — Go,  with  her,  with  her;  [to 
Ba&dolph.]  hook  on,  hook  on. 

Host  Win  you  have  Doll  Tear-sheet  meet  you  at 
supper? 

Fat  No  more  words ;  let's  have  her. 

[Exewnt  Hostess,  Bardolph,  Officers,  and 
Page. 

CK  Just.  I  have  heard  better  news. 

Fal.  What's  the  news,  my  good  lord  ? 

CL  Just  Where  lay  the  king  last  night  ? 

Chw,  At  Basingstoke,  my  lord. 

Fal  I  hope,  my  lord,  all's  well:  What's  the  news, 
my  lord  ? 

Ch.  JvsL  Come  all  his  forces  back  ? 

Gow.  No ;  fifteen  hundred  foot,  five  hundred  horse. 
Are  march'd  up  to  my  lord  of  Lancaster, 
Against  Northumberland,  and  the  archbishop. 

FaL  Comes  the  king  back  from  Wales,  my  noble  lord  ? 

Cfh.  Just.  You  shall  have  letters  of  me  presently : 
Come,  go  along  with  me,  good  master  Gower. 

Fal  ILj  lord ! 

Ch.  Just  What's  the  matter  ? 

Fal  Master  Gower,  shall  I  entreat  you  with  me  to 
dinner? 

Oow.  1  must  wait  upon  my  good  lord  here :  I  thank 
you,  good  sir  John. 
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Ch.  Just.  Sir  John,  you  loiter  here  too  long,  being 
you  are  to  take  soldiers  up  in  counties  as  you  go. 

FaJL  Will  you  sup  with  me,  master  Gower  ? 

Ch.  Just.  What  foolish  master  taught  you  these  man- 
ners, sir  John  ? 

Fal.  Master  Gower,  if  they  become  me  not,  he  was 
a  fool  that  taught  them  me. — ^This  is  the  right  fencing 
grace,  my  lord ;  tap  for  tap,  and  so  part  £Eur. 

Ch.  Just.  Now  the  Lord  lighten  thee !  thou  art  a  great 
fool.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. 
The  same.    Another  Street. 

Enter  Prince  Hbnbt  aiid  Poins. 

P.  Ren.  Trust  me,  I  am  exceeding  weary, 

Poins.  Is  it  come  to  that  ?  I  had  thought,  weariness 
durst  not  have  attached  one  of  so  high  blood. 

P.  Ren.  Taith  it  does  me ;  though  it  discolours  the 
complexion  of  my  greatness  to  acknowledge  it.  Doth 
it  not  show  vilely  in  me,  to  desire  small  beer  ? 

Poins.  Why,  a  prince  should  not  be  so  loosely 
studied,  as  to  remember  so  weak  a  composition. 

P.  Ren,  Belike  then,  my  appetite  was  not  princely 
got;  for,  by  my  troth,  I  do  now  remember  the  poor 
creature,  small  beer.  But,  indeed,  these  humble  con- 
siderations make  me  out  of  love  with  my  greatness. 
What  a  disgrace  is  it  to  me,  to  remember  thy  name !  or 
to  know  thy  fiice  to-morrow !  or  to  take  note  how  many 
pair  of  silk  stockings  thou  hast ;  viz.  these,  and  those 
that  were  the  peach-colour'd  ones !  or  to  bear  the  in- 
ventory of  thy  shirts ;  as,  one  for  superfluity,  and  one 
other  for  use ! — ^but  that,  the  tennis  court-keeper  knows 
better  than  I ;  for  it  is  a  low  ebb  of  linen  with  thee, 
when  thou  keepest  not  racket  there ;  as  thou  hast  not 
done  a  great  while,  because  the  rest  of  thy  low-countries 
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have  made  a  shift  to  eat  up  thy  hoUand:  and  God 
knows,  whether  those  that  bawl  out  the  ruins  of  thy 
linen  \  shall  inherit  his  kingdom :  but  the  midwives  say, 
the  children  are  not  in  the  fault ;  whereupon  the  world 
increases,  and  kindreds  are  mightily  strengthened 

Poins,  How  ill  it  follows,  after  you  have  laboured  so 
hard,  you  should  talk  so  idly?  Tell  me,  how  many 
good  young  princes  would  do  so,  their  fathers  being  so 
sick  as  yours  at  this  time  is  ? 

P.  Hen.  Shall  I  tell  thee  one  thing,  Poins  ? 

Poins.  Yes ;  and  let  it  be  an  exceUent  good  thing. 

P.  Hen.  It  shall  serve  among  wits  of  no  higher  breed- 
ing than  thine. 

Poins.  Go  to ;  I  stand  the  push  of  your  one  thing 
that  you  will  telL 

P.  Hen.  Why,  I  tell  thee, — ^it  is  not  meet  that  I 
should  be  sad,  now  my  father  is  sick:  albeit  I  could 
tell  to  thee,  (as  to  one  it  pleases  me,  for  fault  of  a 
better,  to  call  my  friend,)  I  could  be  sad,  and  sad  in- 
deed too. 

Poins.  Very  hardly,  upon  such  a  subject. 

P.  Hen.  By  this  hand,  thou  think'st  me  as  far  in  the 
devil's  book,  as  thou,  and  Falstaff,  for  obduracy  and 
persistency :  Let  the  end  try  the  man.  But  I  tell  thee, — 
my  heart  bleeds  inwardly,  that  my  father  is  so  sick :  and 
keeping  such  vile  company  as  thou  art,  hath  in  reason 
taken  from  me  all  ostentation  of  sorrow*. 

Poins.  The  reason  ? 

P.  Hen.  What  would'st  thou  think  of  me,  if  I  should 
weep  ? 

Poins.  I  would  think  thee  a  most  princely  hypocrite. 

*  that  bawl  out  the  mint  of  thy  linens]     I  suspect  we  should 

read — that  bawl  out  of  the  rutns  of  thtf  tmen ;  i.  e.  his  bastard 
children  wrapt  up  lo  his  old  shirts.  The  subsequent  words  confirm 
this  emendation. 

' all  ostentation  qf  torrow.]    Ostentation  is  here  not  boastful 

show,  but  simplj  show. 

VOL.  V.  D 
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P.  Hen,  It  would  be  every  man's  thought ;  and  thou 
art  a  blessed  fellow,  to  think  as  every  man  thinks  \  never 
a  man's  thought  in  the  world  keeps  the  road-way  better 
than  thine:  every  man  would  think  me  an  hypocrite 
indeed.  And  what  accites  your  most  worshipful  thought, 
to  think  so  ? 

Poiits.  Why,  because  you  have  been  so  lewd,  and 
so  much  engraffed  to  Falstaff. 

P.  Hen,  And  to  thee. 

Poins,  By  this  light,  I  am  well  spoken  o^  I  can  hear 
it  with  my  own  ears :  the  worst  that  they  can  say  of  me 
is,  that  I  am  a  second  brother,  and  that  I  am  a  proper 
fellow  of  my  hands  • ;  and  those  two  things,  I  confess, 
I  caimot  help.    By  the  mass,  here  comes  Bardolph. 

P.  Hen,  And  the  boy  that  I  gave  Falstaff:  he  had 
him  from  me  christian :  and  look,  if  the  fat  villain  have 
not  transformed  him  ape. 

Enter  Babdolph  amd  Page. 

Bard,  'Save  your  grace ! 

P.  Hen,  And  yours,  most  noble  Bardolph ! 

Bard.  Come,  you  virtuous  ass,  \to  the  Page,]  you 
bashful  fool,  must  you  be  blushing?  wherefore  blush 
you  now  ?  What  a  maidenly  man  at  arms  are  you  be- 
come !  Is  it  such  a  matter,  to  get  a  pottlepot's  maiden- 
head? 

Page,  He  called  me  even  now,  my  lord,- through  a 
red  lattice  *,  and  I  could  discern  no  part  of  his  face  from 
the  window :  at  last,  I  spied  his  eyes ;  and,  methought, 
he  had  made  two  holes  in  the  ale-wife's  new  petticoat, 
and  peeped  through. 

P.  Hen,  Hath  not  the  boy  profited  ? 

Bard,  Away,  you  whoreson  upright  rabbit,  away ! 

Page,  Away,  you  rascally  Althea's  dream,  away ! 

»  —  proper  fellow  of  my  hands ;]  A  tall  or  proper  fellow, 
means  a  good  looking,  well  made,  personable  man. 

* through  a  red  latHce,]  i.  e.  from  an  ale-house  window. 
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P.  Hen.  Instruct  us,  boy :  What  dream,  boy  ? 

Page,  TJLbxtj^  my  lord,  Althea  dreamed  she  was  de- 
livered of  a  fire-brand  * ;  and  therefore  I  call  him  her 
dream. 

P.  Heiu  A  crown's  worth  of  good  interpretation. — 
There  it  is,  boy.  [Gives  him  money. 

Poms.  0,  that  this  good  blossom  could  be  kept  from 
cankers ! — ^Well,  there  is  sixpence  to  preserve  thee. 

Bard.  An  you  do  not  make  him  be  hanged  among 
you,  the  gallows  shall  have  wrong. 

P.  Hen.  And  how  doth  thy  master,  Bardolph  ? 

Bard.  Well,  my  lord.  He  heard  of  your  grace's  com- 
ing to  town ;  there's  a  letter  for  you. 

Poins.  Delivered  with  good  respect. — And  how  doth 
the  martlemas,  your  master*  ? 

Bard.  In  bodily  health,  sir. 

Poins.  Marry,  the  immortal  part  needs  a  physician : 
but  that  moves  not  him ;  though  that  be  sick,  it  dies  not. 

P.  ffeiu  I  do  allow  this  wen  Ho  be  as  fiwniliar  with 
me  as  my  dog :  and  he  holds  his  place  ;  for,  look  you, 
how  he  writes. 

Poins.  [reads.]    John  Palstaff,  knight, Every  man 

must  know  that,  as  oft  as  he  has  occasion  to  name  him- 
self Even  like  those  that  are  kin  to  the  king  ;  for  they 
never  prick  their  finger,  but  they  say.  There  is  soms  of 
theking's  bhodspiU :  How  comesihatf  says  he,  that  takes 
upon  him  not  to  conceive :  the  answer  is  as  ready  as  a 
borrower's  cap  • ;  /  am  the  king's  poor  cousin,  sir. 

*  Althea  dreamed,  &c.]    Shakspeare  is  here  mistaken  in  his 

mythology,  and  has  confounded  Althea's  fire-brand  with  Hecuba's. 
The  fire-brand  of  Althea  was  real :  but  Hecuba,  when  she  was  big 
with  Paris,  dreamed  that  she  was  delivered  of  a  fire-brand  that 
consumed  the  kingdom.    Johnson. 

*  — ^  the  martlemas,  yow  master  f]  That  is,  the  autumn,  or 
rather  the  latter  spring.     The  old  fellow  with  juvenile  passions. 

' Mil  wen  — ]     Thb  swoln  excrescence  of  a  man. 

* the  ttfuwer  it  as  ready  as  a  borrower's  cap ;]     A  man  that 

goes  to  borrow  money,  is  of  all  others  the  most  complaisant ;  his 
cq>  is  always  at  hand. 

d2 
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P.  Hen.  Nay,  they  will  be  kin  to  us,  or  they  will 
fetch  it  from  Japhet.     But  the  letter : — 

Poins.  Sir  John  Falstaff,  knight,  to  the  son  of  the  king, 
nearest  his  father,  Harry  prince  of  Wales,  greeting. — 
Why,  this  is  a  certificate. 

P.  Hen.  Peace ! 

Poins.  /  mB  imitate  the  honourable  Roman  in  hre- 
ffify » ;  —  he  sure  means  brevity  in  breath  ;  short- 
winded. — I  commend  me  to  thee,  I  commend  thee,  and 
I  leave  thee.  Be  not  too  familiar  with  Poins ;  for  he 
misuses  thy  favours  so  much,  that  he  swears,  thou  art  to 
ma/rry  his  sister  Nell.  Repent  at  idle  times  as  thou 
may'st,  and  so  farewell. 

Thine,  by  yea  and  no,  {which  is  as 
much  as  to  say,  as  thou  usest  him,) 
Jack  Falstaff,  with  my  fa/miliars  ; 
John,  with  my  brothers  and  sisters  ; 
and  sir  John  with  aU  Europe. 
My  lord,  I  will  steep  this  letter  in  sack,  and  make  him 
eat  it 

P.  Hen.  That's  to  make  him  eat  twenty  of  his  words. 
But  do  you  use  me  thus,  Ned  ?  must  I  marry  your 
sister? 

Poins.  May  the  wench  have  no  worse  fortune !  but 
I  never  said  so. 

P.  Hen.  Well,  thus  we  play  the  fools  with  the  time  ; 
and  the  spirits  of  the  wise  sit  in  the  clouds,  and  mock 
us. — Is  your  master  here  in  London  ? 

Bard.  Yes,  my  lord. 

P.  Hen.  Where  sups  he  ?  doth  the  old  boar  feed  in 
the  old  frank  *  ? 

Bard.  At  the  old  place,  my  lord  ;  in  Eastcheap. 


^  /  will  imitate  the  honourable  Roman  in  brevity :]  I  suppose  by 
the  honourable  Roman  is  intended  Julias  Cassar,  whose  vem,  vidi, 
vicit  seems  to  be  alluded  to  in  the  beginning  of  the  letter.  I  com* 
mend  me  to  thee,  I  commend  thee,  and  I  leave  thee.  The  very  words  of 
Caesar  are  afterwards  quoted  by  Falstaff.     Heath. 

»  frank  f]     Frank  is  sty. 
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P.  Hen,  What  company  ? 
.    Page,  Ephesians  *,  my  lord ;  of  the  old  church. 

P.  Hen.  Sup  any  women  with  him  ? 

Page.  None,  my  lord,  but  old  mistress  Quickly,  and 
mistress  Doll  Tear-sheet. 

P.  Hen.  What  pagan  may  that  be '  ? 

Pa^e.  A  proper  gentlewoman,  sir,  and  a  kinswoman 
of  my  master'& 

P.  Hen,  Even  such  kin,  as  the  parish  heifers  are  to 
the  town-buU.  —  Shall  we  steal  upon  them,  Ned,  at 
supper  ? 

Poins.  I  am  your  shadow,  my  lord  ;  I'll  follow  you. 

P.  Hen.  Sirrah,  you  boy,  —  and  Bardolph  ;  —  no 
word  to  your  master,  that  I  am  yet  come  to  town : 
There's  for  your  silence. 

Bard,  I  have  no  tongue,  sir. 

Page,  And  for  mine,  sir, — I  will  govern  it. 

P.  Hen.  Fare  ye  well ;  go.  [Exeimt  Bardolph  and 
Page.] — This  Doll  Tear-sheet  should  be  some  road. 

Poins,  I  warrant  you,  as  common  as  the  way  between 
Saint  Alban's  and  London. 

P.  Hen,  How  might  we  see  Falstaff  bestow  himself 
to-night  in  his  true  colours,  and  not  ourselves  be 
seen? 

Poins.  Put  on  two  leather  jerkins,  and  aprons,  and 
wait  upon  him  at  his  table  as  drawers. 

P.  Hen,  From  a  god  to  a  bull  ?  a  heavy  descension ! 
it  was  Jove's  case.  From  a  prince  to  a  prentice  ?  a  low 
transformation !  that  shall  be  mine:  for,  in  everything, 
the  purpose  must  weigh  with  the  folly.  FoUow  me, 
Ned.  [Exeunt. 

^  Ephesiant,]  Ephesians  was  a  term  in  the  cant  of  these  times, 
perhaps,  a  toper. 

>  What  pagan  may  that  be  f]  Pagan  seems  to  have  been  a  cant 
term,  implying  irregularity  either  of  birth  or  manners. 
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SCENE  III. 

Warkworth.    Before  the  CasUe. 

Enter  Northumberland,  Lady  Northumbbrland, 
and  Lady  Percy. 

North,  I  pray  thee,  loving  wife,  and  gentle  daughter. 
Give  even  way  unto  my  rough  affairs : 
Put  not  on  you  the  visage  of  the  times, 
And  be,  like  them,  to  Percy  troublesome. 

Lady  N.  I  have  given  over,  I  will  speak  no  more : 
Do  what  you  will ;  your  wisdom  be  your  guide. 

North.  Alas,  sweet  wife,  my  honour  is  at  pawn  ; 
And,  but  my  going,  nothing  can  redeem  it. 

Lady  P.  0,  yet,  for  God's  sake,  go  not  to  these  wars! 
The  time  was,  fether,  that  you  broke  your  word. 
When  you  were  more  endear'd  to  it  than  now ; 
When  your  own  Percy,  when  my  heart's  dear  Harry 
Threw  many  a  northward  look,  to  see  his  fietther 
Bring  up  his  powers ;  but  he  did  long  in  vain. 
Who  then  persuaded  you  to  stay  at  home  ? 
There  were  two  honours  lost ;  yours,  and  your  son's. 
For  yours, — ^may  heavenly  glory  brighten  it ! 
For  his, — ^it  stuck  upon  him,  as  the  sun 
In  the  grey  vault  of  heaven :  and,  by  his  light. 
Did  all  the  chivalry  of  England  move 
To  do  brave  acts ;  he  was,  indeed,  the  glass 
Wherein  the  noble  youth  did  dress  themselves. 
He  had  no  legs,  that  practis'd  not  his  gait : 
And  speaking  thick,  which  nature  made  his  blemish. 
Became  the  accents  of  the  valiant ; 
For  those  that  could  speak  low,  and  tardily. 
Would  turn  their  own  perfection  to  abuse. 
To  seem  like  him :  So  that,  in  speech,  in  gait, 
In  diet,  in  affections  of  delight. 
In  military  rules,  humours  of  blood, 
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He  was  the  mark  and  glass,  copy  and  book, 

That  feshion'd  others.    And  him, — 0  wondrous  him ! 

0  miracle  of  men ! — ^him  did  you  leave, 

(Second  to  none,  unseconded  by  you,) 

To  look  upon  the  hideous  god  of  war 

In  disadvantage ;  to  abide  a  field. 

Where  nothing  but  the  sound  of  Hotspur's  name 

Did  seem  defensible  * : — so  you  left  him  : 

Never,  0  never,  do  his  ghost  the  wrong. 

To  hold  your  honour  more  precise  and  nice 

With  others,  than  with  him ;  let  them  alone  ; 

The  marshal,  and  the  archbishop,  are  strong : 

Had  my  sweet  Harry  had  but  half  their  numbers. 

To-day  might  I,  hanging  on  Hotspur's  neck. 

Have  talk'd  of  Monmouth's  grave. 

NortL  Beshrew  your  heart. 

Fair  daughter !  you  do  draw  my  spirits  from  me. 
With  new  lamenting  ancient  oversights. 
But  I  must  go,  and  meet  with  danger  there  ; 
Or  it  will  seek  me  in  another  place. 
And  find  me  worse  provided. 

Lady  N,  0,  fly  to  Sccftland, 

Till  that  the  nobles,  and  the  armed  commons, 
Have  of  their  puissance  made  a  little  taste. 

Lady  P.  If  they  get  ground  and  vantage  of  the  king, 
Then  join  you  with  them,  like  a  rib  of  steel, 
To  make  strength  stronger  ;*  but,  for  all  our  loves, 
Rrst  let  them  try  themselves :  So  did  your  son  ; 
He  was  so  suffer'd ;  so  came  I  a  widow  ; 
And  never  shall  have  length  of  life  enough, 
To  rain  upon  remembrance*  with  mine  eyes. 
That  it  may  grow  and  sprout  as  high  as  heaven^ 
For  recordation  to  ray  noble  husband. 

*  Did  seem  defensible  :]  Defentible  does  not  in  this  place  mean 
capable  of  defence,  but  bearing  strength^  fumuMng  the  meant  of  defence  ; 
—the  passiye  for  the  active  participle. 

*  To  rain  upon  remembrance  — ]  Alluding  to  the  plant  rosemary^ 
so  called,  and  used  in  funerals. 
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North,  Come,  come,  go  in   with  me:  'tis  with   my 
mind. 
As  with  the  tide  swelled  up  unto  its  height, 
That  makes  a  still-stand,  running  neither  way. 
Fain  would  I  go  to  meet  the  archbishop. 

But  many  thousand  reasons  hold  me  back : 

I  will  resolve  for  Scotland  ;  there  am  I, 

Till  time  and  vantage  crave  my  company.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

London.    A  Room  in  the  Boar's  Head  Taverriy  in 
Eastcheap  -f*. 

Enter  Two  Drawers. 

1  Draw,  What  the  devil  hast  thou  brought  there  ? 
apple-Johns  ?  thou  kuow'st,  sir  John  cannot  endure  an 
apple-John. 

2  Draw.  Mass,  thou  sayest  true :  The  prince  once 
set  a  dish  of  apple-Johns  before  him,  and  told  him, 
there  were  five  more  sir  Johns :  and,  putting  off  his 
hat,  said,  I  will  now  take  my  leave  of  these  six  dry^ 
rotmd,  oldy  withered  knights.  It  angered  him  to  the 
heart :  but  he  hath  forgot  that. 

1  Draw.  Why  then,  cover,  and  set  them  down : 
And  see  if  thou  canst  find  out  Sneak's  noise ' ;  mistress 
Tear-sheet  would  fain  hear  some  musick.  Despatch : — 
The  room  where  they  supped,  is  too  hot ;  theyH  come 
in  straight. 

2  Draw.  Sirrah,  here  will  be  the  prince,  and  master 
Poins  anon :  and  they  will  put  on  two  of  our  jerkins, 

t  The  Boar's  Head  was  near  the  prince's  residence,  a  mansion 
called  Cold-harbour,  near  All-hallow's  church,  Upper  Thames- 
street. 

*  Sneak's  noite ;]  Sneak  was  a  street  minstrel,  and  there- 
fore the  drawer  goes  out  to  listen  if  he  can  hear  him  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood.   Johnson. 
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and  aprons ;  and  sir  John  must  not  know  of  it :  Bar- 
dolph  hath  brought  word. 

1  Draw,  By  the  mass,  here  will  be  old  utis^:  It  ¥riU 
be  an  excellent  stratagem. 

2  Draw.  Ill  see,  if  I  can  find  out  Sneak.  \ExU, 

Enter  Hostess  and  Doll  Teab-shset. 

Host.  I'fiiith,  sweet  heart,  methinks  now  you  are  in 
an  excellent  good  temporality :  your  pulsidge  beats  as 
extraordinarily  as  heart  would  desire ;  and  your  colour, 
I  warrant  you,  is  as  red  as  any  rose :  But,  i'feith,  you 
have  drunk  too  much  canaries ;  and  that's  a  marvellous 
searching  wine,  and  it  perfumes  the  blood  ere  one  can 
say, — ^What's  this  ?    How  do  you  now  ? 

Dol  Better  than  I  waa     Hem. 

Host.  Why,  that's  well  said ;  a  good  heart's  worth 
gold.     Look,  here  comes  sir  John. 

Enter  Falstaff,  singing. 

FaL  When  Arthwr  first  in  court* — Empty  the  Jordan. 
— And  was  a  worthy  kvng :  [Exit  Drawer.]  How  now, 
mistress  Doll  ? 

Host.  Sick  of  a  calm*:  yea,  good  sooth. 

Fal  So  is  all  her  sect ;  an  they  be  once  in  a  calm, 
they  are  sick. 

DoL  You  muddy  rascal,  is  that  all  the  comfort  you 
give  me  ? 

Fal.  You  make  &t  rascals',  mistress  DolL 

'  — —  here  will  be  old  utis :]  UHt,  an  old  word  yet  in  use  in 
some  counties,  signifying  a  merry  festival,  from  the  French  huU, 
odo, 

*  When  Arthur  firti  m  court  — '\  The  entire  ballad  is  published 
in  the  first  ?olume  of  Dr.  Percy's  Re&ques  of  andent  Engluh 
Poetry. 

*  Side  of  a  calm  :]  Perhi^M  she  means  to  say  o/*  a  qualm. 

'  You  make  fat  rascab,]  Falstaff  alludes  to  a  phrase  of  the  forest. 
Lean  deer  are  called  rascal  deer.  He  tells  her  she  calls  him  wrong, 
being/o/  he  cannot  be  a  rascal.    Johnson. 
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Dot.  I  make  them!  gluttony  and  diseases  make 
them ;  I  make  them  not. 

Fed.  If  the  cook  help  to  make  the  gluttony,  you  help 
to  make  the  diseases,  Doll ;  we  catch  of  you,  Doll, 
we  catch  of  you ;  grant  that,  my  poor  virtue,  grant 
that. 

Dol.  Ay,  marry ;  our  chains,  and  our  jewels. 

FaL  Your  brooches,  pearls,  and  owches; — for  to  serve 
bravely,  is  to  come  halting  off,  you  know :  To  come  off 
the  breach  with  his  pike  bent  bravely,  and  to  surgery 
bravely;  to  venture  upon  the  charged  chambers* 
bravely : 

Dol  Hang  yourself,  you  muddy  conger,  hang  your- 
self! 

Host.  By  my  troth,  this  is  the  old  fstshion  ;  you  two 
never  meet,  but  you  fall  to  some  discord :  you  are  both, 
in  good  troth,  as  rheumatick"  as  two  dry  toasts*;  you 
cannot  one  bear  with  another's  confirmities.  What  the 
good-year !  one  must  bear,  and  that  must  be  you : 
[to  Doll  :]  you  are  the  weaker  vessel,  as  they  say,  the 
emptier  vessel. 

Dol  Can  a  weak  empty  vessel  bear  such  a  huge  full 
hogshead  ?  there's  a  whole  merchant's  venture  of  Bour- 
deaux  stuff  in  him ;  you  have  not  seen  a  hulk  better 
stuffed  in  the  hold. — Come,  111  be  friends  with  thee, 
Jack:  thou  art  going  to  the  wars;  and  whether  I 
shall  ever  see  thee  again,  or  no,  there  is  nobody 
cares. 

'  —  the  charged  chambers  — ]  To  understand  this  quibble,  it  is 
necessary  to  saj,  that  a  chamber  signifies  not  only  an  apartment,  but 
a  piece  of  ordnance. 

* rheumatick  — ]   Rheumatick,  in  the  cant  language  of  the 

times,  signified  capricious,  humoursome.  In  this  sense  it  appears  to 
be  used  in  many  other  old  plays. 

^  —  as  two  dry  toasts ;]  Which  cannot  meet  but  they  grate 
one  another. 
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Re-enter  Drawer. 

Draw.  Sir,  ancient  Pisters*  below,  and  would  speak 
with  you. 

Dol.  Hang  him,  swaggering  rascal !  let  him  not  come 
hither:  it  is  the  foul  mouth'dst  rogue  in  England. 

Host  Khe  swagger,  let  him  not  come  here:  no,  by 
my  fidth ;  I  must  live  amongst  my  neighbours  ;  I'll  no 
swaggerers :  I  am  in  good  name  and  £Eime  with  the  very 
best: — Shut  the  door; — ^there  comes  no  swaggerers 
here ;  I  have  not  lived  all  this  while,  to  have  swagger- 
ing now : — shut  the  door,  I  pray  yoxL 

Fed.  Dost  thou  hear,  hostess  ?— 

Host  Pray  you,  pacify  yourself,  sir  John;  there 
comes  no  swaggerers  here*. 

Fal  Dost  thou  hear  ?  it  is  mine  ancient. 

Host  Tilly-fally,  sir  John,  never  tell  me ;  your  an- 
cient swaggerer  comes  not  in  my  doors.  I  was  before 
master  Tisick,  the  deputy,  the  other  day ;  and,  as  he 
said  to  me, — it  was  no  longer  ago  than  Wednesday 
last, — Neighbour  Quiddyy  says  he  ; — ^master  Dumb,  our 
minister,  was  by  then; — Neighbour  Quiddy,  says  he, 
receive  those  that  are  civU  ;  for,  saith  he,  you  are  in  an 
ill  name; — ^now  he  said  so,  I  can  tell  whereupon  ;  for^ 
says  he,  you  are  a/n  honest  wonum^  and  well  thought  on; 
therefore  take  heed  what  guests  you  receive:  Receive, 

says  he,  no  swaggering  companions. There  comes 

none  here ; — ^you  would  bless  you  to  hear  what  he  said : 
— no,  I'U  HO  swaggerers. 

FaiL  He's  no  swaggerer,  hostess;  a  tame  cheater', 
he ;  you  may  stroke  him  as  gently  as  a  puppy  grey- 

'  ancient  Pittol  — ^]   Is  the  same  as  ensign  Pitiol,    Falstaff 

was  detain ;  Peto,  lieutenant ;  and  Pistol,  ensign,  or  ancient, 

• there  comet  no  swaggerers  here.]  A  swaggerer  was  a  roar- 
ing, bullying,  blustering,  fighting  fellow. 

' a  tame  cheater,]    Gamester  and  cheater  were,  in  Shak- 

speare's  age,  synonymous  terms. 
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hound :  he  will  not  swagger  with  a  Barbary  hen,  if  her 
feathers  turn  back  in  any  show  of  resistance. — Call  him 
up,  drawer. 

Host.  Cheater,  call  you  him?  I  will  bar  no  honest 
man  my  house,  nor  no  cheater' :  But  I  do  not  love 
swaggering ;  by  my  troth  I  am  the  worse,  when  one 
says — swagger :  feel,  masters,  how  I  shake ;  look  you, 
I  warrant  you. 

Dol  So  you  do,  hostess. 

Host.  Do  I  ?  yea,  in  very  truth,  do  I,  an  'twere  an 
aspen  leaf:  I  cannot  abide  swaggerers. 

Enter  Pistol,  Bardolph,  and  Page. 

Pist.  'Save  you,  sir  John ! 

FdL  Welcome,  ancient  Pistol.  Here,  Pistol,  I  charge 
you  with  a  cup  of  sack :  do  you  discharge  upon  mine 
hostesa 

Pist.  I  will  discharge  upon  her,  sir  John,  with  two 
bullets. 

FdL  She  is  pistol-proof,  sir ;  you  shall  hardly  offend 
her. 

Host.  Come,  I'll  drink  no  proofs,  nor  no  bullets :  111 
drink  no  more  than  will  do  me  good,  for  no  man's 
pleasure,  I. 

Pist.  Then  to  you,  mistress  Dorothy;  I  will  charge 
you. 

Dol.  Charge  me?  I  scorn  you,  scurvy  companion. 
What !  you  poor,  base,  rascally,  cheating,  lack-linen 
mate !  Away,  you  mouldy  rogue,  away !  I  am  meat  for 
your  master. 

Pist.  I  know  you,  mistress  Dorothy. 

^  /  wiU  bar  no  honest  man  my  houtCf  nor  no  cheater :]  The 
humour  of  this  consists  in  the  woman^s  mistaking  the  title  oi  cheater ^ 
(which  our  ancestors  gave  to  him  whom  we  now,  with  better  man- 
ners, call  a  gamester,)  for  that  office  of  the  exchequer  called  an 
escheator,  well  known  to  the  common  people  of  that  time ;  and 
named,  either  corruptly  or  satirically,  a  cheater. 
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DoL  Away,  you  cut-purse  rascal!  you  filthy  bung, 
away !  by  this  wine,  ITl  thrust  my  knife  in  your  mouldy 
chaps,  an  you  play  the  saucy  cuttle  with  ma  Away, 
you  bottle-ale  rasca)!  you  basket-hilt  stale  juggler, 
you! — Since  when,  I  pray  you,  sir? — ^What,  with 
two  points  •  on  your  shoulder  ?  much  * ! 

PisL  I  will  murder  your  ruff  for  this. 

FdL  No  more.  Pistol ;  I  would  not  have  you  go  off. 
here :  discharge  yourself  of  our  company,  PistoL 

Host,  No,  good  captain  Pistol;  not  here,  sweet 
captain. 

DoL  Captain !  thou  abominable  damned  cheater,  art 
thou  not  ashamed  to  be  called — captain  ?  If  captains 
were  of  my  mind,  they  would  truncheon  you  out,  for 
taking  their  names  upon  you  before  you  have  earned 
them.  You  a  captain,  you  slave !  for  what  ?  for  tear- 
ing a  poor  whore's  ruff  in  a  bawdy-house? — He  a 
captain!  Hang  him,  rogue!  He  lives  upon  mouldy 
stewed  prunes,  and  dried  cakes.  A  captain!  these 
villains  will  make  the  word  captain  as  odious  as  the 
word  occupy;  which  was  an  excellent  good  word  be- 
fore it  was  ill  sorted:  therefore  captains  had  need 
look  to  it 

Bard,  Pray  thee,  go  down,  good  ancient 

Fal,  Hark  thee  hither,  mistress  DolL 

Pist,  Not  I :  tell  thee  what,  corporal  Bardolph  ; — I 
could  tear  her : — 111  be  revenged  on  her. 

Page.  Pray  thee,  go  down. 

PisL  m  see  her  danmed  first; — to  Pluto's  damned 
lake,  to  the  infernal  deep,  with  Erebus  and  tortures  vile 
also.  Hold  hook  and  line,  say  I.  Down  !  down,  dogs  I 
down  faitors  * !     Have  we  not  Hiren  here '  ? 


* yM  two  pomU  — ]     As  a  mark  of  his  commission. 

' much!]    Much  was  a  common  expression  of  disdain  at 

that  time,  of  the  same  sense  with  that  more  modem  one,  Marry 
come  up, 

' down  faitors !]  i.  e.  traitors,  rascals. 

'  Have  we  not  Hiren  — ]     A  cant  word  for  a  harlot. 
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Host,  Good  captain  Peesel,  be  quiet ;  it  is  very  late, 
i'&ith :  I  beseek  you  now,  aggravate  your  choler. 

Pist.  These  be  good  humours,  indeed !     Shall  pack- 
horses, 
And  hollow  pamper'd  jades  of  Asia, 
Which  cannot  go  but  thirty  miles  a  day, 
Compare  with  Csesars,  and  with  Cannibals*, 
And  Trojan  Greeks  ?  nay,  rather  damn  them  with 
King  Cerberus ;  and  let  the  welkin  roar. 
Shall  we  fall  foul  for  toys  ? 

Host  By  my  troth,  captain,  these  are  very  bitter 
words. 

BarcL  Be  gone,  good  ancient;  this  will  grow  to  a 
brawl  anon. 

PigL  Die  men,  like  dogs;   give  crowns  like  pins; 
Have  we  not  Hiren  here  ? 

Host.  0'  my  word,  captain  ;  there's  none  such  here. 
What  the  good-year !  do  you  think,  I  would  deny  her  ? 
for  God's  sake,  be  quiet. 

Pist,  Then,  feed  and  be  fat,  my  fidr  Calipolis  *  : 
Come,  give's  some  sack. 

Sifortmva  me  tormenta,  sperato  me  contenta. — 
Fear  we  broadsides  ?  no,  let  the  fiend  give  fire  : 
Give  me  some  sack ; — and,  sweetheart,  lie  thou  there. 

[Laying  down  his  sword. 
Come  we  to  full  points  here';  and  are  et  ceteras  no- 
thing? 

Fai,  Pistol,  I  would  be  quiet. 

Pist.  Sweet  knight,  I  kiss  thy  neif ' :  What !  we  have 
seen  the  seven  stars. 

*  Cannibals,]     By  a  blunder  for  HanmbaL 

*  feed  and  be  fai,  my  fair  Calipolis  i]    This  is  a  burlesque 

on  a  line  in  an  old  play  called  The  Battle  of  Alcazar,  &c.  printed 
in  1594,  in  which  Muley  Mahomet  enters  to  his  wife  with  lion's 
flesh  on  his  sword : 

**  Feed  then,  and  &int  not,  my  fair  CafypoUs,"* 

*  Come  we  to  full  points  here;    Sec]     That  is,  shall   we  stop 
here,  shall  we  have  no  further  entertainment  ?    Johnson. 

'  Sweet  knight,  I  kiss  thy  neif :]  i.  e.  kiss  thy  fist. 
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D6L  Thrust  him  down  stairs ;  I  cannot  endure  such 
a  fustian  rascal 

PisL  Thrust  him  down  stairs!  know  we  not  Gallo- 
way nags ' ? 

FdL  Quoit  him  down,  Bardolph,  like  a  shove-groat 
shilling* :  nay,  if  he  do  nothing  but  speak  nothing,  he 
shall  be  nothing  hera 

Bard,  Come,  get  you  down  stairs. 

Pist.  What!  shall  we  have  incision?  shall  we  im- 
brue ? [Snatching  vp  his  sword. 

Then  death  rock  me  asleep,  abridge  my  doleful  days ! 
Why  then,  let  grievous,  ghastly,  gaping  wounds 
Untwine  the  sisters  three !  Come,  Atropos,  I  say ! 

HosL  Here's  goodly  stuff  toward ! 

Fal.  Give  me  my  rapier,  boy. 

Del,  I  pray  thee,  Jack,  I  pray  thee,  do  not  draw. 

FdL  Get  you  down  stairs. 

[Drawing,  and  driving  Pistol  out. 

Host,  Here's  a  goodly  timiult !  ITl  forswear  keeping 
house,  afore  I'll  be  in  these  tirrits  and  frights.     So; 

murder,  I  warrant  now. Alas,  alas!   put  up  your 

naked  weapons,  put  up  your  naked  weapons. 

[Eammt  Pistol  and  Bardolph. 

DoL  I  pray  thee.  Jack,  be  quiet ;  the  rascal  is  gone. 
Ah,  you  whoreson  little  valiant  villain,  you. 

Host.  Are  you  not  hurt  i'the  groin  ?  methought,  he 
made  a  shrewd  thrust  at  your  belly. 

Re-enter  Bardolph. 

Fal.  Have  you  turned  him  out  of  doors  ? 
Bard.  Yes,  sir.    The  rascal's  drunk :  you  have  hurt 
him,  sir,  in  the  shoulder. 


^ GaUoway  nags  f]     That  is,  common  hacknies. 

' Ske  a  shove-groat  shilSng :]     Perhaps  a  piece  of  polished 

metal  made  use  of  in  the  play  of  shovel-board.  SUdc'thrift,  or  thovc' 
groat,  is  one  of  the  games  prohibited  by  statute  83  Henry  VIII. 
c9. 
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FclL  a  rascal !  to  brave  me ! 

Del,  Ah,  you  sweet  little  rogue,  you!  Alas,  poor 
ape,  how  thou  sweat'st !  Come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face  ;— 
come  on,  you  whoreson  chops: — Ah,  rogue!  i'fietith,  I 
love  thee.  Thou  art  as  valorous  as  Hector  of  Troy, 
worth  five  of  Agamemnon,  and  ten  times  better  than  the 
nine  worthies.     Ah,  villain ! 

Fed,  A  rascally  slave  !  I  will  toss  the  rogue  in  a 
blanket. 

Dot  Do,  if  thou  darest  for  thy  heart :  if  thou  dost, 
111  canvas  thee  between  a  pair  of  sheets. 

Enter  Musick. 

Page,  The  musick  is  come,  sir. 

FclL  Let  them  play; — Play,  sirs. — Sit  on  my  knee, 
Doll.  A  rascal  bragging  slave !  the  rogue  fled  from  me 
like  quicksilver. 

Dol,  I'faith,  and  thou  followedst  him  like  a  church. 
Thou  whoreson  little  tidy  Bartholomew  boar-pig,  when 
wilt  thou  leave  fighting  o'days,  and  foining  o'nights,  and 
begin  to  patch  up  thine  old  body  for  heaven  ? 

Enter  behind,  Prince  Henry  and  Poins,  disguised  like 
Drawers, 

Fal,  Peace,  good  Doll !  do  not  speak  like  a  death's 
head ;  do  not  bid  me  remember  mine  end. 

DoL  Sirrah,  what  humour  is  the  prince  of? 

Fal,  A  good  shallow  young  fellow:  he  would  have 
made  a  good  pantler,  he  would  have  chipped  bread 
well. 

Dol,  They  say,  Poins  has  a  good  wit. 

Fal,  He  a  good  wit  ?  hang  him,  baboon  !  his  wit  is 
as  thick  as  Tewksbury  mustard ;  there  is  no  more  con- 
ceit in  him,  than  is  in  a  mallet. 

Dol,  Why  does  the  prince  love  him  so  then  ? 

Fal,  Because  their  legs  are  both  of  a  bigness :  and 
he  plays  at  quoits  well ;  and  eats  conger  and  fennel ; 
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and  drinks  off  candles*  ends  for  flap-dragons ;  and  rides 
the  wild  mare  with  the  boys ;  and  jumps  upon  joint- 
stools  ;  and  swears  with  a  good  grace ;  and  wears  his 
boot  very  smooth,  like  unto  the  sign  of  the  leg ;  and 
breeds  no  bate  with  telling  of  discreet  stories,  and  such 
other  gambol  faculties  he  hath,  that  show  a  weak  mind 
and  an  able  body,  for  the  which  the  prince  admits 
him :  for  the  prince  himself  is  such  another ;  the 
weight  of  a  hair  will  turn  the  scales  between  their 
avoirdupois. 

P.  Hen.  Would  not  this  nave  of  a  wheel  *  have  his 
cars  cut  off? 

Pains.  Let's  beat  him  before  his  whore. 

P.  Hen.  Look,  if  the  withered  elder  hath  not  his  poll 
clawed  like  a  parrot. 

Pains.  Is  it  not  strange,  that  desire  should  so  many 
years  outlive  performance  ? 

Fal  Kiss  me,  Doll. 

P.  Hen.  Saturn  and  Venus  this  year  in  conjunction  ! 
what  says  the  almanack  to  that  ? 

Pains.  And,  look,  whether  the  fiery  Trigon*,  his 
man,  be  not  lisping  to  his  master's  old  tables  ;  his  note- 
book, his  counsel-keeper. 

Fai.  Thou  dost  give  me  flattering  busses. 

Dot  Nay,  truly;  I  kiss  thee  with  a  most  constant 
heart. 

Fed.  I  am  old,  I  am  old. 

DoL  I  love  thee  better  than  I  love  e'er  a  scurvy  young 
boy  of  them  all 

Fal.  What  stuff  wilt  have  a  kirtle  of '  ?  I  shall  receive 


'  nave  of  a  wheel  — ]   Nave  wnd  ktiave  are  easily  reconciled, 

but  why  nave  <^a  wheel  f  1  suppose  from  his  roundness.  He  was 
called  round  man,  in  contempt,  before.    Johnson. 

'  the  fiery  Trigon,  &c.]  Trigonum  igneum  is  the  astronomical 

term  when  the  upper  planets  meet  in  a  fiery  sign. 

' a  kirtle  oft]   A  woman*t  kirtle,  or  rather,  upper  kirtle, 

(as  distinguished  from  a  petticoat,  which  was  sometimes  called  a 
kirtle,)  was  a  long  mantle  which  reached  to  the  ground,  with  a 

VOL.  V.  E 
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money  on  Thursday :  thou  shalt  have  a  cap  to-morrow. 
A  merry  song,  come :  it  grows  late,  well  to  bed.  Thou'lt 
forget  me,  when  I  am  gone. 

Del.  By  my  troth,  thou'lt  set  me  a  weeping,  an  thou 
sayest  so :  prove  that  ever  I  dress  myself  handsome  till 
thy  return. ^Well,  hearken  the  end. 

Fal.  Some  sack,  Francis. 

P.  Hetk  Poins.  Anon,  anon,  sir.  [Adtxincing, 

FclL  Ha!  a  bastard  son  of  the  king's*? — And  art 
not  thou  Poins  his  brother  ? 

P.  Hen,  Why,  thou  globe  of  sinful  continents,  what 
a  life  dost  thou  lead ! 

Fal.  A  better  than  thou ;  I  am  a  gentleman^  thou  art 
a  drawer. 

P,  Hen.  Very  true,  sir :  and  I  come  to  draw  you  out 
by  the  ears. 

Host.  0,  the  Lord  preserve  thy  good  grace !  by  my 
troth,  welcome  to  London. — ^Now  the  Lord  bless  that 
sweet  fece  of  thine!  0  Jesu,  are  you  come  from 
Wales? 

Fal.  Thou  whoreson  mad  compound  of  majesty, — 
by  this  light  flesh  and  corrupt  blood,  thou  art  welcome. 

[Leaning  hds  hand  upon  Doll. 

Dol  How !  you  fat  fool,  I  scorn  you. 

Poins.  My  lord,  he  will  drive  you  out  of  your  re- 
venge, and  turn  all  to  a  merriment,  if  you  take  not  the 
heat*. 

P.  Hen.  You  whoreson  candle-mine,  you,  how  vilely 
did  you  speak  of  me  even  now,  before  this  honest,  vir- 
tuous, civil  gentlewoman ! 


head  to  it  that  entirely  covered  the  face;  and  it  was,  perhaps, 
usually  red.  A  balf-kirtle  wa«  a  similar  garment,  reaching  only 
somewhat  lower  than  the  waist. 

^  Ha!  a  bastardy  &c.]  The  improbability  of  this  scene  is  scarcely 
balanced  by  the  humour.    Johnson. 

*  ^you  take  not  the  heat.]  Alluding,  perhaps,  to  the  pro- 
verb, "  Strike  while  the  iron  is  hoi.** 
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SCBNElV.  KING  HENRY  IV.  51 

Ho^L  'Blessing  o'  yonr  good  heart !  and  so  she  is,  by 
my  troth. 

FaL  Didst  thou  hear  me? 

P.  Hen,  Yes ;  and  you  knew  me,  as  you  did  when 
you  ran  away  by  Grads-hill :  you  knew,  I  was  at  your 
back  ;  and  spoke  it  on  purpose,  to  try  my  patience. 

Fed.  No,  no,  no ;  not  so ;  I  did  not  think,  thou  wast 
within  hearing. 

P.  Hen.  I  shall  drive  you  then  to  confess  the  wiMul 
abuse ;  and  then  I  know  how  to  handle  you. 

Fed.  No  abuse,  Hal,  on  mine  honour ;  no  abuse. 

P.  Hen.  Not !  to  dispraise  me ;  and  call  me — ^pant- 
ler,  and  bread-chipper,  and  I  know  not  what  ? 

Fal  No  abuse,  Hal. 

Poins.  No  abuse! 

Fed.  No  abuse,  Ned,  in  the  world ;  honest  Ned,  none. 
I  dispraised  him  before  the  wicked,  that  the  wicked 
might  not  fall  in  love  with  him :  in  which  doing,  I  have 
done  the  part  of  a  careful  friend,  and  a  true  subject, 
and  thy  father  is  to  give  me  thanks  for  it.  No  abuse, 
Hal ; — none,  Ned,  none  ; — no,  boys,  none. 

P.  Herk  See  now,  whether  pure  fear,  and  entire  cow- 
ardice, doth  not  make  thee  wrong  this  virtuous  gentle- 
woman to  close  with  us !  Is  she  of  the  wicked  ?  Is  thine 
hostess  here  of  the  wicked  ?  or  is  the  boy  of  the  wicked  ? 
Or  honest  Bardolph,  whose  zeal  bums  in  his  nose,  of 
the  wicked  ? 

Poins.  Answer,  thou  dead  elm,  answer. 

Fal.  The  fiend  hath  pricked  down  Bardolph,  irre- 
coverable ;  and  his  face  is  Lucifer's  privy-kitchen,  where 
he  doth  nothing  but  roast  malt-worm&  For  the  boy, — 
there  is  a  good  angel  about  him  ;  but  the  devil  outbids 
him  too. 

P.  Hen.  For  the  women, 

Fal.  For  one  of  them, — she  is  in  hell  already,  and 
bums,  poor  soul !  For  the  other, — I  owe  her  money ; 
and  whether  she  be  damned  for  that,  I  know  not. 

Host.  No,  I  warrant  you. 
e2 
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Fed,  No,  I  think  thou  art  not ;  I  think,  thou  art  quit 
for  that :  Marry,  there  is  another  indictment  upon  thee, 
for  suffering  flesh  to  be  eaten  in  thy  house  •,  contrary  to 
the  law ;  for  the  which,  I  think,  thou  wilt  howL 

Host.  All  victuallers  do  so :  What's  a  joint  of  mutton 
or  two  in  a  whole  Lent  ? 

P.  Hen.  You,  gentlewoman, 

Dot.  What  says  your  grace  ? 

Fal.  His  grace  says  that  which  his  flesh  rebels  against 

Host.  Who  knocks  so  loud  at  door?  look  to  the 
door  there,  Francis. 

Fnter  Peto. 

P.  Hen.  Peto,  how  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Peto.  The  king  your  father  is  at  Westminster ; 
And  there  are  twenty  weak  and  weary  posts. 
Come  from  the  north :  and,  as  I  came  along, 
I  met,  and  overtook,  a  dozen  captains. 
Bare-headed,  sweating,  knocking  at  the  taverns, 
And  asking  eveiy  one  for  sir  John  Falstaff. 

P.  Hen.  By  heaven,  Poins,  I  feel  me  much  to  blame. 
So  idly  to  profene  the  precious  time  ; 
When  tempest  of  commotion,  like  the  south 
Borne  with  black  vapour,  doth  begin  to  melt, 
And  drop  upon  our  bare  imarmed  heads. 
Give  me  my  sword  and  cloak : — Falstaff,  good  night. 

[Exeunt  Prince  Henry,  Poins,  Peto,  and 
Baedolph. 

Fed.  Now  comes  in  the  sweetest  morsel  of  the  night, 
and  we  must  hence,  and  leave  it  unpicked.  [Knockiry 
heard.]     More  knocking  at  the  door  ? 

Re-enter  Bardolph. 

How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

•  for  suffering  fleih  to  be  eaten,  &c.]    By  several  statutes 

made  in  the  reigns  oF  Elizabeth  and  James  I.  for  the  regulation 
and  observance  of  fish-days,  victuallers  were  expressly  forbidden  to 
utter  Jlesk  in  Lent,  and  to  these  Falstaff  alludes. 
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Bard.  You  must  away  to  court,  sir,  presently;  a 
dozen  captains  stay  at  door  for  you. 

Fed.  Pay  the  musicians,  sirrak  [To  the  Page.] — 
Farewell,  hostess : — farewell,  Doll. — You  see,  my  good 
wenches,  how  men  of  merit  are  sought  after :  the  imde- 
server  may  sleep,  when  the  man  of  action  is  called  on. 
Farewell,  good  wenches :  If  I  be  not  sent  away  post,  I 
will  see  you  again  ere  I  go. 

BoL  I  cannot  speak ; — ^If  my  heart  be  not  ready  to 
burst : — well,  sweet  Jack,  have  a  care  of  thyself 

Fed.  Farewell,  farewell 

[Exewrvt  Falstaff  and  Ba&dolph. 

Host.  Well,  fieire  thee  well :  I  have  known  thee  these 
twenty-nine  years,  come  peascod  time ;  but  an  honester 
and  truer-hearted  man, — Well,  fare  thee  weU. 

Bard.  \wiik'm.'\  Mistress  Tear-sheet, 

Host.  What's  the  matter? 

Bard.  \within.'\  Bid  mistress  Tear-sheet  come  to  my 
master. 

Host.  0  run,  Doll,  run ;  run,  good  DoU.  [ExewU. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I.     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  Hbnby  in  his  Nightgown,  with  a  Page. 

K.  Hen.  Go,  call  the  earls  of  Surrey  and  of  Warwick ; 
But,  ere  they  come,  bid  them  o'er-read  these  letters. 

And  well  consider  of  them :  Make  good  speed. 

[Eodt  Page. 
How  many  thousand  o^my  poorest  subjects 
Are  at  this  hour  asleep !— Sleep,  gentle  sleep  -f-, 
Nature's  soft  nurse,  how  have  I  frighted  thee, 

f  "  O  sleep,  O  gentle  sleep," — Malone. 
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That  thou  no  more  wilt  weigh  my  eyelids  down, 

And  steep  my  senses  in  forgetfiilneBs  ? 

Why  rather,  sleep,  liest  thou  in  smoky  cribs. 

Upon  uneasy  pallets  stretching  thee, 

And  hush'd  with  buzzing  night-flies  to  thy  slumber ; 

Than  in  the  perfiim'd  chambers  of  the  great, 

Under  the  canopies  of  costly  state, 

And  lulled  with  sounds  of  sweetest  melody  ? 

0  thou  dull  god,  why  liest  thou  with  the  vile, 

In  loathsome  beds ;  and  leav'st  the  kingly  couch, 

A  watch-case,  or  a  common  Tarum-bell  ? 

Wilt  thou  upon  the  high  and  giddy  mast 

Seal  up  the  ship-boy  *s  eyes,  and  rock  his  brains 

In  cradle  of  the  rude  imperious  surge ; 

And  in  the  visitation  of  the  winds. 

Who  take  the  ruflSan  billows  by  the  top, 

Ciu*ling  their  monstrous  heads,  and  hanging  them 

With  deafening  clamours  in  the  slippery  clouds. 

That,  with  the  hurly  \  death  itself  awakes  ? 

Can'st  thou,  0  partial  sleep !  give  thy  repose 

To  the  wet  sea-boy  in  an  hour  so  rude ; 

And  in  the  calmest  and  most  stillest  night, 

With  all  appliances  and  means  to  boot. 

Deny  it  to  a  king  ?    Then,  happy  low,  lie  down ' ! 

Uneasy  lies  the  head  that  wears  a  crown. 

Enter  Warwick  and  Subbby. 

War.  Many  good  morrows  to  your  majesty ! 
K.  Hen,  Is  it  good  morrow,  lords  ? 
War.  'Tis  one  o'clock,  and  past. 
K,  Hen.  Why  then,   good  morrow  to  you    all,  my 
lords. 
Have  you  read  o'er  the  letters  tljat  I  sent  you  ? 
War,  We  have,  my  liege. 

'  That^  with  the  hurly,]  Hurly  is  noise,  derived  from  the  French 
hurlevy  to  howl,  as  hurfy'burfy  from  hurluberlu,  Fr, 

**  7%«i,  happi/  low,  lie  down !]  Or,  Then  happy  low  lie  down  ! — 
Warburton. 
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K,  Hen,  Then  you  perceive  the  body  of  our  kingdom 
How  foul  it  is ;  what  rank  diseases  grow, 
And  with  what  danger,  near  the  heart  of  it 

War.  It  is  but  as  a  body,  yet,  distemper'd ; 
Which  to  his  former  strength  may  be  restor'd, 

With  good  advice,  and  little  medicine : 

My  lord  Northumberland  will  soon  be  cool'd. 

K.  Hen.  0  heaven !  that  one  might  read  the  book  of  &te ; 
And  see  the  revolution  of  the  times 
Make  mountains  level,  and  the  continent 
(Weary  of  solid  firmness)  melt  itself 
Into  the  sea !  and,  other  times,  to  see 
The  beachy  girdle  of  the  ocean 
Too  wide  for  Neptune's  hips  ;  how  chances  mock, 
And  changes  fill  the  cup  of  alteration 
With  divers  liquors !  0,  if  this  were  seen, 
The  happiest  youth, — ^viewing  his  progress  through, 
What  perils  pasi^  what  crosses  to  ensue, — 
Would  shut  the  book,  and  sit  him  down  and  die. 
'Tis  not  ten  years  gone. 

Since  Richard,  and  Northumberland,  great  friends. 
Did  feast  together,  and,  in  two  years  after. 
Were  they  at  wars :  It  is  but  eight  years,  since 
This  Percy  was  the  man  nearest  my  soul ; 
Who  like  a  brother  toil'd  in  my  afeirs, 
And  laid  his  love  and  life  under  my  foot ; 
Yea,  for  my  sake,  even  to  the  eyes  of  Richard, 
Gave  him  defiance.    But  which  of  you  was  by*, 

* But  winch   of  you   was   by,  &c.]     He  refers  to  King 

Richard  IL  Act  IV.  8C.  ii.  But  whether  the  king's  or  the  au- 
thor's memory  fails  him,  so  it  was,  that  Warwick  was  not  present 
at  that  conyersation.  Neither  was  the  king  himself  present,  so 
that  he  must  have  received  information  of  what  passed  from  North- 
umberland. His  memory,  indeed,  is  singularly  treacherous,  as, 
at  the  time  of  which  he  b  now  speaking,  he  had  actually  ascended 
the  throne.  Besides  Shakspeare  has  mistaken  the  name  of  the 
present  nobleman.  The  earldom  of  Warwick  was  at  this  time  in 
the  ^raily  of  Beauchdmp^  and  did  not  come  into  that  of  the  Nevils 
till  many  years  after. 
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(You,  cousin  Nevil,  as  I  may  remember,)    [to  Waewick. 
When  Richard, — with  his  eye  brimfiill  of  tears. 
Then  checked  and  rated  by  Northumberland, — 
Did  speak  these  words,  now  prov'd  a  prophecy  ? 
Northtimberland,  thou  ladder,  by  the  which 
My  cousin  BoUnghroke  ascends  my  throne  ; — 
Though  then,  heaven  knows,  I  had  no  such  intent ", 
But  that  necessity  so  bow'd  the  state, 

That  I  and  greatness  were  compell'd  to  kiss : 

The  time  shall  come,  thus  did  he  follow  it, 
Hie  time  will  com^,  that  foul  sin,  gathering  head, 
ShaU  break  into  corruption ;— so  went  on, 
Foretelling  this  same  time's  condition, 
And  the  division  of  our  amity. 

War,  There  is  a  history  in  all  men's  lives. 
Figuring  the  nature  of  the  times  deceased  : 
The  which  observed,  a  man  may  prophesy, 
With  a  near  aim,  of  the  main  chance  of  things 
As  yet  not  come  to  life  ;  which  in  their  seeds. 
And  weak  beginnings,  lie  intreasured. 
Such  things  become  the  hatch  and  brood  of  time ; 
And,  by  the  necessary  form  of  this, 
King  Richard  might  create  a  perfect  guess. 
That  great  Northumberland,  then  fetlse  to  him. 
Would,  of  that  seed,  grow  to  a  greater  falseness ; 
Which  should  not  find  a  ground  to  root  upon. 
Unless  on  you. 

K,  Hen.  Are  these  things  then  necessities  ? 

Then  let  us  meet  them  like  necessities : — 
And  that  same  word  even  now  cries  out  on  us ; 
They  say,  the  bishop  and  Northumberland 
Are  fifty  thousand  strong. 

War.  It  cannot  be,  my  lord ; 

*^  /  had  no  tuch  nUent,]     He  means,  *'  /  thould  have  had 

no  such  intent,  but  that  necessity,"  &c.  or  Shakspeare  has  here 
also  forgotten  his  former  play,  or  has  chosen  to  make  Henry  forget 
his  situation  at  the  time  mentioned.  He  had  then  actually  accepted 
the  crown. 
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Rumour  doth  double,  like  the  voice  and  echo, 
The  numbers  of  the  fear'd : — Please  it  your  grace, 
To  go  to  bed ;  upon  my  life,  my  lord, 
The  powers  that  you  already  have  sent  forth. 
Shall  bring  this  prize  in  very  easily. 
To  comfort  you  the  more  I  have  receiv'd 
A  certain  instance,  that  Glendower  is  dead  *. 
Your  majesty  hath  been  this  fortnight  ill ; 
And  these  unseasoned  hours,  perforce,  must  add 
Unto  your  sickness. 

K.  Hen.  I  will  take  your  coimsel : 

And,  were  these  inward  wars  once  out  of  hand. 
We  would,  dear  lords,  imto  the  Holy  Land.        [ExewnL 

SCENE  11. 

Cowri  before  Justice  Shallow's  House  in  Gloucestershire. 

Enter  Shallow  and  Silence,  meeting ;  Mouldy,  Shadow, 
Wakt,  Feeble,  Bull-calf,  and  Servants,  behind, 

Shal  Come  on,  come  on,  come  on;  give  me  your 
hand,  sir,  give  me  your  hand,  sir :  an  early  stirrer,  by 
the  rood  \    And  how  doth  my  good  cousin  Silence  ? 

SiL  Qood  morrow,  good  cousin  Shallow. 

ShaL  And  how  doth  my  cousin,  your  bedfellow ;  and 
your  £urest  daughter,  and  mine,  my  god-daughter  Ellen  ? 

8U.  Alas,  a  black  ouzel,  cousin  Shallow. 

8hai.  By  yea  and  nay,  sir,  I  dare  say,  my  cousin 
William  is  become  a  good  scholar:  He  is  at  Oxford, 
still,  b  he  not  ? 

SiL  Indeed,  sir ;  to  my  cost 

ShaL  He  must  then  to  the  inns  of  court  shortly :  I 

>  thai  Glendower   it  dead,]     Glendotoer  did    not  die  till 

after  King  Henry  IV.  Shakspeare  was  led  into  this  error  by 
Holinshed,  who  places  Owen  Glendower's  death  in  the  tenth  year 
of  Henry's  reign. 

2 /y  i/ic  rood.]  i.  c.  the  cross. 
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was  once  of  Clement's  inn ;  where,  I  think,  they  will 
talk  of  mad  Shallow  yet. 

Sil.  You  were  called — ^lusty  Shallow,  then,  cousin. 

Shal.  By  the  mass,  I  was  called  any  thing ;  and  I 
would  have  done  any  thing,  indeed,  and  roundly  too. 
There  was  I,  and  little  John  Doit  of  Staffordshire,  and 
black  George  Bare,  and  Francis  Pickbone,  and  Will 
Squele  a  Cotswold  man, — ^you  had  not  four  such  swinge- 
bucklers'  in  all  the  inns  of  court  again ;  and  I  may  say 
to  you,  we  knew  where  the  bona-robas  *  were ;  and  had 
the  best  of  them  all  at  commandment.  Then  was  Jack 
Falstaff,  now  sir  John,  a  boy;  and  page  to  Thomas 
Mowbray,  duke  of  Norfolk. 

Sil,  This  sir  John,  cousin,  that  comes  hither  anon 
about  soldiers  ? 

Shal.  The  same  sir  John,  the  very  same.  I  saw  him 
break  Skogan's  head  *  at  the  court  gate,  when  he  was  a 
crack*,  not  thus  high:  and  the  very  same  day  did  I 
fight  with  one  Sampson  Stockfish,  a  fhiiterer,  behind 
Gray's  inn.  0,  the  mad  days  that  I  have  spent !  and 
to  see  how  many  of  mine  old  acquaintance  are  dead  f 

Sil.  We  shall  all  follow,  cousin. 

Shed.  Certain,  'tis  certain;  very  sure,  very  sure: 
death,  as  the  Psalmist  saith,  is  certain  to  all ;  all  shall 
die.     How  a  good  yoke  of  bullocks  at  Stamford  fair? 

SU.  Truly,  cousin,  I  was  not  there. 

ShcU.  Death  is  certain. — ^Is  old  Double  of  your  town 
living  yet  ? 

^  sumgC'lmckters  — ]  Swmge^udklers  and  twash'buckltrs  were 

words  implying  rakes  or  rioters  in  the  time  of  Shakspeare. 
** bona-robas  — ]  i,  e.  ladies  of  pleasure.    Bona  Roba,  Ital. 

*  Skogan*8    hetul  — ]     Thb   was   John   Scogan,  jester   to 

king  Edward  IV.  and  not  Henry,  the  poet,  who  lived  long  before, 
but  is  frequently  confounded  with  him.  Our  author,  no  doubt, 
was  well  read  in  John's  Jests,  **  gathered  by  Andrew  Boarde,  doctor 
of  physick,"  and  printed  in  4to.  and  black  letter,  but  without 
date. 

*  a  crack,]     This  b  an  old  Islandic  word,  signifying  a  boy 

or  child. 
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SiL  Dead,  sir. 

Shal.  Dead ! — See,  see  I — he  drew  a  good  bow ;  And 
dead! — he  shot  a  fine  shoot: — John  of  G^aunt  loTed 
him  well,  and  betted  much  monej  on  his  head.  Dead ! 
— ^he  would  have  dapped  i'the  clout  at  twelve  score ' ; 
and  carried  you  a  forehand  shaft  a  foiurteen  and  four- 
teen and  a  half,  that  it  would  have  done  a  man's  heart 
good  to  see. How  a  score  of  ewes  now  ? 

SH.  Thereafter  as  they  be :  a  score  of  good  ewes  may 
be  worth  ten  pounds. 

Shai.  And  is  old  Double  dead ! 

Enter  Baedolph,  and  one  with  him. 

SiL  Here  come  two  of  sir  John  Falstaff 's  men,  as  I 
think. 

Bard.  Good  morrow,  honest  gentlemen:  I  beseech 
you,  which  is  justice  Shallow  ? 

Shal.  I  am  Robert  Shallow,  sir;  a  poor  esquire  of 
this  coimty,  and  one  of  the  king's  justices  of  the  peace ; 
What  is  your  good  pleasure  with  me  ? 

Bard.  My  captain,  sir,  commends  him  to  you;  my 
captain,  sir  John  Falstaff :  a  tall  gentleman,  by  heaven, 
and  a  most  gallant  leader. 

Shal.  He  greets  me  well,  sir;  I  knew  him  a  good 
backsword  man:  How  doth  the  good  knight?  may  I 
ask,  how  my  lady  his  wife  doth  ? 

Bard.  Sir,  pardon ;  a  soldier  is  better  accommodated, 
than  with  a  wife. 

Shal.  It  is  well  said,  in  fkith,  sir ;  and  it  is  well  said 
indeed  too.  Better  accommodated! — it  is  good;  yea, 
indeed,  it  is :  good  phrases  are  surely,  and  ever  were, 
veiy  commendable.  Accommodated! — it  comes  from 
accommodo :  Yery  good ;  a  good  phrase. 

Bard.  Pardon  me,  sir:  I  have  heard  the  word. 
Phrase,  call  you  it  ?    By  this  good  day,  I  know  not  the 

7 clapped  ftke  clout  — ]  i.  e.  hit  the  white  mark  at  twelve 

score ;  i.  e.  of  yards. 
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phrase :  but  I  will  maintain  the  word  with  my  sword,  to 
be  a  soldier-like  word,  and  a  word  of  exceeding  good 
command.  Accommodated;  That  is,  when  a  man  is, 
as  they  say,  accommodated :  or,  when  a  man  is, — ^being, 
— ^whereby, — ^he  may  be  thought  to  be  accommodated ; 
which  is  an  excellent  thing. 

Enter  Falstaff. 

Shal.  It  is  very  just: — Look,  here  comes  good  sir 
John. — Give  me  your  good  hand,  give  me  your  wor- 
ship's good  hand :  by  my  troth,  you  look  well,  and  bear 
your  years  very  well :  welcome,  good  sir  John. 

Fal,  I  am  glad  to  see  you  well,  good  master  Robert 
Shallow : — Master  Sure-card,  as  I  think  *. 

Shal,  No,  sir  John ;  it  is  my  cousin  Silence,  in  com- 
mission with  me. 

Fal.  Good  master  Silence,  it  well  befits  you  should 
be  of  the  peace. 

Sil  Your  good  worship  is  welcome. 

FdL  Fye!  this  is  hot  weather. — Gentlemen,  have 
you  provided  me  here  half  a  dozen  sufficient  men  ? 

Shal.  Marry,  have  we,  sir.     Will  you  sit  ? 

Fal,  Let  me  see  them,  I  beseech  you. 

Shal,  Where's  the  roll?  where's  the  roll?  where's 
the  roll? — Let  me  see,  let  me  see.  So,  so,  so,  so; 
Yea,  marry,  sir: — Ralph  Mouldy: — ^let  them  appear 
as  I  call ;  let  them  do  so,  let  them  do  so. — Let  me  see ; 
Where  is  Mouldy  ? 

Movl,  Here,  an't  please  you. 

ShaL  What  think  you,  sir  John  ?  a  good  limbed  fel- 
low :  young,  strong,  and  of  good  friends. 

8  ...  Matter  Sure-card,  a$  I  think,]  It  is  observable,  that 
many  of  Shakspeare's  names  are  invented,  and  characteristical. 
Master  Forth-right,  the  tilter;  Master  Shoe-tie,  the  traveller; 
Master  Smooth,  the  silk  man ;  Mrs.  Overdone,  the  bawd ;  Kate 
Keep^wn,  Jane  Night-work,  &c,  Sure-card  ws^  used  as  a  term  for 
a  boon  companion,  so  lately  as  the  latter  end  of  the  last  century,  by 
one  of  the  translators  of  Suetonius, — Malone. 
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Fat,  Is  thy  name  Mouldy  ? 

Moul.  Tea,  an't  please  you. 

Fal,  'Tis  the  more  time  thou  wert  usei 

Shal,  Ha,  ha,  ha !  most  excellent,  i'faith !  things,  that 
are  mouldy,  lack  use:  Very  singular  good !— In  feith, 
well  said,  sir  John ;  very  well  said. 

FaL  Prick  him.  [To  Shallow. 

McmL  I  was  pricked  well  enough  before,  an  you  could 
have  let  me  alone :  my  old  dame  will  be  undone  now,  for 
one  to  do  her  husbandry,  and  her  drudgery :  you  need 
not  to  have  pricked  me ;  there  are  other  men  fitter  to 
go  out  than  I. 

Fal.  Go  to ;  peace.  Mouldy,  you  shall  go.  Mouldy, 
it  is  time  you  were  spent. 

Movl.  Spent ! 

Shal,  Peace,  fellow,  peace ;  stand  aside ;  Enow  you 
where  you  are?  —  For  the  other,  sir  John: — let  me 
see : — Simon  Shadow  ! 

Fal.  Ay  marry,  let  me  have  him  to  sit  under ;  he's 
like  to  be  a  cold  soldier. 

8hdl,  Where's  Shadow? 

Shad.  Here,  sir. 

Fal,  Shadow,  whose  son  art  thou  ? 

Shad.  My  mother's  son,  sir. 

Fal.  Thy  mother's  son !  like  enough  ;  and  thy  fa- 
ther's shadow :  so  the  son  of  the  female  is  the  shadow  of 
the  male  :  It  is  often  so,  indeed  ;  but  not  much  of  the 
Other's  substance. 

Shal  Do  you  like  him,  sir  John  ? 

Fal.  Shadow  wSL  serve  for  summer,  —  prick  him ; 
— for  we  have  a  number  of  shadows  to  fill  up  the  mus- 
ter-book. 

Shal  Thomas  Wart! 

Fal.  Where's  he  ? 

Wart  Here,  sir. 

Fal.  Is  thy  name  Wart  ? 

Wart.  Yea,  sir. 

Fal.  Thou  art  a  very  ragged  wart. 
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Skal.  Shall  I  prick  him,  sir  John  ? 
Fal-  It  were  superfluous  ;  for  his  apparel  is  built  upon 
hia  haftlc.  and  the  whole  frame  stands  upon  pins :  prick 

ore. 

[a,  ha,  ha  ! — you  can  do  it,  sir ;  you  can  do 

mend  you  well. — Francis  Feeble ! 

ere,  sir. 

hat  trade  art  thou,  Feeble  ? 

woman's  tailor,  sir. 

hall  I  prick  him,  sir  ? 

3U  may :  but  if  he  had  been  a  man's  tailor,  he 

,ve  pricked  you. — Wilt   thou  make  as  many 

n  enemy's  battle,  as  thou  hast  done  in  a  wo- 

ticoat  ? 

will  do  my  good  will,  sir;  you  can  have  no 

ell  said,  good  woman's  tailor!  well  said, 
IS  Feeble!  Thou  wilt  be  as  valiant  as  the 
dove,  or  most  magnanimous  mouse. — Prick 
n's  tailor  well,  master  Shallow ;  deep,  master 

w^ould.  Wart  might  have  gone,  sir. 
would,  thou  wert  a  man's  tailor:  that  thou 
mend  him,  and  make  him  fit  to  go.     I  can- 
lim  to  a  private  soldier,  that  is  the  leader  of 
thousands:     Let  that  suffice,   most  forcible 

shall  suffice,  sir. 
am  bound  to  thee,  reverend  Feeble. — ^Who  is 

'eter  Bull-calf  of  the  green  ! 

ea,  marry,  let  us  see  Bull-calf 

lere,  sir. 

'ore  God,   a  likely  fellow! — Come,  prick  me 

bill  he  roar  again. 

)  lord !  good  my  lord  captain, — 

Tiat,  dost  thou  roar  before  thou  art  pricked  ? 

)  lord,  sir !  I  am  a  diseased  man. 
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FdL  What  disease  hast  ihou  ? 

Bulk  A  whoreson  cold,  sir;  a  cough,  sir;  which  I 
caught  with  ringing  in  the  king's  affidrs,  upon  his  co- 
ronation-daj,  sir. 

FdL  Come,  thou  shalt  go  to  the  wars  in  a  gown ;  we 
will  have  awaj  thy  cold ;  and  I  will  take  such  order,  that 
thy  firiends  shall  ring  for  thee. — Is  here  all  ? 

8h4d,  Here  is  two  more  caUed  than  your  number' ; 
you  must  have  but  four  here,  sir ;— and  so,  I  pray  you, 
go  in  with  me  to  dinner. 

FaJL  Come,  I  will  go  drink  with  you,  but  I  cannot 
tarry  dinner.  I  am  glad  to  see  you,  in  good  troth, 
master  ^lallow. 

8haL  O,  sir  John,  do  you  remember  since  we  lay  all 
night  in  the  windmill  in  Saint  George's  fields  ? 

FaJL  No  more  of  that,  good  master  Shallow,  no  more 
of  that 

Shal.  Ha,  it  was  a  merry  night.  And  is  Jane  Night- 
work  alive  ? 

FaL  She  Uves,  master  fallow. 

Shai.  She  never  could  away  with  me. 

Fed.  Never,  never :  she  would  always  say,  she  could 
not  abide  master  Shallow. 

ShaJL  By  the  mass,  I  could  anger  her  to  the  heart. 
She  was  then  a  bona-roba.  Doth  she  hold  her  own 
weU? 

Fal,  Old,  old,  master  Shallow. 

ShaL  Nay,  she  must  be  old ;  she  cannot  choose  but 
be  old  ;  certain,  she's  old ;  and  had  Robin  Night-work 
by  old  Night-work,  before  I  came  to  Clement's  inn. 

SiL  That's  fifty-five  year  aga 

'  Here  it  two  more  coiled  than  your  number:]  Five  only  have 
been  called,  and  the  number  required  is/our.  Some  name  seems 
to  have  been  omitted  by  the  transcriber.  The  restoration  of  this 
sixth  man  would  solve  the  difficulty  that  occurs  below  ;  for  when 
Mouldy  and  Bull-calf  are  set  aside,  Falstaff,  as  Dr.  Farmer  has 
observed,  gets  but  three  recruits.  Perhaps  our  author  himself  is 
answerable  for  this  slight  inaccuracy.     Malonb. 
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Shal,  Ha,  cousin  Silence,  that  thou  hadst  seen  that 
that  this  knight  and  I  have  seen ! — Ha,  sir  John,  said 
IweU? 

Fed.  We  have  heard  the  chimes  at  midnight,  master 
Shallow. 

Shed.  That  we  have,  that  we  have,  that  we  have ;  in 
faith,  sir  John,  we  have:  our  watch -word  was,  Hemy 
hoys  ! — Come,  let's  to  dinner  ;  come,  let's  to  dinner : — 
0,  the  days  that  we  have  seen ! — Come,  coma 

[Exeunt  Falstaff,  Shallow,  and  Silbnce. 

BvIL  Good  master  corporate  Bardolph,  stand  my 
friend  ;  and  here  is  four  Harry  ten  shillings  in  French 
crowns  for  you.  In  very  truth,  sir,  I  had  as  lief  be 
hanged,  sir,  as  go :  and  yet,  for  mine  own  part,  sir,  I 
do  not  care :  but,  rather,  because  I  am  unwilling,  and, 
for  mine  own  part,  have  a  desire  to  stay  with  my  friends; 
else,  sir,  I  did  not  care,  for  mine  own  part,  so  much. 

Bard.  Go  to  ;  stand  aside. 

Movl.  And  good  master  corporal  captain,  for  my 
old  dame's  sake,  stand  my  .friend :  she  has  nobody  to 
do  any  thing  about  her,  when  I  am  gone ;  and  she  is  old, 
and  cannot  help  herself:  you  shall  have  forty,  sir. 

Bard.  Go  to  ;  stand  aside. 

Fee.  By  my  troth  I  care  not ; — ^a  man  can  die  but 
once ; — We  owe  God  a  death ; — 111  ne'er  bear  a  base 
mind : — an't  be  my  destiny,  so  ;  an't  be  not,  so  ;  No 
man's  too  good  to  serve  his  prince;  and,  let  it  go 
which  way  it  will,  he  that  dies  this  year,  is  quit  for  the 
next. 

Bard.  Well  said ;  thou'rt  a  good  fellow. 

Fee.  'Faith,  I'll  bear  no  base  mind. 

Re-enter  Falstaff,  and  Justices. 

Fal.  Come,  sir,  which  men  shall  I  have  ? 
Shal.  Four,  of  which  you  please. 
Bard  Sir,  a  word  with  you: — I  have  three  pound 
to  free  Mouldy  and  Bull-calf. 
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FaL,  Go  to  ;  well. 

Shed.  Come,  sir  John,  which  four  will  you  have  ? 

FolL  Do  you  choose  for  me. 

ShaJu  Marry  then, — ^Mouldy,  Bull-calf,  Feehle,  and 
Shadow. 

FaL  Mouldy,  and  Bull-calf:  —  For  you,  Mouldy, 
stay  at  home  still ;  you  are  past  service  "f- : — and,  for  your 
part.  Bull-calf, — grow  till  you  come  unto  it ;  I  will 
none  of  you. 

ShdL  Sir  John,  sir  John,  do  not  yourself  wrong; 
they  are  your  likeliest  men,  and  I  would  have  you  served 
with  the  best. 

FaL  Will  you  tell  me,  master  Shallow,  how  to  choose 
a  man?  Care  I  for  the  limb,  the  thewes*,  the  stature,  bulk, 
and  big  assemblance  of  a  man  ?  Give  me  the  spirit, 
master  Shallow. — Here's  Wart ; — you  see  what  a  rag- 
ged appearance  it  is :  he  shall  charge  you,  and  discharge 
you,  with  the  motion  of  a  pewterer's  hammer ;  come  off, 
and  on,  swifter  than  he  that  gibbets-on  the  brewer's 
bucket.  And  this  same  half -faced  fellow.  Shadow, — 
give  me  this  man  ;  he  presents  no  mark  to  the  enemy ; 
the  foeman '  may  with  as  great  aim  level  at  the  edge  of 
a  penknife :  And,  for  a  retreat, — ^how  swiftly  will  this 
Feeble,  the  woman's  tailor,  run  off !  0,  give  me  the 
spare  men,  and  spare  me  the  great  ones. — Put  me  a 
caliver'  into  Wart's  hand,  Bardolph. 

Bard,  Hold,  Wart,  traverse  * ;  thus,  thus,  thus. 

FaL  Come,  manage  me  your  caliver.  So: — ^very 
well: — go  to:  —  very  good:  —  exceeding  good.  —  0, 
give  me  always  a  little,  lean,  old,  chapped,  bald  shot. — 


t  ••  stay  at  home  till  you  are  past  service  :"— Maloni. 

>  the  thewes,]  i.  e.  the  Muscular  strength  or  appearance  of 

manhood.  In  ancient  writers  this  term  usually  implies  manners,  or 
behaTiour  only. 

*  — — — ^/b^mim  — "]     An  obsolete  tefrm  for  an  enemy  m  war. 

•  cakoer  — ]  A  caliver  was  less  and  lighter  than  a  niusquet, 

as  is  evident  from  its  being  fired  without  a  rest. 

**  travene  ;]     An  ancient  term  in  military  exercbe. 

VOL.  V.  F 
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Well  said,  i'fiuth,  Wart;  thou'rt  a  good  scab:  hold,  there's 
a  tester  for  thee. 

Shai,  He  is  not  his  craft's  master,  he  doth  not  do  it 
right.  I  remember  at  Mile-end  green,  (when  I  lay  at 
Clement's  inn, — I  was  then  Sir  Dagonet  in  Arthur's 
show  *,)  there  was  a  little  quiver  fellow  *,  and  'a  would 
manage  you  his  piece  thus :  and  'a  would  about,  and 
about,  and  come  you  in,  and  come  you  in:  rah,  tahy 
tah,  would  'a  say ;  botmce,  would  'a  say ;  and  away 
again  would  'a  go,  and  again  would  'a  come : — ^I  shall 
never  see  such  a  fellow. 

Fai.  These  fellows  will  do  well,  master  Shallow. — 
Grod  keep  you,  master  Silence:  I  will  not  use  many 
words  with  you:— Fare  you  well,  gentlemen  both:  I 
thank  you :  I  must  a  dozen  mile  to-night. — Bardolph, 
give  the  soldiers  coats. 

ShaL  Sir  John,  heaven  bless  you,  and  prosper  your 
affairs,  and  send  us  peace!  As  you  return,  visit  my 
house ;  let  our  old  acquaintance  be  renewed :  perad- 
venture,  I  will  with  you  to  the  court. 

Fai,  I  would  you  would,  master  Shallow. 

ShcU,  Go  to ;  I  have  spoke,  at  a  word.  Fare  you 
well.  [Exetmt  Shallow  and  Silencb. 

Fal.  Fare  you  well,  gentle  gentlemen.  On,  Bardolph ; 
lead  the  men  away.  [Exewnt  Babdolph,  B/Ocruits,  Jka^ 
As  I  return,  I  will  fetch  off  these  justices :  I  do  see  the 
bottom  of  justice  Shallow.  Lord,  lord,  how  subject  we  old 
men  are  to  this  vice  of  lying !  This  same  starved  justice 
hath  done  nothing  but  prate  to  me  of  the  vrildness  of  his 


*  — »  /  was  then  sir  Dagonet  in  Arthur's  show,]  Arthur^ $  thow, 
here  suppoied  to  have  been  presented  at  Clement's  inn,  was  probably 
an  interlude  or  masque,  which  actually  existed,  and  was  yery 
popular  in  Shakspeare's  age  :  and  seems  to  have  been  compiled  irom 
Mallery's  Morle  Arthur,  or  the  History  of  King  Arthur,  then 
recently  published,  and  the  favourite  and  most  fashionable  romance. 
But  some  think  Arthur's  show  was  an  exhibition  of  archery  on 
Mile-end  green. 

« a  little  quiver  fellowt]     Quiver  is  nimble,  active,  &c. 
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youtii,  and  the  feats  he  hath  done  about  TumbuU-street^; 
and  every  third  word  a  lie,  duer  paid  to  the  hearer  than 
the  Turk's  tribute.  I  do  remember  him  at  Clement's 
inn,  like  a  man  made  after  supper  of  a  cheese-paring  : 
when  he  was  naked,  he  was,  for  all  the  world,  like  a 
fork'd  radish,  with  a  head  fitntastically  carved  upon  it 
with  a  knife :  he  was  so  forlorn,  that  his  dimensions 
to  any  thick  sight  were  invisible  f:  he  was  the  very 
Grenius  of  famine ;  yet  lecherous  as  a  monkey,  and 
the  whores  called  him — ^mandrake:  he  came  ever  in 
the  rear-ward  of  the  fashion ;  and  simg  those  tunes  to 
the  over-scutched'  huswifes  that  he  heard  the  carmen 
whistle,  and  sware — ^they  were  his  fSajicies,  or  his  good- 
nights '.  And  now  is  this  Vice's  dagger*  become  a 
squire ;  and  talks  as  fistmiliarly  of  John  of  Graunt,  as  if 
he  had  been  sworn  brother  to  him :  and  I'll  be  sworn 
he  never  saw  him  but  once  in  the  Tilt-yard ;  and  then 
he  burst  his  head,  for  crouding  among  the  marshal's 
men.  I  saw  it ;  and  told  John  of  Gaunt,  he  beat  his 
own  name ' ;  for  you  might  have  truss'd  him,  and  all  his 
apparel,  into  an  eel-skin  ;  the  case  of  a  treble  hautboy 
was  a  mansion  for  him,  a  court ;  and  now  has  he  land 
and  beeves.  Well ;  I  will  be  acquainted  with  him,  if  I 
return :  and  it  shall  go  hard,  but  I  will  make  him  a  phi- 
losopher's two  stones  to  me :  If  the  young  dace  be  a 
bait  for  the  old  pike,  I  see  no  reason,  in  the  law  of  na- 

7 about    TurnboU-street ;]       TumbuU    or     TummiU-ttreet 

is  near  Cow-croes,  West  Smithfield. 
f  "invincible:" — M alone. 

*  ooer-scutched  — ]     That  is,  whipt,  carted. 

* fancies,  or  hu  good-nights.]      Fancies  and   Good-mghU 

were  the  titles  of  little  poems. 

*  And  now  is  this  Vice's  dagger  — ]  By  Vice  here  the  poet 
means  that  droll  character  in  the  old  plars  equipped  with  ass's 
ears  and  a  wooden  dagger.  The  word  vice  is  an  abbreviation  of 
device,  but  the  commentators  are  not  agreed  on  thb  important  point. 

* beat  Ms  own  name  ;]     That  is,  beat  gaunt,  a  fellow  so 

slender,  that  his  name  might  have  been  gaunt. 

f2 
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ture,  but  I  may  soi^)  at  him.  Let  time  shape,  aad  there 
an  end.  [Exit. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I  —A  Forest  in  Yorkshire. 

Enter  the  Archbishop  of  York,  Mowbray,  Hastinos, 
and  Others, 

Arch.  What  is  this  forest  call'd  ? 

Hast.  'Tis    Gualtree  forest,  an't  shall  please  your 
grace. 

Arch.  Here  stand,  my  lords:   and  send  discoverers 
forth. 
To  know  the  numbers  of  our  enemies. 

Hast.  We  have  sent  forth  already. 

Arch.  Tis  well  done. 

My  friends,  and  brethren  in  these  great  affairs, 
I  must  acquaint  you  that  I  have  received 
New-dated  letters  from  Northumberland ; 
Their  cold  intent,  tenour  and  substance,  thus  : — 
Here  doth  he  wish  his  person,  with  such  powers 
As  might  hold  sortance  with  his  quality. 
The  which  he  could  not  levy ;  whereupon 
He  is  retir'd,  to  ripe  his  growing  fortunes. 
To  Scotland :  and  concludes  in  hearty  prayers, 
That  your  attempts  may  overlive  the  hazard. 
And  fearful  meeting  of  their  opposite. 

Mowb.  Thus  do  the  hopes  we  have  in  him  touch 
ground, 
And  dash  themselves  to  pieces. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

HasL  Now,  what  news  ? 

Mess.  West  of  this  forest,  scarcely  off  a  mile, 
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In  goodly  form  comes  on  the  enemy : 

And,  by  the  ground  they  hide,  I  judge  their  number 

Upon,  or  near,  the  rate  of  thirty  thousand. 

M&wb.  The  just  proportion  that  we  gave  them  out. 
Let  us  sway  on,  and  fiEkce  them  in  the  field. 

Enter  Wbstmoreland. 

Arch.  What  well-appointed  •  leader  fronts  us  here  ? 

Mowb.  I  think,  it  is  my  lord  of  Westmoreland. 

WesL  Health  and  fiEtir  greeting  from  our  general, 
The  prince,  lord  John  and  duke  of  Lancaster. 

Arch,  Say  on,  my  lord  of  Westmoreland,  in  peace ; 
What  doth  concern  your  coming  ? 

West,  Then,  my  lord, 

Unto  your  grace  do  I  in  chief  address 
The  substance  of  my  speecL     If  that  rebellion 
Came  like  itself,  in  base  and  abject  routs, 
Led  on  by  bloody  youth,  guard^  with  rage  *, 
And  countenanc'd  by  boys,  and  beggary ; 
I  say,  if  damn'd  commotion  so  appeared. 
In  his  true,  native,  and  most  proper  shape. 
You,  reverend  father,  and  these  noble  lords, 
Had  not  been  here,  to  dress  the  ugly  form 
Of  base  and  bloody  insurrection 
With  your  &ir  honoura     You,  lord  archbishop, — 
Whose  see  is  by  a  civil  peace  maintain'd ; 
Whose  beard  the  silver  hand  of  peace  hath  touched ; 
Whose  learning  and  good  letters  peace  hath  tutor'd ; 
Whose  white  investments  figure  innocence, 
The  dove  and  very  blessed  spirit  of  peace, — 
Wherefore  do  you  so  ill  translate  yourself. 
Out  of  the  speech  of  peace,  that  bears  such  grace, 
Into  the  harsh  and  boisterous  tongue  of  war  ? 


^  •»—  well-appointed  — ]  i.  e.  compleielt/  accoutred. 

*  guarded  wUh  rage,]      Guarded  is  an  expression  taken 

from  dress ;  it  means  the  same  as  faced,  turned  up. 
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Turning  your  books  to  graves  *,  your  ink  to  blood, 
Your  pens  to  lances ;  and  your  tongue  divine 
To  a  loud  trumpet,  and  a  point  of  war  ? 

Arch.  Wberefore  do  I  this  ? — so  the  question  stands. 
Briefly  to  this  end : — ^We  are  all  diseased ; 
And,  with  our  surfeiting,  and  wanton  hours, 
Have  brought  ourselves  into  a  burning  fever, 
And  we  must  bleed  for  it :  of  which  disease 
Our  late  king,  Richard,  being  infected,  died. 
But,  my  most  noble  lord  of  Westmoreland, 
I  take  not  on  me  here  as  a  physician ; 
Nor  do  I,  as  an  enemy  to  peace. 
Troop  in  the  throngs  of  military  men : 
But,  rather,  show  a  while  like  fearful  war. 
To  diet  rank  minds,  sick  of  happiness ; 
And  purge  the  obstructions,  which  begin  to  stop 
Our  very  veins  of  life.     Hear  me  more  plainly. 
I  have  in  equal  balance  justly  weigh'd 
What  wrongs  our  arms  may  do,  what  wrongs  we  suffer, 
And  find  our  griefs  •  heavier  than  our  offences. 
We  see  which  way  the  stream  of  time  doth  run. 
And  are  enforced  from  our  most  quiet  sphere 
By  the  rough  torrent  of  occasion : 
And  have  the  summary  of  all  our  griefs. 
When  time  shall  serve,  to  show  in  articles ; 
Which,  long  ere  this,  we  offer'd  to  the  king. 
And  might  by  no  suit  gain  our  audience : 
When  we  are  wrong'd,  and  would  unfold  our  griefs, 
We  are  denied  access  unto  his  person 
Even  by  those  men  that  most  have  done  us  wrong. 
The  dangers  of  the  day's  but  newly  gone, 
(Whose  memory  is  written  on  the  earth 
With  yet-appearing  blood,)  and  the  examples 

»  graves,]  For  graves  Dr.  Warburton  Tery  plausibly  reads 

glaives,  and  is  followed  by  Sir  Thomas  Hanmer.  But  we  might 
perhaps  as  plausibly  read  greaves,  i.  e.  armour  for  the  legs,  a  kind 
of  boots. 

^ our  griefe  — ]  i.  e.  our  grievances. 
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Of  every  minute's  instance,  (present  now,) 
Have  put  us  in  these  ill-beseeming  arms  : 
Not  to  break  peace,  or  any  branch  of  it ; 
But  to  establish  here  a  peace  indeed, 
Concurring  both  in  name  and  quality. 

West,  When  ever  yet  was  your  appeal  denied  ? 
Wherein  have  you  been  galled  by  ilie  king  ? 
What  peer  hath  been  subom'd  to  grate  on  you  ? 
That  you  should  seal  this  lawless  bloody  book 
Of  forg'd  rebellion  with  a  seal  divine, 
And  consecrate  commotion's  bitter  edge '  ? 

Ardku  My  brother  general,  the  commonwealth, 
To  brother  bom  an  household  cruelty, 
I  make  my  quarrel  in  particular  *. 

WesL  There  is  no  need  of  any  such  redress ; 
Or,  if  there  were,  it  not  belongs  to  you. 

Mowb.  Why  not  to  him,  in  part ;  and  to  us  all. 
That  feel  the  bruises  of  the  days  before ; 
And  suffer  the  condition  of  these  times 
To  lay  a  heavy  and  imequal  hand 
Upon  our  honours  ? 

West.  0  my  good  lord  Mowbray, 

Construe  the  times  to  their  necessities  •, 
And  you  shall  say  indeed, — ^it  is  the  time. 
And  not  the  king,  that  doth  you  injuries. 

^ commotiofCt  bitter  edge  ?]   i.  e.  the  edge  of  bUter  strife 

and  commotion  ;  the  sword  of  rebellion. 

•  My  brother  general,  &c.^— 

/  make  my  quarrel  m  particular,]  The  sense  is  this  :— "  My 
brother  general,  the  commonwealth,  which  ought  to  distribute  its 
benefits  equally,  is  become  an  enemy  to  those  of  his  own  house,  to 
brothers  boniy  by  giving  all  to  some,  and  others  none  ;  and  this 
(says  he)  I  make  my  quarrel  or  grieTance  that  honours  are  un- 
equally distributed  ;**  the  constant  birth  of  male-contents,  and  the 
source  of  civil  commotions.     Warbubton. 

Other  senses  have  been  attempted  by  other  commentators,  but 
none  more  probable. 

*  Construe  the  times  to  their  necessities,]  lliat  is, — Judge  of 
what  is  done  in  these  times  according  to  the  exigencies  that  over- 
rule 08. 
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Yet,  for  your  part,  it  not  appears  to  me. 
Either  from  the  king,  or  in  the  present  time ', 
That  you  should  have  an  inch  of  any  ground 
To  bidld  a  grief  on :  Were  you  not  restored 
To  all  the  duke  of  Norfolk's  signiories, 
Your  noble  and  right-well-remember'd  Other's  ? 

Mowb.  What  thing,  in  honour,  had  my  £Etther  lost. 
That  need  to  be  revived,  and  breath'd  in  me  ? 
The  king,  that  lov'd  him,  as  the  state  stood  then. 
Was,  force  perforce,  compell'd  to  banish  him : 
And  then,  when  HArry  Bolingbroke,  and  he, — 
Being  mounted,  and  both  roused  in  their  seats, 
Their  neighing  coursers  daring  of  the  spur, 
Their  armed  staves  in  charge  *,  their  beavers  down ', 
Their  eyes  of  fire  sparkling  through  sights  of  steel  *, 
And  the  loud  trumpet  blowing  them  together ; 
Then,  then,  when  there  was  nothing  could  have  staid 
My  father  from  the  breast  of  Bolingbroke, 
0,  when  the  king  did  throw  his  warder  down. 
His  own  life  hung  upon  the  stafi*  he  threw : 
Then  threw  he  down  himself;  and  all  their  lives, 
That,  by  indictment,  and  by  dint  of  sword. 
Have  since  miscarried  under  Bolingbroke. 

West,  You  speak,  lord  Mowbray,  now  you  know  not 
what: 
The  earl  of  Hereford '  was  reputed  then 

*  Either  from  the  king,  &c.]  Whether  the  fkults  of  govern- 
ment be  imputed  to  the  time  or  the  king,  it  appears  not  that  you 
have,  for  your  part,  being  injured  either  by  the  king  or  the  time, 

^  Their  armed  staves  in  charge,  &c,]  An  armed  staff  is  a  lance. 
To  be  in  charge,  b  to  be  fixed  in  the  rest  for  the  encounter. 

' their  beayers  down,]    Beaver  meant  properly  that  part 

of  the  helmet  which  let  down,  to  enable  the  wearer  to  drink ;  but 
is  confounded  both  here  and  in  Hamlet  with  visiere,  or  used  for 
hehnet  in  general. 

*  sights  of  steel,]  i.  e.  the  perforated  part  of  their  helmets, 

through  which  they  could  sec  to  direct  their  aim. 

*  The  earl  of  Hereford  — ]  This  is  a  m'lstakc  of  our  author's. 
He  was  duke  of  Hereford. 
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In  England  the  most  valiant  gentleman ; 

Who  knows,  on  whom  fortune  would  then  have  smil'd  ? 

But,  if  your  fstther  had  been  victor  there, 

He  ne W  had  borne  it  out  of  Coventiy : 

For  all  the  country,  in  a  general  voice, 

Cried  hate  upon  him  ;  and  all  their  prayers,  and  love, 

Were  set  on  Hereford,  whom  they  doted  on, 

And  bless'd,  and  grac'd  indeed,  more  than  the  king. 

But  this  is  mere  digression  from  my  purposa — 

Here  come  I  from  our  princely  general. 

To  know  your  griefe ;  to  tell  you  from  his  grace, 

That  he  will  give  you  audience :  and  wherein 

It  shall  appear  that  your  demands  are  just. 

You  shall  enjoy  them ;  every  thing  set  ofl^ 

That  might  so  much  as  think  you  enemies. 

Mowb,  But  he  hath  forc'd  us  to  compel  this  offer ; 
And  it  proceeds  from  policy,  not  lova 

West.  Mowbray,  you  overween,  to  take  it  so ; 
This  offer  comes  from  mercy,  not  from  fear : 
For,  lo !  within  a  ken,  our  army  lies : 
Upon  mine  honour,  all  too  confident 
To  give  admittance  to  a  thought  of  fear. 
Our  battle  is  more  full  of  names  than  yours. 
Our  men  more  perfect  in  the  use  of  arms. 
Our  armour  all  as  strong,  our  cause  the  best ; 
Then  reason  wills^  our  hearts  should  be  as  good : — 
Say  you  not  then,  our  offer  is  compelled. 

Motub.  Well,  by  my  will,  we  shall  admit  no  parley. 

West  That  argues  but  the  shame  of  your  offence : 
A  rotten  case  abides  no  handling. 

Hast  Hath  the  prince  John  a  fiiU  commission, 
In  very  ample  virtue  of  his  father. 
To  hear,  and  absolutely  to  determine 
Of  what  conditions  we  shall  stand  upon  ? 

West.  That  is  intended  in  the  general's  name : 
I  muse,  you  make  so  slight  a  question. 

Arch.  Then  take,  my  lord  of   Westmoreland,   this 
schedule ; 
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For  this  contains  our  general  grievances : — 
Each  several  article  herein  redress'd ; 
All  members  of  our  cause,  both  here  and  hence, 
That  are  insinew'd  to  this  action, 
Acquitted  by  a  true  substantial  form  * ; 
And  present  execution  of  our  wills 
To  us,  and  to  our  purposes,  consign'd : 
We  come  within  our  awful  banks  again  ^ 
And  knit  our  powers  to  the  arm  of  peace. 

West,  This  will  I  show  the  general     Please  you, 
lords, 
In  sight  of  both  our  battles  we  may  meet : 
And  either  end  in  peace,  which  heaven  so  frame ! 
Or  to  the  place  of  difference  call  the  swords 
Which  must  decide  it. 

Arch.  My  lord,  we  will  do  so. 

[Exit  West. 

Matvb,  There  is  a  thing  within  my  bosom,  tells  me. 
That  no  conditions  of  our  peace  can  stand. 

Hast,  Fear  you  not  that :  if  we  can  make  our  peace 
Upon  such  large  terms,  and  so  absolute, 
As  our  conditions  shall  consist  upon ', 
Our  peace  shall  stand  as  firm  as  rocky  mountains. 

Mowb,  Ay,  but  our  valuation  shall  be  such, 
That  every  slight  and  false-derived  cause. 
Yea,  every  idle,  nice  •,  and  wanton  reason. 
Shall,  to  the  king,  taste  of  this  action : 
That,  were  our  royal  faiths  martyrs  in  love*, 
We  shall  be  winnow'd  with  so  rough  a  wind, 

'  —  substantial  form ;]  That  is,  by  a  pardon  of  due  form  and 
legal  validity. 

'  awful  hanks  agam^  \,  e.  the  proper  limits  of  reverence. 

^  consist  upon^    Perhaps  the  meaning  b,  as  our  conditions 

shall  stand,  upon^  shall  make  the  foundation  of  the  treaty.  A  Latin 
sense. 

•  nice,]  i.  e.  trivial. 

^  That^  toere  our  royal  faiths  martyrs  in  love,]  Boyalfaitk  means* 
the  faith  due  to  a  king. 
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That  even  our  com  shall  seem  as  light  as  chafl^ 
And  good  fix)m  bad  find  no  partition. 

Arch,  No,   no,    my  lord ;     Note  this, — ^the   king  is 
weary 
Of  dainty  and  such  picking  grievances  • : 
For  he  hath  found, — ^to  end  one  doubt  by  death, 
Revives  two  greater  in  the  heirs  of  life. 
And  therefore  will  he  wipe  his  tables  clean* ; 
And  keep  no  tell-tale  to  his  memory. 
That  may  repeat  and  history  his  loss 
To  new  remembrance :  For  full  well  he  knows, 
He  cannot  so  precisely  weed  this  land. 
As  his  misdoubts  present  occasion : 
His  foes  are  so  enrooted  with  his  Mends, 
That,  plucking  to  unfix  an  enemy. 
He  doth  unfasten  so,  and  shake  a  friend. 
So  that  this  land,  like  an  offensive  wife. 
That  hath  enrag'd  him  on  to  offer  strokes  ; 
As  he  is  striking,  holds  his  infant  up, 
And  hangs  resolv'd  correction  in  the  arm 
That  was  uprear'd  to  execution. 

HasL  Brides,  the  king  hath  wasted  all  his  rods 
On  late  offenders,  that  he  now  doth  lack 
The  very  instruments  of  chastisement : 
So  that  his  power,  like  to  a  fangless  lion. 
May  offer,  but  not  hold. 

Arch.  'Tis  very  true : — 

And  therefore  be  assur'd,  my  good  lord  marshal. 
If  we  do  now  make  our  atonement  well. 
Our  peace  will,  like  a  broken  limb  united, 
Grow  stronger  for  the  breaking. 

Mowb.  Be  it  so. 

Here  is  retum'd  my  lord  of  Westmoreland. 


'  picking  grievances :]  Picking  means  piddling,  insigni- 
ficant. 

' wipe  hit  tablet  clean  ;]     Alluding  to  a  table*book  of  slate, 

iTory,  &c. 
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Re-enter  Wbstmobeland.  | 

Weet.  The  prince  is  here  at  hand:   Pleaseth  your  ^ 

lordship,  \ 

To  meet  his  grace  just  distance  'tween  our  armies  ? 

Motvb.  Your  grace  of  York,  in  God's  name  then  set 
forward. 

Arch.  Before,  and  greet  his  grace:  —  my  lord,   we 
come.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Another  Part  of  the  Forest. 

Enter,  from  one  side,  Mowbray,  the  Archbishop,  Hast- 
ings, and  Others :  from  the  other  side.  Prince  John  of 
Lancaster,  Westmoreland,  Officers,  and  Attendants. 

P.  John.  You  are  well  encountered  here,  my  cousm 
Mowbray : 
Good  day  to  you,  gentle  lord  archbishop  : 
And  so  to  you,  lord  Hastings, — ^and  to  all. — 
My  lord  of  York,  it  better  show'd  with  you. 
When  that  your  flock,  assembled  by  the  bell, 
Encircled  you,  to  hear  with  reverence 
Your  exposition  on  the  holy  text ; 
Than  now  to  see  you  here  an  iron  man  *, 
Cheering  a  rout  of  rebels  with  your  drum. 
Turning  the  word  to  sword,  and  life  to  death. 
That  man,  that  sits  within  a  monarch's  heart. 
And  ripens  in  the  simshine  of  his  favour. 
Would  he  abuse  the  countenance  of  the  king. 
Alack,  what  mischie&  might  he  set  abroach. 
In  shadow  of  such  greatness  !     With  you,  lord  bishop. 
It  is  even  so : — Who  hath  not  heard  it  spoken, 

•*  an  iron  ^nan,]  i.  e.  clad  in  armour. 
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How  deep  you  were  within  the  books  of  God  ? 
To  us,  the  speaker  in  his  parliament ; 
To  us,  the  imagined  voice  of  God  himself; 
The  very  opener,  and  intelligencer, 
Between  the  grace,  the  sanctities  of  heaven, 
And  our  dull  workings  * :  0,  who  shall  believe, 
But  you  misuse  the  reverence  of  your  place ; 
Employ  the  countenance  and  grace  of  heaven, 
As  a  false  &vourite  doth  his  prince's  name, 
In  deeds  dishonourable  ?  You  have  taken  up  *, 
Under  the  counterfeited  zeal  of  God, 
The  subjects  of  his  substitute,  my  father ; 
And,  both  against  the  peace  of  heaven  and  him, 
Have  here  up-swarm'd  them. 

Ardh,  Good  my  lord  of  Lancaster, 

I  am  not  here  against  your  father's  peace : 
But,  as  I  told  my  lord  of  Westmoreland, 
The  time  misorder'd  doth,  in  common  sense ', 
Croud  us,  and  crush  us,  to  this  monstrous  form. 
To  hold  our  safety  up.    I  sent  your  grace 
The  parcels  and  particulars  of  our  grief ; 
The  which  hath  been  with  scorn  shov'd  from  the  court, 
Whereon  this  Hydra  son  of  war  is  bom : 
Whose  dangerous  eyes  may  well  be  charm'd  asleep  *, 
With  grant  of  our  most  just  and  right  desires ; 
And  true  obedience  of  this  madness  cur'd, 
Stoop  tamely  to  the  foot  of  migesty. 

Motub.  If  not,  we  ready  are  to  try  our  fortunes 
To  the  last  man. 

Hast.  And  though  we  here  fell  down. 

We  have  supplies  to  second  our  attempt ; 
If  they  miscarry,  theirs  shall  second  them : 

* workimgi :]  L  e.  labours  of  thought. 

*  You  have  taken  up,]     To  take  tip  is  to  levy,  to  raise  in  arms. 

7  m  common  sense,]    Common  tense  is  the  general  sense  of 

general  danger.    Johnson. 

'  Whose  dangerous  eyes  may  well  be  charmed  asleep,]  Alluding  to 
the  dragon  charmed  to  rest  by  the  spells  of  Medea. 
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And  so,  success  of  mischief*  shall  be  bom ; 
And  heir  from  heir  shall  hold  this  quarrel  up, 
Whiles  England  shall  have  generation. 

P.  John.  You  are  too  shallow,  Hastings,  much  too 
shallow. 
To  sound  the  bottom  of  the  after-times. 

WesL  Pleaseth  your  grace,  to  answer  them  directly, 
How  far-forth  you  do  like  their  articles  ? 

P.  Joh/a,  I  Uke  them  all,  and  do  allow  *  them  well : 
And  swear  here  by  the  honour  of  my  blood. 
My  Other's  purposes  have  been  mistook ; 
And  some  about  him  have  too  lavishly 
Wrested  his  meaning  and  authority. — 
My  lord,  these  griefe  shall  be  with  speed  redress'd ; 
Upon  my  soul,  they  shall.     If  this  may  please  you, 
Discharge  your  powers  unto  their  several  counties. 
As  we  will  ours :  and  here,  between  the  armies, 
Let's  drink  together  friendly,  and  embrace ; 
That  all  their  eyes  may  bear  those  tokens  home. 
Of  our  restored  love,  and  amity. 

Arch,  I  take  your  princely  word  for  these  redresses. 

P.  John,  I  give  it  you,  and  will  maintain  my  word : 
And  thereupon  I  drink  imto  your  grace. 

HdsL  Go,  captain,  [to  an  Officer,]  and  deliver  to  the 
army 
This  news  of  peace ;  let  them  have  pay,  and  part : 
I  know,  it  will  well  please  them ;  hie  thee,  captain. 

[Eodt  Officer. 

Arch,  To  you,  my  noble  lord  of  Westmoreland. 

West,  I  pledge  your  grace :  And,  if  you  knew  what 
pains 
I  have  bestowed,  to  breed  this  present  peace. 
You  would  drink  freely :  but  my  love  to  you 
Shall  show  itself  more  openly  hereafter. 

Arch,  I  do  not  doubt  you. 


•  And  tOy  success  of  mitchief — ]    Success  for  succession. 

*  and  do  allow  — ]  i.e.  approve. 
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WesL  I  am  glad  of  it:— 

Health  to  my  lord,  and  gentle  cousin,  Mowbray. 

Mowb,  You  wish  me  health  in  very  happy  season  ; 
For  I  am,  on  the  sudden,  something  ilL 

Arclu  Against  ill  chances,  men  are  ever  meny  * ; 
But  heaviness  foreruns  the  good  event. 

West,  Therefore  be  meny,  coz ;  since  sudden  sorrow 
Serves   to   say  thus,  —  Some  good   thing  comes  to- 
morrow. 
Arch,  Believe  me,  I  am  passing  light  in  spirit. 
Mowb,  So  much  the  worse,  if  your  own  rule  be  true. 

[Shouts  within, 
P.  John,  The  word  of  peace  is  rendered ;  Hark,  how 

they  shout ! 
Mowb,  This  had  been  cheerful,  after  victory. 
Arck  A  peace  is  of  the  nature  of  a  conquest ; 
For  then  both  parties  nobly  are  subdued. 
And  neither  party  loser. 

P.  John,  Go,  my  lord, 

And  let  our  army  be  discharged  too. — 

[Exit  Wbstmorbland. 
And,  good  my  lord,  so  please  you,  let  our  trains* 
March  by  us ;  that  we  may  peruse  the  men 
We  should  have  cop'd  withaL 

Arch,  Go,  good  lord  Hastings, 

And,  ere  they  be  dismissed,  let  them  march  by. 

[Exit  Hastings. 
P,  John,  I  trust,  my  lords,  we  shall  lie  to-night  to- 
gether.— 

Re-enter  Westmoreland. 
Now,  cousin,  wherefore  stands  our  army  still  ? 

'  Jgamst  ill  chancetf  men  are  ever  merry ;]  Thus  the  poet  de- 
scribes Romeo  as  feeling  an  unaccustomed  degree  of  cheerfulness 
just  before  he  hears  the  news  of  the  death  of  Juliet. 

' let  our  trains,  &c.]     That  is,  our  army  on  each  part,  that 

we  may  both  see  those  that  were  to  have  opposed  us. 
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West.  The  leaders,  having  charge  from  you  to  stand, 
Will  not  go  off  until  they  hear  you  speak. 
P.  John.  They  know  their  duties. 

Re-enter  Hastinqs. 

Hast.  My  lord,  our  army  is  dispers'd  already : 
Like  youthful  steers  unyok'd,  they  take  their  courses 
East,  west,  north,  south ;  or,  like  a  school  broke  up. 
Each  hurries  toward  his  home,  and  sporting-place. 

West.  Good  tidings,  my  lord  Hastings ;  for  the  which 
I  do  arrest  thee,  traitor,  of  high  treason : 
And  you,  lord  archbishop, — and  you,  lord  Mowbray, 
Of  capital  treason  I  attach  you  both. 

Mowb.  Is  this  proceeding  just  and  honourable  ? 

West.  Is  your  assembly  so  ? 

Arch.  Will  you  thus  break  your  fitith  ? 

P.  JioAn.  I  pawn'd  thee  none : 

I  promised  you  redress  of  these  same  grievances, 
Whereof  you  did  complain ;  which,  by  mine  honour, 
I  will  perform  with  a  most  christian  care. 
But,  for  you,  rebels, — ^look  to  taste  the  due 
Meet  for  rebellion,  and  such  acts  as  yours. 
Most  shallowly  did  you  these  arms  commence, 
Fondly  brought  here*,  and  foolishly  sent  hence. — 
Strike  up  our  drums,  pursue  the  scattered  stray ; 
Heaven,  and  not  we,  hath  safely  fought  to-day. — 
Some  guard  these  traitors  to  the  block  of  death ; 
Treason's  true  bed,  and  yielder  up  of  breath.    [Exetmt  *. 

^  Fondly  brought  here,  &c.]     Fondly  is  foolishly. 

*  Exeunl.'\  It  cannot  but  raise  some  indignation  to  find  this 
horrid  violation  of  faith  passed  over  thus  slightly  by  the  poet,  with- 
out any  note  of  censure  or  detestation.    Johnson. 
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SCENE  III. 
Another  Part  of  the  Forest, 

Alarums:    Excwrsions.      Enter  YkUB^krg   a/nd   Colb- 
viLB,  meeting. 

Fal.  What's  your  name,  sir?  of  what  condition  are 
you ;  and  of  what  place,  I  pray  ? 

Cole.  I  am  a  knight,  sir ;  and  my  name  is — Colevile 
of  the  dale. 

FaL  Well  then,  Colevile  is  your  name ;  a  knight  is 
your  degree;  and  your  place,  the  dale:  Colevile  shall 
still  be  your  name ;  a  traitor  your  degree ;  and  the  dun- 
geon your  place, — a  place  deep  enough ;  so  shall  you 
still  be  Colevile  of  the  dale. 

Cole.  Are  not  you  sir  John  Falstaff  ? 

FaL  As  good  a  man  as  he,  sir,  whoe'er  I  am.  Do 
ye  yield,  sir?  or  shall  I  sweat  for  you?  If  I  do  sweat, 
they  are  drops  of  thy  lovers,  and  they  weep  for  thy 
death ;  therefore  rouse  up  fear  and  trembling,  and  do 
observance  to  my  mercy. 

Cole.  I  think,  you  are  sir  John  Falstaff;  and,  in  that 
thought,  yield  me. 

Fal.  I  have  a  whole  school  of  tongues  in  this  belly  of 
mine ;  and  not  a  tongue  of  them  all  speaks  any  other 
word  but  my  nama  An  I  had  but  a  belly  of  any  indif- 
ferency,  I  were  simply  the  most  active  fellow  in  Europe : 
My  womb,  my  womb,  my  womb  undoes  me. — Here 
comes  our  general 

Enter   Prince    John    of  Lancaster,    Westmoreland, 
and  Others. 

P.  John.  The  heat  is  past  •,  follow  no  further  now  ; — 

•  7%e  heat  it  past,]  That  is,  the  violence  of  resentment,  the 
eagerness  of  revenge. 

VOL.  V.  G 


Digitized  by 


Google 


82  SECOND  PART  OF  Act  IV. 

CaU  in  the  powers,  good  cousin  Westmoreland — 

[Eadt  West. 
Now,  Falstaff,  where  have  you  been  all  this  while  ? 
When  every  thing  is  ended,  then  you  come : 
These  tardy  tricks  of  yours  will,  on  my  life, 
One  time  or  other  br^k  some  gaUows'  back. 

Fai,  I  would  be  sorry,  my  lord,  but  it  should  be  thus ; 
I  never  knew  yet,  but  rebuke  and  check  was  the  reward 
of  valour.  Do  you  think  me  a  swallow,  an  arrow,  or  a 
bullet  ?  have  I,  in  my  poor  and  old  motion,  the  expedi- 
tion of  thought  ?  I  have  speeded  hither  with  the  very 
extremest  inch  of  possibility ;  I  have  foundered  nine- 
score  and  odd  posts :  and  here,  travel-tainted  as  I  am, 
have,  in  my  pure  and  immaculate  valour,  taken  sir 
John  Colevile  of  the  dale,  a  most  furious  knight,  and 
valorous  enemy :  But  what  of  that  ?  he  saw  me,  and 
yielded ;  that  I  may  justly  say  with  the  hook-nosed  fel- 
low of  Rome, 1  came,  saw,  and  overcame. 

P.  John,  It  was  more  of  his  courtesy  than  your  de- 
serving. 

Fal.  I  know  not ;  here  he  is,  and  here  I  yield  him : 
and  I  beseech  your  grace,  let  it  be  booked  with  the  rest 
of  this  day's  deeds  ;  or,  by  the  lord,  I  will  have  it  in  a 
particular  ballad  else,  with  mine  own  picture  on  the  top 
of  it,  Colevile  kissing  my  foot :  To  the  which  course  if 
I  be  enforced,  if  you  do  not  all  show  like  gilt  two-pences, 
to  me ;  and  I,  in  the  clear  sky  of  fame,  o'ershine  you 
as  much  as  the  ftill  moon  doth  the  cinders  of  the  ele- 
ment \  which  show  like  pins'  heads  to  her ;  believe  not 
the  word  of  the  noble :  Therefore  let  me  have  right,  and 
let  desert  mount. 

P.  John.  Thine's  too  heavy  to  mount. 

FdZ,  Let  it  shine  then. 

P.  John.  Thine's  too  thick  to  shine. 

Fal.  Let  it  do  something,  my  good  lord,  that  may  do 
me  good,  and  call  it  what  you  will. 

7  cinders  of  the  element,]     A  ludicrous  term  for  the  stars. 
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P.  John.  Is  thy  name  Clolevile  ? 

Cbfe.  It  is,  my  lord. 

P.  John,  A  famous  rebel  art  thou,  Colevile. 

Poi  And  a  famous  true  subject  took  him. 

Cole,  I  am,  my  lord,  but  as  my  betters  are, 
That  led  me  hither :  had  they  been  rul'd  by  me, 
You  should  have  won  them  dearer  than  you  have. 

FaL  I  know  not  how  they  sold  themselves :  but  thou, 
like  a  kind  fellow,  gavest  thyself  away ;  and  I  thank 
thee  for  thee. 

Re-enter  WBSTMOBELAif  d. 

P.  John.  Now,  have  you  lefl  pursuit  ? 

West.  Retreat  is  made,  and  execution  stay'd 

P.  John.  Send  Colevile,  with  his  confederates, 
To  York,  to  present  execution : — 
Blunt,  lead  him  hence ;  and  see  you  guard  him  sure. 

[Exeunt  some  with  Colevile. 
And  now  despatch  we  toward  the  court,  my  lords ; 
I  hear,  the  king  my  &ther  is  sore  sick  : 
Our  news  shall  go  before  us  to  his  majesty, — 
Which,  cousin,  you  shall  bear, — to  comfort  him  ; 
And  we  with  sober  speed  will  follow  you. 

Fid.  My  lord,  I  beseech  you,  give  me  leave  to  go 
through  Glostershire :  and  when  you  come  to  court, 
stand  my  good  lord  *,  'pray,  in  your  good  report. 

P.  John.  Fare  you  well,  FalstafF:  I,  in  my  condition  *, 
Shall  better  speak  of  you  than  you  deserve.  [Exit 

FaL  I  would  you  had  but  the  wit ;  'twere  better  than 
your  dukedom*. — Good  faith,  this  same  young  sober- 
blooded  boy  doth  not  love  me  ;  nor  a  man  cannot  make 


'  —  tUmd  my  good  lord,]  i.  e.  itand  my  good  friend. 

* I,  m  n^  conditioDj      CondUion  is,  perhaps,  the  same 

with  temper  of  mind  :  or  it  may  mean,  /,  in  my  condUion,  i.  e. 
in  my  place  as  commanding  officer,  who  ought  to  represent  things 
merely  as  they  are,  shall  speak  of  you  better  than  you  deserve. 

*  your  dukedom.]     He  had  no  dukedom. 

g2 
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him  laugh  * ; — ^but  that's  no  marvel,  he  drinks  no  wine. 
There's  never  any  of  these  demure  boys  come  to  any 
proof*:  for  thin  drink  doth  so  over-cool  their  blood, 
and  making  many  fish-meals,  that  they  fall  into  a  kind 
of  male  green-sickness ;  and  then,  when  they  marry, 
they  get  wenches :  they  are  generally  fools  and  cowards; 
— ^which  some  of  us  should  be  too,  but  for  inflamma- 
tion. A  good  sherris-sack  hath  a  two-fold  operation  in 
it.  It  ascends  me  into  the  brain ;  dries  me  there  all 
the  foolish,  and  dull,  and  crudy  vapours  which  environ 
it:  makes  it  apprehensive*,  quick,  forgetive*,  fiill  of 
nimble,  fiery,  and  delectable  shapes:  which  delivered 
o'er  to  the  voice,  (the  tongue,)  which  is  the  birth,  be- 
comes excellent  wit.  The  second  property  of  your  ex- 
cellent sherris  is, — the  warming  of  the  blood ;  which, 
before  cold  and  settled,  left  the  liver  white  and  pale, 
which  is  the  badge  of  pusillanimity,  and  cowardice : 
but  the  sherris  warms  it,  and  makes  it  course  ftx)m  the 
inwards  to  the  parts  extreme.  It  illumineth  the  face ; 
which,  as  a  beacon,  gives  warning  to  all  the  rest  of  this 
little  kingdom,  man,  to  arm :  and  then  the  vital  com- 
moners, and  inland  petty  spirits,  muster  me  all  to  their 
captain,  the  heart ;  who,  great,  and  pufied  up  with  this 
retinue,  doth  any  deed  of  courage  ;  and  this  valour 
comes  of  sherris :  So  that  skill  in  the  weapon  is  nothing, 
without  sack ;  for  that  sets  it  a-work  :  and  learning,  a 
mere  hoard  of  gold  kept  by  a  devil  • ;  till  sack  com- 

'  thit  same  young  gober^looded  boy  doth  not  love  me ;  nor 

a  man  cannot  make  him  laugh ;]  Falstaff  here  speaks  like  a  vete- 
ran in  life.  The  young  prince  did  not  love  him,  and  he  despaired 
to  gain  his  affection,  for  he  could  not  make  him  laugh.  Men  only 
become  friends  by  community  of  pleasures.  He  who  cannot  be 
softened  into  gaiety,  cannot  Easily  be  melted  into  kindness. 

'  to  any  proof:]    i.  e.  any  confirmed  state  of  manhood. 

The  allusion  is  to  armour  hardened  till  it  abides  a  certain  trial. 

*  apprehentive,]  i  e.  quick  to  understand. 

*  fi^^^i^i]  Forgetive  irom  forge :  inTentive,  imaginative. 

^ kept  by  a  devil;]     It   was  anciently  supposed  that  all 

the  mines  of  gold,  &c.  were  guarded  by  evil  spirits. 
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mences  it  ^  and  sets  it  in  act  and  use.  Hereof  comes  it 
that  prince  Harry  is  valiant :  for  the  cold  blood  he  did 
naturallj  inherit  of  his  £a.ther,  he  hath,  like  lean,  steril, 
and  bare  land,  manured,  husbanded,  and  tilled,  with 
excellent  endeavour  of  drinking  good,  and  good  store 
of  fertile  sherris;  that  he  is  become  very  hot,  and 
valiant.  If  I  had  a  thousand  sons,  the  first  human  prin- 
ciple I  would  teach  them,  should  be, — to  forswear  thin 
potations,  and  addict  themselves  to  sack. 

Filter  Babdolph. 

How  now,  Bardolph  ? 

Bard.  The  army  is  discharged  all,  and  gone. 

Fed,  Let  them  go.  I'll  through  Glostershire ;  and 
there  will  I  visit  master  Robert  Shallow,  esquire:  I 
have  him  already  tempering  between  my  finger  and  my 
thimib  •,  and  shortly  will  I  seal  with  him.     Come  away. 

[Fxetmt, 

SCENE  IV 
Westminster.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter    King    Henry,    Clarence,    Prince    Humphrey, 
Warwick,  and  Others. 

K.  Hen.  Now,  lords,  if  heaven  doth  give  successful 
end 
To  this  debate  that  bleedeth  at  our  doors, 

^  —  tUl  tack  commences  it,]  i.  e.  till  sack  gives  it  a  begin- 
nii^,  brings  it  into  action  :  or  perhaps,  Shakspeare  alludes  to  the 
Cambridge  Commencement;  and  in  what  follows  to  the  Oxford 
Act :  for  by  those  different  names  our  two  universities  have  long 
dbtingoished  the  season  at  which  each  of  them  gives  to  her  re- 
spectiTe  students  a  complete  authority  to  u$e  those  hoards  of  learn- 
ing which  have  entitled  them  to  their  several  degrees  in  arts,  law, 
physick,  and  divinity. 

' /  have  him  already  tempering,  &c.]     A    very   pleasant 

allusion  to  the  old  use  of  sealing  with  soil  wax. 
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ur  youth  lead  on  to  higher  fields, 
T  no  swords  but  what  are  sanctified, 
is  addressed  *,  our  power  collected, 
itutes  in  absence  well  invested, 
Y  thing  lies  level  tj)  our  wish  : 
want  a  little  personal  strength  ; 
e  us,  till  these  rebels,  now  afoot, 
lemeath  the  yoke  of  government. 
Joth  which,  we  doubt  not  but  your  majesty 
I  enjoy. 

Humphrey,  my  son  of  Gloster, 
the  prince  your  brother  ? 
yvph.  I  think,  he's  gone  to  hunt,  my  lord,  at 
Windsor. 

.  And  how  accompanied  ? 
^ph.  I  do  not  know,  my  lord. 

.  Is  not  his  brother,  Thomas  of  Clarence,  with 
him? 

%ph  No,   my  good  lord;  he  is  in  presence 
here- 

hat  would  my  lord  and  father  ? 
.  Nothing  but  well  to  thee,  Thomas  of  Cla- 
rence. 

Lce,  thou  art  not  with  the  prince  thy  brother  ? 
thee,  and  thou  dost  neglect  him,  Thomas ; 
.  a  better  place  in  his  afiection, 
ihy  brothers :  cherish  it,  my  boy ; 
3  oflSces  thou  may'st  efiect 
ion,  after  I  am  dead, 
lis  greatness  and  thy  other  brethren : — 
omit  him  not ;  blunt  not  his  love  : 
he  good  advantage  of  his  grace, 
ig  cold,  or  careless  of  his  will, 
gracious,  if  he  be  observed  * ; 


^  it  addressed,]  i.  e.  our  navy  is  ready,  prepared. 
he  be  observed ;]    i.  e.  if  he  has  respectful  attention 
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He  hath  a  tear  for  pity,  and  a  hand 

Open  as  day  for  melting  charity : 

Yet  notwithstanding,  being  incens'd,  he's  flint ; 

As  humorous  as  winter ',  and  as  sudden 

As  flaws  congealed  in  the  spring  of  day  \ 

His  temper,  therefore,  mustT)e  well  observ'd : 

Chide  him  for  faults,  and  do  it  reverently, 

When  you  perceive  his  blood  inclin'd  to  mirth  : 

But,  being  moody,  give  him  line  and  scope ; 

Till  that  his  passions,  like  a  whale  on  ground, 

Confound  themselves  with  working.  Learn  this,  Thomas, 

And  thou  shalt  prove  a  shelter  to  thy  friends ; 

A  hoop  of  gold,  to  bind  thy  brothers  in  ; 

That  the  united  vessel  of  their  blood, 

Mingled  with  venom  of  suggestion  *, 

(As,  force  perforce,  the  age  will  pour  it  in,) 

Shall  never  leak,  though  it  do  work  as  strong 

As  aconitum,  or  rash  gunpowder  *. 

Cla.  I  shall  observe  him  with  all  care  and  love. 

K.  Hen.  Why  art  thou  not  at  Windsor  with  him, 
Thomas? 

ClcL  He  is  not  there  to-day ;  he  dines  in  London. 

K,  Hen,  And  how  accompanied  ?  can'st  thou  tell  that  ? 

Cla.  With  Poins,  and  other  his  continual  followers. 

K.  Hen.  Most  subject  is  the  &ttest  soil  to  weeds ; 


'    humorous  at  winter^     That  is,  changeable  as  the  weather 

of  a  winter's  day. 

'  congealed  in  the  tprmg  of  day.]     Alluding  to  the  opinion 

of  some  philosophers,  that  the  vapours  being  congealed  in  the  air 
by  cold,  (which  is  most  intense  towards  the  morning,)  and  being 
afterwards  rarified  and  let  loose  by  the  warmth  of  the  sun,  occa- 
sion those  sudden  and  impetuous  gusts  of  wind  which  are  called 
^ws.     Wabburton. 

*  AUngled  with  venom  of  suggestion,]  Though  their  blood  be 
inflamed  by  the  tempioHona  to  which  youth  is  peculiarly  sub- 
ject. 

*  rash  gunpotuder.]    Rash  is  quick,  violent,  sudden.     This 

representation  of  the  prince  is  a  natural  picture  of  a  young  man, 
whose  passions  are  yet  too  strong  for  his  virtues.    Johnson. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


SECOND  PART  OF  Act  IV. 

lie,  the  noble  image  of  my  youth, 
»rspread  with  them :  Therefore  my  grief 
ihes  itself  beyond  the  honr  of  death ; 
lood  weeps  from  my  heart,  when  I  do  shape, 
ms  imaginary,  the  unguided  days, 
'otten  times,  that  you  shall  look  upon 
I  am  sleeping  with  my  ancestors, 
hen  his  headstrong  riot  hath  no  curb, 
rage  and  hot  blood  are  his  counsellors, 
means  and  lavish  manners  meet  together, 
ih  what  wings  shall  his  affections  •  fly 
•ds  fronting  peril  and  opposed  decay ! 
r.  My  gracious  lord,  you  look  beyond  him  quite : 
rince  but  studies  his  companions, 
i  strange  tongue :  wherein,  to  gain  the  language, 
eedftd,  that  the  most  immodest  word 
fd  upon,  and  leam'd :  which  once  attained, 
highness  knows,  comes  to  no  frirther  use, 
)  be  known,  and  hated.     So,  like  gross  terms, 
rince  will,  in  the  perfectness  of  time, 
►ff  his  followers :  and  their  memory 
as  a  pattern  or  a  measure  live, 
dch  his  grace  must  mete  the  lives  of  others ; 
ig  past  evils  to  advantages. 
Hen,  'Tis  seldom,  when  the  bee  doth  leave  her 

comb 
I  dead  carrion '. — Who's  here  ?  Westmoreland  ? 

Enter  Westmoreland. 

1  Health  to  my  sovereign !  and  new  happiness 

I  to  that  that  I  am  to  deliver ! 

!  John,  your  son,  doth  kiss  your  grace's  hand : 

-  hit  afictiotu  — ]     His  passioos  ;  hb  inordinate  desires, 
r  seldom,  when  the  bee,  &c.]     As  the  bee  having  once  placed 
lb  in  a  carcass,  stays  by  her  honey,  so  he  that  has  once 
easure  in  bad  conapany  will  continue  to  associate  with  those 
c  the  art  of  pleasing  him.     Johnson. 
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Mowbray,  the  bishop  Scroop,  Hastings,  and  all, 
Are  brought  to  the  correction  of  your  law  ; 
There  is  not  now  a  rebel's  sword  unsheathed. 
But  peace  puts  forth  her  olive  every  where. 
The  manner  how  this  action  hath  been  borne, 
Here  at  more  leisure  may  your  highness  read ; 
With  every  course,  in  his  particular  *. 

K,  Hen.  0  Westmoreland,  thou  art  a  summer  bird, 
Which  ever  in  the  haimch  of  winter  sings 
The  lifting  up  of  day.    Look !  here's  more  news. 

Enter  Habcourt. 

Ear.  From  enemies  heaven  keep  your  majesty  ; 
And,  when  they  stand  against  you,  may  they  fall 
As  those  that  I  am  come  to  tell  you  of ! 
The  earl  Northumberland,  and  the  lord  Bardolph, 
With  a  great  power  of  English,  and  of  Scots, 
Are  by  the  sheriff  of  Yorkshire  overthrown : 
The  manner  and  true  order  of  the  fight, 
This  packet,  please  it  you,  contains  at  large. 

K.  Hen,  And  wherefore  should  these  good  news  make 
me  sick  ? 
Will  fortune  never  come  with  both  hands  fiill. 
But  write  her  fSur  words  still  in  foulest  letters  ? 
She  either  gives  a  stomach,  and  no  food, — 
Such  are  the  poor,  in  health ;  or  else  a  feast, 
And  takes  away  the  stomach, — such  are  the  rich, 
That  have  abundance,  and  enjoy  it  not. 
I  should  rejoice  now  at  this  happy  news ; 
And  now  my  sight  fails,  and  my  brain  is  giddy : — 
0  me !  come  near  me,  now  I  am  much  ill.         [Svxxyas. 

P.  Hwmph,  Comfort,  your  majesty ! 

Cla.  0  my  royal  father ! 

West  My  sovereign  lord,  cheer  up  yourself,  look  up ! 

• m  his  parikular,]    Hit  b  used  for  ilt,  very  frequently  in 

the  old  plays. 
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War,  Be  patient,  princes ;  you  do  know  these  fits 
Are  with  his  highness  very  ordinary. 
Stand  from  him,  give  him  air ;  he'll  straight  be  well. 

Ch^  No,  no ;  he  cannot  long  hold  out  these  pangs ; 
The  incessant  care  and  labour  of  his  mind 
Hath  wrought  the  mure  •,  that  should  confine  it  in. 
So  thin,  that  life  looks  through,  and  will  break  out 

P.  Hiimph.  The  people  fear  me  * ;  for  they  do  observe 
Unfather'd  heirs ",  and  loathly  birds  of  nature : 
The  seasons  change  their  manners,  as  the  year* 
Had  found  some  months  asleep,  and  leap'd  them  over. 

Cla,  The  river  hath  thrice  flow'd  *,  no  ebb  between : 
And  the  old  folk,  time's  doting  chronicles, 
Say,  it  did  so,  a  little  time  before 
That  our  great  grandsire,  Edward,  sick'd  and  died 

War,  Speak  lower,  princes,  for  the  king  recovers. 

P.  Humph,  This  apoplex  will,  certain,  be  his  end. 

K.  Hen,  I  pray  you,  take  me  up,  and  bear  me  hence 
Into  some  other  chamber :  softly,  'pray. 

[They  convey  the  King  into  an  inner  part  of 
the  room,  and  place  him  on  a  bed. 
Let  there  bo  no  noise  made,  my  gentle  friends ; 
Unless  some  dull  *  and  favourable  hand 
Will  whisper  musick  to  my  weary  spirit. 

War,  Call  for  the  musick  in  the  other  room. 

K,  Hen,  Set  me  the  crown  upon  my  pillow  here  *. 

^  Haih  wrought  the  mure,  &c,]  i.  e.  the  wall. 

'  77ie  people  fear  tne  ;]  i.  e.  make  me  afraid. 

'  Unfathered  heirs,]  That  is,  equivocal  births  ;  animals  that  bad 
no  animal  progenitors ;  productions  not  brought  forth  according  to 
the  stated  laws  of  generation.     Johnson 

'  as  the  year — ]  i.  e.  as  t^  the  year,  &c. 

*  The  river  hath  thrice  flow*(k]  Tliis  is  historically  true.  It 
happened  on  the  12th  of  October,  1411. 

^  Unless  some  dull  — ]  Dull  signifies  melancholy,  gentle,  sooth- 
ing, or,  producing  dulness  or  heaviness  ;  and  consequently  sleep. 

^  Set  me  the  crown  upon  my  pillow  here,]  It  is  still  the  custom 
in  France  to  place  the  crown  on  the  king's  pillow  when  he  is 
dying. 
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Cla,  His  eye  is  hollow,  and  he  changes  much. 
War.  Less  noise,  less  noise. 

Enter  Prince  Hsnrt. 

P.  Hen.  Who  saw  the  duke  of  Clarence  ? 

Cla.  I  am  here,  brother,  full  of  heaviness. 

P.  Hen.  How   now !    rain   within   doors^  and   none 
abroad ! 
How  doth  the  king  ? 

P.  Hwmph.  Exceeding  ilL 

P.  Hen.  Heard  he  the  good  news  yet  ? 

TeU  it  him. 

P.  Htmipk.  He  alter'd  much  upon  the  hearing  it. 

P.  Hen.  If  he  be  sick 
With  joy,  he  will  recover  without  physick. 

War.  Not  so  much  noise,  my  lords: — sweet  prince, 
speak  low ; 
The  king  your  Mher  is  disposed  to  sleep. 

Cla.  Let  us  withdraw  into  the  other  room. 

War.  Will't  please  your  grace  to  go  along  with  us  ? 

P.  Hen.  No ;  I  will  sit  and  watch  here  by  the  king. 

[Exewnt  alllmt'P.  Henry. 
Why  doth  the  crown  lie  there  upon  his  pillow, 
Being  so  troublesome  a  bedfellow  ? 
0  polish'd  perturbation !  golden  care ! 
That  keep'st  the  ports'  of  slumber  open  wide 
To  many  a  watchftd  night ! — sleep  with  it  now ! 
Yet  not  so  sound,  and  half  so  deeply  sweet. 
As  he,  whose  brow,  with  homely  biggin  *  bound, 
Snores  out  the  watch  of  night.     0  majesty ! 
When  thou  dost  pinch  thy  bearer,  thou  dost  sit 

' the  porta — ]     Are  the  gates  of  slumber.    Portt  b  the 

ancient  military  term  for  gates ;  and  is  yet  used  in  this  sense  in 
Scotland. 

•  homekf  biggin  — ]  A  kind  of  cap,  at  present  worn  only  by 

children ;  but  so  called  from  the  cap  worn  by  the  Beguines,  an 
order  of  nuns. 
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rich  armour  worn  in  heat  of  day, 
lids  with  safety.     By  his  gates  of  breath 
es  a  downy  feather,  which  stirs  not : 
suspire,  that  light  and  weightless  down 
5  must  move. — My  gracious  lord !  my  father ! — 
ep  is  sound  indeed  ;  this  is  a  sleep, 
)m  this  golden  rigol  •  hath  divorc'd 
y  English  kings.     Thy  due,  ftx)m  me, 
,  and  heavy  sorrows  of  the  blood ; 
lature,  love,  and  filial  tenderness, 
)  dear  father,  pay  thee  plenteously : 
,  from  thee,  is  this  imperial  crown ; 
as  immediate  from  thy  place  and  blood, 
itself  to  me.     Lo,  here  it  sits, — 

[Putting  it  on  his  head, 
heaven  shall  guard :  And  put  the  world's  whole 

strength 
e  giant  arm,  it  shall  not  force 
teal  honour  from  me :  This  from  thee 
o  mine  leave,  as  'tis  left  to  me.  [Exit, 

en.  Warwick!  Gloster!  Clarence! 

Re-enter  Warwick,  and  the  rest. 

Doth  the  king  call  ? 
What  would  your  majesty?    How  feres  your 
grace? 
en.  Why  did   you   leave   me   here   alone,   my 

lords? 
We  left  the  prince  my  brother  here,  my  liege, 
idertook  to  sit  and  watch  by  you. 
^en.  The  prince  of   Wales?    where  is  he?    let 

me  see  him : 
Lot  here. 
This  door  is  open  ;  he  is  gone  this  way. 
vmph.  He  came  not  through  the  chamber  where 
we  stay'd. 

•*  —  this  golden  rigol  — ]     Rigol  means  a  circle. 
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K.  Hen.  Where  is  the  crown  ?  who  took  it  from  my 
pillow? 

War.  When  we  withdrew,  my  liege,  we  left  it  here. 

K.  Hen.  The  prince  hath  ta'en  it  hence : — go,  seek 
him  out. 
Is  he  so  hasty,  that  he  doth  suppose 

My  sleep  my  death  ? 

Find  him,  my  lord  of  Warwick ;  chide  him  hither. 

[Exit  Wabwick. 
This  part  of  his  conjoins  with  my  disease, 
Andlielps  to  end  me. — See,  sons,  what  things  you  are ! 
How  quickly  nature  fells  into  revolt, 
When  gold  becomes  her  object ! 
For  this  the  foolish  over-careful  fathers 
Have  broke  their  sleep  with   thoughts,   their  brains 

with  care. 
Their  bones  with  industry  ; 
For  this  they  have  engrossed  and  pil'd  up 
The  canker'd  heaps  of  strange-achieved  gold  ; 
For  this  they  have  been  thoughtful  to  invest 
Their  sons  with  arts,  and  martial  exercises : 
When,  like  the  bee,  tolling  *  fix)m  every  flower 
The  virtuous  sweets ; 

Our  thighs  packed  with  wax,  our  mouths  with  hontfy, 
We  bring  it  to  the  hive ;  and  like  the  bees, 
Are  murder'd  for  our  pains.     This  bitter  taste 
Yield  his  engrossments  *  to  the  ending  father. — 

Re-enter  Warwick. 

Now,  where  is  he  that  will  not  stay  so  long 
Till  his  friend  sickness  hath  determin'd  *  me  ? 

War.  My  lord,  I  found  the  prince  in  the  next  room. 
Washing  with  kindly  tears  his  gentle  cheeks ; 

'  tolliog  — ]     ToUmg  b  taking  toll. 

^  Yield  Ms  engroumenti  ^]     His  accumulations. 

* determined  — ]  i.  e.  ended ;  it  is  still  used  in  this  sense  in 

legal  conveyances. 
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With  such  a  deep  demeanour  in  great  sorrow, 
That  tyranny,  which  never  quafF'd  but  blood. 
Would,  by  beholding  him,  have  wash'd  his  knife 
With  gentle  eye-drops.     He  is  coming  hither. 

K,  Heih  But  wherefore  did  he  take  away  the  crown  ? 

Re-enter  Prince  Hbnby. 

Lo,  where  he  comes. — Come  hither  to  me,  Harry : — 
Depart  the  chamber,  leave  us  here  alone. 

[Exeunt  Clarence,  Prince  Humph&by, 
Lords,  Ac. 

P.  Hen.  I  never  thought  to  hear  you  speak  again. 

K.  Hen,    Thy    wish    was    father,    Harry,    to    that 
thought : 
I  stay  too  long  by  thee,  I  weary  thee. 
Dost  thou  so  hunger  for  my  empty  chair. 
That  thou  wilt  needs  invest  thee  with  mine  honours 
Before  thy  hour  be  ripe  ?     0  foolish  youth  ! 
Thou  seek'st  the  greatness  that  will  overwhelm  thee. 
Stay  but  a  little ;  for  my  cloud  of  dignity 
Is  held  fix)m  falling  with  so  weak  a  wind, 
That  it  will  quickly  drop  :  my  day  is  dim. 
Thou  hast  stol'n  that,  which,  after  some  few  hours. 
Were  thine  without  offence ;  and,  at  my  death. 
Thou  hast  seal'd  up  my  expectation  * : 
Thy  life  did  manifest,  thou  lov'dst  me  not. 
And  thou  wilt  have  me  die  assured  of  it. 
Thou  hid'st  a  thousand  daggers  in  thy  thoughts  ; 
Which  thou  hast  whetted  on  thy  stony  heart, 
To  stab  at  half  an  hour  of  my  life. 
What !  canst  thou  not  forbear  me  half  an  hour  ? 
Then  get  thee  gone  ;  and  dig  my  grave  thyself; 
And  bid  the  merry  bells  ring  to  thine  ear. 
That  thou  art  crowned,  not  that  I  am  dead. 
Let  all  the  tears  that  should  bedew  my  hearse, 

■•  seafd  up    vity  ejcpectatwn :]     Thou   hast   confirmed   my 

opinion. 
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Be  drops  of  balm,  to  sanctify  thy  head : 

Only  compound  me  with  forgotten  dust ; 

Give  that,  which  gave  thee  life,  unto  the  worms. 

Pluck  down  my  officers,  break  my  decrees  ; 

For  now  a  time  is  come  to  mock  at  form, 

Harry  the  fifth  is  crown'd : — Up,  vanity ! 

Down,  royal  state  I  all  you  sage  counsellors,  hence ! 

And  to  the  English  court  assemble  now, 

Prom  every  region,  apes  of  idleness ! 

Now,  neighbour  confines,  purge  you  of  your  scum  : 

Have  you  a  ruffian,  that  will  swear,  drink,  dance, 

Revel  the  night ;  rob,  murder,  and  commit 

The  oldest  sins  the  newest  kind  of  ways  ? 

Be  happy,  he  will  trouble  you  no  more : 

England  shall  double  gild  his  treble  guilt : 

England  shall  give  him  office,  honour,  might : 

For  the  fifth  Harry  from  curb'd  license  plucks 

The  muzzle  of  restraint,  and  the  wild  dog 

Shall  flesh  his  tooth  in  every  innocent. 

0  my  poor  kingdom,  sick  with  civil  blows ! 
When  that  my  care  could  not  withhold  thy  riots, 
What  wilt  thou  do,  when  riot  is  thy  care  ? 

O,  thou  wilt  be  a  wilderness  again. 
Peopled  with  wolves,  thy  old  inhabitants  ! 

P.  Hen.  0,  pardon  me,  my  liege !  but  for  my  tears, 

[Kneeling. 
The  moist  impediments  unto  my  speech, 

1  had  forestalled  this  dear  and  deep  rebuke, 
Ere  you  with  grief  had  spoke,  and  I  had  heard 
The  course  of  it  so  far.     There  is  your  crown  ; 
And  He  that  wears  the  crown  immortally. 
Long  guard  it  yours !     If  I  affect  it  more, 
Than  as  your  honour,  and  as  your  renown, 
Let  me  no  more  from  this  obedience  rise, 
(Which  my  most  true  and  inward-duteous  spirit 
Teacheth,)  this  prostrate  and  exterior  bending ! 
Heaven  witness  with  me,  when  I  here  came  in 
And  found  no  course  of  breath  within  your  majesty, 
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How  cold  it  struck  my  heart !     If  I  do  feign, 

0,  let  me  in  my  present  wildness  die  ; 

And  never  live  to  show  the  incredulous  world 

The  noble  change  that  I  have  purposed  ! 

Coming  to  look  on  you,  thinking  you  dead, 

(And  dead  almost,  my  liege,  to  think  you  were,) 

I  spake  unto  the  crown  as  having  sense. 

And  thus  upbraided  it.     The  care  on  thee  depending^ 

Hath  fed  vpon  the  body  of  my  father  ; 

Therefore,  thou,  best  of  gold,  art  worst  of  gold. 

Other,  less  fine  in  carat,  is  more  precious, 

Preserving  life  in  med'cine  potable  *  ; 

Bv/t  thou,  most  fine,  m^ost  honoured,  most  renown' d. 

Hast  ecut  thy  bearer  up.    Thus,  my  most  royal  liege, 

Accusing  it,  I  put  it  on  my  head ; 

To  try  with  it, — as  with  an  enemy. 

That  had  before  my  face  murder'd  my  fother, — 

The  quarrel  of  a  true  inheritor. 

But  if  it  did  infect  my  blood  with  joy. 

Or  swell  my  thoughts  to  any  strain  of  pride ; 

If  any  rebel  or  vain  spirit  of  mine 

Did,  with  the  least  aflfection  of  a  welcome. 

Give  entertainment  to  the  might  of  it. 

Let  God  for  ever  keep  it  from  my  head  ! 

And  make  me  as  the  poorest  vassal  is. 

That  doth  with  awe  and  terror  kneel  to  it ! 

K,  Hen,  0  my  son ! 
Heaven  put  it  in  thy  mind,  to  take  it  hence, 
That  thou  might'st  win  the  more  thy  father's  love. 
Pleading  so  wisely  in  excuse  of  it. 
Come  hither,  Harry,  sit  thou  by  my  bed  ; 
And  hear,  I  think,  the  very  latest  counsel 
That  ever  I  shall  breathe.     Heaven  knows,  my  son. 


*  in  med'chte  potable  :]    There  has  long  prevailed  an  opinion 

that  a  solution  of  gold  has  g^eat  medicinal  virtues,  and  that  the  in- 
corruptibility of  gold  might  be  communicated  to  the  body  impreg- 
nated with  it. 
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By  what  by-paths,  and  indirect  crook'd  ways, 

I  met  this  crown ;  and  I  myself  know  well, 

How  troublesome  it  sat  upon  my  head : 

To  thee  it  shall  descend  with  better  quiet, 

Better  opinion,  better  confirmation ; 

For  all  the  soil  •  of  the  achievement  goes 

With  me  into  the  earth.    It  seem'd  in  me, 

But  as  an  honour  snatch'd  with  boisterous  hand  ; 

And  I  had  many  living  to  upbraid 

My  gain  of  it  by  their  assistances ; 

Which  daily  grew  to  quarrel,  and  to  bloodshed, 

Wounding  supposed  peace ' :  all  these  bold  fears  *, 

Thou  see'st  with  peril  I  have  answered : 

For  all  my  reign  hath  been  but  as  a  scene 

Acting  that  argument ;  and  now  my  death 

Changes  the  mode  • :  for  what  in  me  was  purchased  *, 

Falls  upon  thee  in  a  more  fairer  sort ; 

So  thou  the  garland  wear'st  successively  *. 

Yet,  though  thou  stand'st  more  sure  than  I  could  do, 

Thou  art  not  firm  enough,  since  griefs  are  green  ; 

And  all  thy  friends,  which  thou  must  make  thy  friends, 

Have  but  their  stings  and  teeth  newly  ta'en  out ; 

By  whose  fell  working  I  was  first  advanc'd. 

And  by  whose  power  I  well  might  lodge  a  fear 

To  be  again  displaced :  which  to  avoid, 

I  cut  them  off:  and  had  a  purpose  now 


• soil  — ]     Is  spot,  dirt,  turpitade,  reproach. 

'  '  supposed  peace :]    Counterfeited,  imagined,  not  real. 

*  -I all  ihete  bold  fears,]     Fear  is  here  used  in   the  active 

sense,  for  that  which  causes^or. 

'  Changes  the  mode :]    Mode  is  the  form  or  state  of  things. 

*  for  what  m  me  was  purchas'd,]  Purchased,  in  this 
place,  sig^fies  acquired  by  unjust  and  indirect  methods.  Pur- 
chase, in  Shakspeare,  frequently  means  stolen  goods,  or  goods 
dishonestly  obtained. 

* successivefy.]    By  order  of  succession.    Every   usurper 

snatches  a  claim  of  hereditary  right  as  soon  as  he  can. 
VOL.  V.  H 
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To  lead  out  many  to  the  Holy  Land  * ; 

Lest  rest,  and  lying  still,  might  make  them  look 

Too  near  unto  my  state.     Therefore,  my  Harry, 

Be  it  thy  coxirse,  to  busy  giddy  minds 

With  foreign  quarrels ;  that  action,  hence  borne  out. 

May  waste  the  memory  of  the  former  days. 

More  would  I,  but  my  lungs  are  wasted  so. 

That  strength  of  speech  is  utterly  denied  ma 

How  I  came  by  the  crown,  0  Qt)d,  forgive  * ! 

And  grant  it  may  with  thee  in  true  peace  live ! 

P.  Hen.  My  gracious  liege, 
You  won  it,  wore  it,  kept  it,  gave  it  me ; 
Then  plain,  and  right,  must  my  possession  be : 
Which  I,  with  more  than  with  a  common  pain, 
'Gainst  aU  the  world  will  rightfully  maintain. 

Enter  Prince   John   of  Lancaster,  Warwick,  Lords, 
and  Others. 

K.  Hen.  Look,  look,  here  comes  my  John  of  Lan- 
caster. 
P.  John.  Health,  peace,  and  happiness,  to  my  royal 

father ! 
K.  Hen.  Thou  bring'st  me  happiness,  and  peace,  son 
John; 
But  health,  alack,  with  youthfiil  wings  is  flown 
From  this  bare,  wither'd  trunk :  upon  thy  sight, 
My  worldly  business  makes  a  period. — '■ — 
WTiere  is  my  lord  of  Warwick  ? 

'  To  lead  out  many  to  the  Holy  Land;]  The  sense  is:  Of 
those  who  assisted  fny  usurpation,  some  /  have  cut  off,  and  many 
/  intended  to  lead  abroad.  This  journey  to  the  Holy  Lund,  of 
which  the  king  yery  frequently  revives  the  mention,  had  two 
motives,  religion  and  policy.  He  durst  not  wear  the  ill-gotten 
crown  without  expiation,  but  in  the  act  of  expiation  he  contrives 
to  make  his  wickedness  successful.    Johnson. 

^  How  I  came,  &c.]  This  is  a  true  picture  of  a  mind  divided 
between  heaven  and  earth.  He  prays  for  the  prosperity  of  guilt 
while  he  deprecates  its  punishment.    Johnson. 
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P.  Hen.  My  brd  of  Warwick  ! 

K.  Hen.  Dotli  any  name  particular  belong 
Unto  the  lodging  where  I  first  did  swoon  ? 

War.  'Tis  call'd  Jerusalem,  my  noble  lord. 

K.  HetL  Laud  be  to  God ! — even  there  my  life  must 
end. 
It  hath  been  prophesied  to  me  many  years, 
I  should  not  die  but  in  Jerusalem ; 
Which  vainly  I  suppos'd,  the  Holy  Land : — 
But,  bear  me  to  that  chamber ;  there  I'll  lie ; 
In  that  Jerusalem  shall  Harry  die.  [Exeu/nt. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  L— Glostershire.    A  HaU  m  Shallow's  House. 

Enter  Shallow,  Falstafp,  Babdolph,  (md  Page. 

ShaL  By  cock  and  pye,  sir,  you  shall  not  away  to- 
night.  What,  Davy,  I  say ! 

FaL  You  must  excuse  me,  master  Robert  Shallow. 

ShaL  1  will  not  excuse  you ;  you  shall  not  be  excused; 
excuses  shall  not  be  admitted ;  there  is  no  excuse  shall 
serve ;  you  shall  not  be  excused. — Why,  Davy ! 

Enter  Davy. 

Davy.  Here,  sir. 

Shal  Davy,  Davy,  Davy, — ^let  me  see,  Davy ;  let 
me  see: — yea,  marry,  William  cook,  bid  him  come 
hither. — Sir  John,  you  shall  not  be  excused. 

Davy.  Many,  sir,  thus: — ^those  precepts  cannot  be 
served ' :  and,  again,  sir, — Shall  we  sow  the  headland 
with  wheat  ? 

•  — —  those  precepts  cannot  he  served:]  Precept  is  a  justice's 
warrant.  To  the  offices  which  Falstaff  gives  Davj  in  the  follow- 
ing scene,  may  be  added  that  of  justice's  clerk.  Davy  has  almost 
aa  many  employments  as  Scrub  in  77^  Stratagem*    Johnsok, 
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Shal  With  red  wheat,  Davy.  But  for  William  cook  ; 
Are  there  no  young  pigeons  ? 

Davy,  Yes,   sir. Here  is  now  the  smith's  note, 

for  shoeing,  and  plough-irons. 

ShaL  Let  it  be  cast',  and  paid: — sir  John,  you 
shall  not  be  excused. 

Davy,  Now,  sir,  a  new  link  to  the  bucket  must  needs 
be  had : — ^And,  sir,  do  you  mean  to  stop  any  of  Wil- 
liam's wages,  about  the  sack  he  lost  the  other  day  at 
Hinckley  fair  ? 

ShaL  He  shall  answer  it : Some  pigeons,  Davy  ; 

a  couple  of  short-legged  hens  ;  a  joint  of  mutton  ;  and 
any  pretty  little  tiny  kickshaws,  tell  William  cook. 

Davy,  Doth  the  man  of  war  stay  all  night,  sir  ? 

Shal,  Yes,  Davy.  I  will  use  him  well ;  A  friend 
i'the  court  is  better  than  a  penny  in  pursa  Use  his 
men  well,  Davy ;  for  they  are  arrant  knaves,  and  will 
backbite. 

Davy,  No  worse  than  they  are  back-bitten,  sir:  for 
they  have  marvellous  foul  linen. 

Shal,  Well  conceited,  Davy.  About  thy  business,  Davy. 

Davy,  I  beseech  you,  sir,  to  countenance  William 
Visor  of  Wincot  against  Clement  Perkes  of  the  hilL 

Shal,  There  are  many  complaints,  Davy,  against 
that  Visor ;  that  Visor  is  an  arrant  knave,  on  my  know- 
ledge. 

Davy,  I  grant  your  worship,  that  he  is  a  knave,  sir : 
but,  yet,  God  forbid,  sir,  but  a  knave  should  have  some 
coimtenance  at  his  friend's  request.  An  honest  man, 
sir,  is  able  to  speak  for  himself,  when  a  knave  is  not.  I 
have  served  your  worship  truly,  sir,  this  eight  years  ; 
and  if  I  cannot  once  or  twice  in  a  quarter  bear  out  a 
knave  against  an  honest  man,  I  have  but  a  very  little 
credit  with  your  worship.  The  knave  is  mine  honest 
friend,  sir ;  therefore,  I  beseech  your  worship,  let  him 
be  countenanced. 

** Let  it  be  cast,]     That  is,  cast  up,  computed. 
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Shal  Gro  to ;  I  say,  he  shall  have  no  wrong.  Look 
abont,  Davy.  [Exit  Davy.]  Where  are  you,  sir  John  ? 
Come,  off  with  your  boota — Give  me  your  hand,  mas- 
ter BardolpL 

Bard.  I  am  glad  to  see  your  worship. 

ShaL  I  thank  thee  with  all  my  heart,  kind  master 
Bardolph : — ^and  welcome,  my  t^U  fellow.  [To  the 
Page.]     Come,  sir  John.  [Exit  Shallow. 

Fal,  111  follow  you,  good  master  Robert  Shallow. 
Bardolph,  look  to  our  horses.  [Exewnt  Bardolph  and 
Page.]  If  I  were  sawed  into  quantities,  I  should  make 
four  dozen  of  such  bearded  hermit's  staves '  as  master 
Shallow.  It  is  a  wonderful  thing,  to  see  the  semblable 
coherence  of  his  men's  spirits  and  his :  They,  by  observ- 
ing him,  do  bear  themselves  like  foolish  justices ;  he, 
by  conversing  with  them,  is  turned  into  a  justice-like 
serving-man ;  their  spirits  are  so  married  in  conjunction 
with  the  participation  of  society,  that  they  flock  together 
in  consent,  like  so  many  wild-geese.  If  I  had  a  suit  to 
master  Shallow,  I  would  humour  his  men,  with  the 
imputation  of  being  near  their  master* ;  if  to  his  men, 
I  would  curry  with  master  Shallow,  that  no  man  could 
better  command  his  servanta  It  is  certain,  that  either 
wise  bearing,  or  ignorant  carriage,  is  caught,  as  men 
take  diseases,  one  of  another :  therefore,  let  men  take 
heed  of  their  company.  I  will  devise  matter  enough  out 
of  this  Shallow,  to  keep  prince  Harry  in  continual 
laughter,  the  wearing-out  of  six  feshions,  (which  is  four 
terms  or  two  actions ',)  and  he  shall  laugh  without  inter- 
Valiums.  0,  it  is  much,  that  a  lie,  with  a  slight  oath, 
and  a  jest,  with  a  sad  brow,  will  do  with  a  fellow  that 

'  —  bearded  hermifs  slaves  — ]  He  bad  before  called  him 
the  starred  justice.     His  want  of  flesb  b  a  standing  jest- 

9  — ..  near  their  master ;]  i.  e.  admitted  to  tbeir  master*8  con- 
fidence. 

'  two  actions^]     There  is  something  humorous  in  making 

a  spendthrift  compute  time  by  the  operation  of  an  action  for  debt. 
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had  the  ache  ^  in  his  shoulders  !  0,  you  shall  see 
Etugh,  till  his  face  be  like  a  wet  cloak  ill  laid  up. 
({.  [tuithin.]  Sir  John ! 

I  I  come,  master  Shallow ;  I  come,  master  Shal- 

[Exit  Falstapf. 

SCENE  II. 
Westminster.     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Warwick,  and  the  Lord  Chief  Justice. 

r.  How  now,  my  lord  chief  justice  ?  whither  away  ? 

Jiut.  How  doth  the  king  ? 

r.  Exceeding  well ;  his  cares  are  now  all  ended. 

Just.  I  hope,  not  dead. 

r.  He's  walk'd  the  way  of  nature ; 

ko  our  purposes,  he  lives  no  more. 

Just.  I  would,  his  majesty  had  called  me  with 

him: 
jrvice  that  I  truly  did  his  life, 
left  me  open  to  aU  injuries, 
r.  Indeed,  I  think,  the  young  king  loves  you  not. 
Just.  1  know,  he  doth  not ;  and  do  arm  myself, 
Icome  the  condition  of  the  time ; 
cannot  look  more  hideously  upon  me 
[  have  drawn  it  in  my  fantasy. 

Prince    John,    Prince    Humphbby,    Claebnce, 
Westmoreland,  and  Others. 

^  Here  come  the  heavy  issue  of  dead  Harry  ; 
t  the  living  Harry  had  the  temper 
I,  the  worst  of  these  three  gentlemen ! 

-fellow  thai  never  had  the  ache — ]  That  u,  a  young 
[>ne  whose  disposition  to  merriment  time  and  pain  ha?e 
impaired. 
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How  many  nobles  then  should  hold  their  places, 
That  must  strike  sail  to  spirits  of  Tile  sort ! 

Ch,  Just  Alas !  I  fear,  all  will  be  overtum'd. 

P.  John.  Grood  morrow,  cousin  Warwick. 

P.  Humph,  Cla,  Good  morrow,  cousin. 

P.  John.  We  meet  like  men  that  had  forgot  to  speak 

War,  We  do  remember ;  but  our  argument 
Is  aU  too  heavy  to  admit  much  talk. 

P.  John.  Well,  peace  be  with  him  that  hath  made  us 
heavy! 

Ch,  Just.  Peace  be  with  us,  lest  we  be  heavier ! 

P.  Humph,  0,  good  my  lord,  you  have  lost  a  friend, 
indeed : 
And  I  dare  swear,  you  borrow  not  that  face 
Of  seeming  sorrow ;  it  is,  sure,  your  own. 

P.  John.  Though  no  man  be  assur'd  what  grace  to 
find. 
You  stand  in  coldest  expectation : 
I  am  the  sorrier ;  'would,  'twere  otherwise. 

Cla,  WeU,  you  must  now  speak  sir  John  Falstaff  £air ; 
Which  swims  against  your  stream  of  quality. 

Ch.  Just.  Sweet  princes,  what  I  did,  I  did  in  honour. 
Led  by  the  impartial  conduct  of  my  soul ; 
And  never  shall  you  see,  that  I  will  beg 
A  ragged  and  forestall'd  remission. — 
If  truth  and  upright  innocency  feil  me, 
111  to  the  king  my  master  that  is  dead. 
And  tell  him  who  hath  sent  me  after  him. 

War.  Here  comes  the  prince. 

Enter  King  Heubt  V. 

Ch.  Just.  Good    morrow ;    and    heaven    save    your 
majesty ! 

King.  This  new  and  gorgeous  garment,  migesty, 
Sits  not  so  easy  on  me  as  you  think. — 
Brothers,  you  mix  your  sadness  with  some  fear ; 
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This  is  the  English,  not  the  Turkish  court  * ; 

Not  Amurath  an  Amurath  succeeds, 

But  Harry  Hany  :  Yet  be  sad,  good  brothers, 

For,  to  speak  truth,  it  very  well  becomes  you ; 

Sorrow  so  royally  in  you  appears. 

That  I  will  deeply  put  the  fashion  on, 

And  wear  it  in  my  heart    Why  then,  be  sad ; 

But  entertain  no  more  of  it,  good  brothers, 

Than  a  joint  burden  laid  upon  us  all. 

For  me,  by  heaven,  I  bid  you  be  assured, 

m  be  your  father  and  your  brother  too ; 

Let  me  but  bear  your  love,  I'll  bear  your  cares. 

Yet  weep,  that  Harry's  dead ;  and  so  will  I ; 

But  Harry  lives,  that  shall  convert  those  tears. 

By  number,  into  hours  of  happiness. 

P.  Johay  &c  We  hope  no  other  from  your  majesty. 

King.  You  all  look  strangely  on  me : — ^and  you  most ; 

[To  the  Chief  Justice. 
You  are,  I  think,  assur'd  I  love  you  not. 

Ch,  Just,  I  am  assured,  if  I  be  measured  rightly, 
Your  majesty  hath  no  just  cause  to  hate  me. 

Kiiig.  Noi 
How  might  a  prince  of  my  great  hopes  forget 
So  great  indignities  you  laid  upon  me  ? 
What !  rate,  rebuke,  and  roughly  send  to  prison 
The  immediate  heir  of  England !  Was  this  easy'  ? 
May  this  be  wash'd  in  Lethe,  and  forgotten  ? 

Ch.  Just.  I  then  did  use  the  person  of  your  father ; 
The  image  of  his  power  lay  then  in  me : 
And,  in  the  administration  of  his  law, 
Whiles  1  was  busy  for  the  commonwealth, 
Your  highness  pleased  to  forget  my  place. 
The  majesty  and  power  of  law  and  justice, 

2 not  the  Turkiih  court ;]     Not  the  court  where  the  prince 

that  mounts  the  throne  puts  his  brothers  to  death. 

'  Wat  this  easy  ?]     That  is,  was  thb  not  grievous  ?    Shak- 

speare  has  easy  in  this  sense  elsewhere.    Johnson. 
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The  image  of  the  king  whom  I  presented. 

And  struck  me  in  my  very  seat  of  judgment ; 

Whereon,  as  an  offender  to  your  &tiier, 

I  gaye  bold  way  to  my  authority, 

And  did  commit  yoiL     If  the  deed  were  ill. 

Be  you  contented,  wearing  now  the  garland, 

To  have  a  son  set  your  decrees  at  nought ; 

To  pluck  down  justice  from  your  awfiil  bench ; 

To  trip  the  course  of  law  *y  and  blimt  the  sword 

That  guards  the  peace  and  safety  of  your  person : 

Nay,  more ;  to  spum^at  your  most  royal  image, 

And  mock  your  workings  in  a  second  body  *. 

Question  your  royal  thoughts,  make  the  case  yours ; 

Be  now  the  &ther,  and  propose  a  son '  : 

Hear  your  own  dignity  so  much  pro&n'd, 

See  your  most  dreadful  laws  so  loosely  slighted, 

Behold  yourself  so  by  a  son  disdain'd ; 

And  then  imagine  me  taking  your  part, 

And,  in  your  power,  soft  silencing  your  son: 

After  this  cold  considerance,  sentence  me ; 

And,  as  you  are  a  king,  speak  in  your  state ', 

What  I  have  done,  that  misbecame  my  place, 

My  person,  or  my  liege's  sovereignty. 

King,  You  are  right,  justice,  and  you  weigh  this 
well; 
Therefore  still  bear  the  balance,  and  the  sword : 
And  I  do  wish  your  honours  may  increase, 
Till  you  do  live  to  see  a  son  of  mine 
Offend  you,  and  obey  you,  as  I  did. 


^  7\>  trip  the  course  of  law,]  To  defeat  the  process  of  justice  ;  a 
metaphor  taken  firom  the  act  of  tripping  a  runner. 

*  And  mock  your  workmgi  in  a  second  body,]  To  treat  with  con- 
tempt joor  acts  executed  by  a  representative. 

* •  and  propose  a  ton :]  i.  e.  image  to  yourself  a  son,  contrive 

for  a  moment  to  think  you  have  one. 

' m  your  state,]     In  your  regal  character  and  office,  not 

with  the  passion  of  a  man  interested,  but  with  the  impartiality  of  a 
legislator.    Johnson. 
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So  sliall  I  live  to  speak  my  Other's  words ; — 

Happy  am  /,  thai  have  a  ma/a  so  held, 

That  dares  do  justice  on  my  proper  son : 

And  not  less  happy,  having  such  a  son, 

That  would  deliver  vp  his  greatness  so 

Into  the  hands  of  justice. — ^You  did  commit  me  : 

For  which,  I  do  commit  into  your  hand 

The  unstained  sword  that  you  have  us'd  to  bear ; 

With  this  remembrance  *, — ^That  you  use  the  same 

With  the  like  bold,  just,  and  impartial  spirit, 

As  you  have  done  'gainst  ma     Thwe  is  my  hand ; 

You  shall  be  as  a  fother  to  my  youth : 

My  voice  shall  sound  as  you  do  prompt  mine  ear ; 

And  I  will  stoop  and  humble  my  intents 

To  your  well  practised,  wise  directions. 

And,  princes  all,  believe  me,  I  beseech  you ; — 
My  fother  is  gone  wild  •  into  his  grave. 
For  in  his  tomb  lie  my  affections ; 
And  with  his  spirit  sadly  I  survive  *, 
To  mock  the  expectation  of  the  world ; 
To  frustrate  prophecies ;  and  to  raze  out 
Rotten  opinion,  who  hath  writ  me  down 
After  my  seeming.     The  tide  of  blood  in  me 
Hath  proudly  flow'd  in  vanity,  till  now : 
Now  doth  it  turn,  and  ebb  back  to  the  sea ; 
Where  it  shall  mingle  with  the  state  of  floods ', 
And  flow  henceforth  in  formal  majesty. 
Now  call  we  our  high  court  of  parliament : 
And  let  us  choose  such  limbs  of  noble  counsel. 


'^ remembrance,]     That  is,  admonition. 

'  My  father  is  gone  wild  —]  The  meaning  is — My  wiid  dis- 
positions having  ceased  on  my  fathei^s  death,  and  being  now  as  it 
were  buried  in  hb  tomb,  he  and  wildness  are  interred  in  the  same 
grave. 

^  with  hit  spirit  sadly  /  mrche^    Sadfy  is  the  same  as 

soberly,  seriously,  gravely.    Sad  is  opposed  to  wild.    Johnson. 

*  the  state  of  Jioods,]  i.  e.  dignity  of  floods,  or  of  the 

ocean. 
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That  the  great  body  of  our  state  may  go 
In  equal  rank  with  the  best  govem'd  nation ; 
That  war,  or  peace,  or  both  at  once,  may  be 
As  things  acquainted  and  &miliar  to  us ;— - 
In  which  you,  &ther,  shall  have  foremost  hand. 

[To  the  Lord  Chief  Justice. 
Our  coronation  done,  we  will  accite. 
As  I  brfore  remembered,  all  our  state ; 
And  (Grod  consigning  to  my  good  intents,) 
No  prince,  nor  peer,  shall  have  just  cause  to  say, — 
Heayen  shorten  Harr/s  happy  life  one  day.       [Eweu/nt. 


SCENE  III. 
Glostershire.     The  Garden  (/ShalloVs  House. 

Enter  Falstafp,  Shallow,  Silence,  Bardolph,  the  Page, 
and  Davy. 

Shal.  Nay,  you  shall  see  mine  orchard:  where,  in 
an  arbour,  we  will  eat  a  last  year's  pippin  of  my  own 
graflSng,  with  a  dish  of  carraways,  and  so  forth ; — come, 
cousin  Silence ; — and  then  to  bed. 

Fai.  Tore  Gkni,  you  have  here  a  goodly  dwelling, 
and  a  rich. 

Shal  Barren,  barren,  barren;  beggars  all,  beggars 
all,  sir  John : — marry,  good  air. — Spread,  Davy ;  spread, 
Davy ;  Well  said,  Davy. 

Fal  This  Davy  serves  you  for  good  uses ;  he  is  your 
serving-man,  and  your  husbandman. 

Shal  A  good  varlet,  a  good  varlet,  a  very  good  var- 
let,  sir  John. — ^By  the  mass,  I  have  drunk  too  much 

sack  at  supper: ^A  good  varlet.     Now  sit  down,  now 

sit  down : — come,  cousin. 

8%L  Ah,  sirrah !  quoth-a, — we  shall 

Do  nothing  hut  eai,  a/nd  make  good  cheer,       [Singing. 

And  praise  heaven  for  the  merry  year  ; 
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Whenfleak  is  cheap  and/emaies  dear*. 

And  lusty  lads  roam  here  and  there^ 
So  merrily  y 
And  ever  among  so  merrily. 

FaJL  There's  a  merry  heart! — Good  master  Silence, 
I'll  give  you  a  health  for  that  anon. 

ShaL  Give  master  Bardolph  some  wine,  Davy. 

Davy,  Sweet   sir,    sit;    [seating  Babdolph   and  the 
Page  at  another  table,']     I'll  be  with  you  anon : — ^most 

sweet  sir,  sit. Master  page,  good  master  page,  sit : 

pro£GU^  * !  What  you  want  in  meat,  we'll  have  in  drink. 
But  you  must  bear ;  The  heart's  all  *.  [Exit. 

8hal  Be  merry,  master  Bardolph; — and  my  little 
soldier  there,  be  merry. 

Sil.  Be  merry,  be  merry,  my  mfe's  asallf;  [Singing. 

For  women  are  shrews,  both  short  and  taU  : 

'Tis  merry  in  hali,  when  beards  wag  aU, 
And  welcome  merry  shrove-tide. 

Be  merry,  be  merry,  &c. 

Fai.  I  did  not  think  master  Silence  had  been  a  man 
of  this  mettle. 

SU,  Who  I  ?    I  have  been  merry  twice  and  once,  ere 
now. 

Re-enter  Davy. 

Davy.  There  is  a  dish  of  leather-coats  •  for  you. 

[Setting  them  before  Babdolph. 

• and  fcmalet  dear,  &c.]     This  very  natural  character  of 

Justice  Silence  is  not  sufficiently  observed.  He  would  scarcely 
speak  a  word  before,  and  now  there  is  no  possibility  of  stopping  his 
mouth. 

*  prof  ace  I]     Italian  from  profaccia;  a  cant  term  in  Italy, 

that  is,  much  good  may  it  do  you. 

*  l^e  heart's  all,]     That  is,  the  intention  i^^ith  which  the 

entertainment  b  given.  The  humour  consists  in  making  Davy  act 
as  master  of  the  house.    Johnson. 

f  **  wife  has  all  f— Malone. 

*  — i^ —  leather^coatt  — ]     The  apple  commonly  denominated  rus- 
setine,  in  Devonshire,  b  called  the  buff-coat. 
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ShctL  Davy, — 

Davy,  Your  worship  ?  Ill  be  with  you  straight. 
[To  Babd.] — ^A  cup  of  wine,  sir  ? 

SiL  A  cup  of  wine,  that^s  brisk  and  fine, 

And  drink  unto  the  leman  mine  ;  [Singing. 

And  a  merry  heart  Uvea  hng-a^ 

FaJL  Well  said,  master  Silence. 

SU,  And  we  shall  be  merry; — now  comes  in  the 
sweet  of  the  night. 

Fal.  Health  and  long  life  to  you,  master  Silence. 

SiL  Fill  the  cup,  a/nd  let  it  com^; 

rU  pledge  you  a  mile  to  the  bottom. 

Shal  Honest  Bardolph,  welcome:  If  thou  wantest 
any .  thing,  and  wilt  not  call,  beshrew  thy  heart. — 
Welcome,  my  little  tiny  thief;  [to  the  Page;]  and 
welcome,  indeed,  too. — 111  drink  to  master  Bardolph, 
and  to  all  the  cavaleroes '  about  London. 

Davy.  I  hope  to  see  London  once  ere  I  die. 

Bard.  An  I  might  see  you  there,  Davy, — 

Shal.  By  the  mass,  you'll  crack  a  quart  together. 
Ha !  will  you  not,  master  Bardolph  ? 

Bard.  Yes,  sir,  in  a  pottle  pot. 

Shal.  I  thank  thee  :  —  The  knave  will  stick  by 
thee,  I  can  assure  thee  that :  he  will  not  out ;  he  is  true 
bred. 

Bard.  And  I'll  stick  by  him,  sir. 

Shal  Why,  there  spoke  a  king.  Lack  nothing :  be 
meny.  [Knocking  heard.]  Look  who's  at  door  there : 
Ho !  who  knocks  ?  [Exit  Davy. 

Fal.  Why,  now  you  have  done  me  right. 

[To  Silence,  who  drinks  a  bwmper. 


'  cavaleroes  — ]      This    was   the  term  by  which  an  airy, 

splendid,  irregular  fellow  was  distinguished.  The  soldiers  of  king 
Charles  were  called  cavaliers  from  the  gaiety  which  they  affected  in 
opposition  to  the  sour  faction  of  the  parliament. 
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SiL  Do  me  rightly  [Singing. 

And  dub  me  knight*  : 
Samvngo\ 
Is't  not  so  ? 

Fal.  'Tifl  so. 

SiL  Is't  so?  Why,  then  say,  an  old  man  can  do 
somewhat 

Re-enter  Davy. 

Davy.  An  it  please  your  worship,  there's  one  Pistol 
come  from  the  court  with  news. 
Fed.  Prom  the  court,  let  him  come  in. — 

Enter  Pistol. 

How  now,  Pistol  ? 

Pist.  Gtod  save  you,  sir  John  ! 

Fal.  What  wind  blew  you  hither,  Pistol  ? 

PisL  Not  the  ill  wind  which  blows  no  man  to  good — 
Sweet  knight,  thou  art  now  one  of  the  greatest  men  in 
the  realm. 

SU.  Bj't  lady,  I  think  'a  be ;  but  goodman  Puff  of 
Barson  *. 

^  Do  me  right,]  To  do  a  man  rtght,  and  to  do  Mm  reason^ 
were  formerly  the  usual  expressions  in  pledging  healths.  He  who 
drank  a  bumper,  expected  that  a  bumper  should  be  drank  to  his 
toast. 

'  And  dub  me  knight :]  It  was  the  custom  of  the  good  feUows  of 
Shak8peare*s  days  to  drink  a  very  large  drau^t  of  wine,  and  some- 
times a  less  palatable  potation,  on  theit  hneet,  to  the  health  of  their 
mistress.  He  who  performed  this  exploit  was  dubb'd  a  hmght  for 
the  evening. 

'  Sammgo.]  SammgOf  that  is,  San  Domingo,  as  some  of  the  com- 
mentators have  rightly  observed.  But  what  is  the  meaning  and 
propriety  of  the  name  here,  has  not  yet  been  shown. 

'  but  goodman  Puff  of  Barson.]     A  little  before,  William 

Visor  of  Woucot  is  mentioned.  Woodmancot  and  Barton  (says 
Mr.  Edward's  MSS.),  which  I  suppose  are  these  two  places,  and 
are  represented  to  be  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Justice  Shallow, 
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PisL  Puff? 
Puff  in  thy  teeth,  most  recreant  coward  base ! — 
Sir  John,  I  am  thy  Pistol,  and  thy  friend. 
And  helter-skelter  have  I  rode  to  thee  ; 
And  tidings  do  I  bring,  and  lucky  joys, 
And  golden  times,  and  happy  news  of  price 

FaL  I  pr'ythee  now,  deliver  them  like  a  man  of  this 
world. 

PisL  A  foutra  for  the  world,  and  worldlings  base  I 
I  speak  of  Africa,  and  golden  joys. 

Fal  0  base  Assyrian  knight,  what  is  thy  news? 
Let  king  Cophetua  know  the  truth  thereof. 

SiL  And  Robin  Hood,  Scarlet,  and  John,  [Sings. 

PisL  ShaD  dunghill  curs  confront  the  Helicons  ? 
And  shall  good  news  be  baffled  ? 
Then,  Pistol,  lay  thy  head  in  Furies'  lap. 

ShaL  Honest  gentleman,  I  know  not  your  breeding. 

PisL  Why  then,  lament  therefora 

Shai.  Give  me  pardon,  sir; — ^If,  sir,  you  come  with 
news  from  the  court,  I  take  it,  there  is  but  two  ways ; 
either  to  utter  them,  or  to  conceal  them.  I  am,  sir, 
under  the  king,  in  some  authority. 

Pist.  Under  which  king,  Bezonian  *  ?  speak,  or  dia 

Shal  Under  king  Harry. 

PisL  Harry  the  fourth  ?  or  fifth  ? 

Shal  Harry  the  fourtL 

PtsL  A  foutra  for  thine  office ! — 

Sir  John,  thy  tender  lambkin  now  is  king  ; 
Hany  the  fifth's  the  man.     I  speak  the  truth  : 


ire  both  of  them  in  Berkeley  hundred  in  Glostershire.  This,  I 
imagine,  was  done  to  disguise  the  satire  a  little  :  for  sir  Thomas 
Lucy,  who,  by  the  coat  of  arms  be  bears,  must  be  the  real  Justice 
ShaUow,  lived  at  Charlecot,  near  Stratford,  in  Warwickshire. 

StEEV£N8. 

* Bezonian  ?]     A  term  of  reproach,  frequent  in  the  writers 

contemporary  with  our  poet.  Biiognosot  a  needy  person  ;  thence 
metaphorically,  a  base  scoundrel. 
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When  Pistol  lies,  do  this  ;  and  fig  me,  like 
The  bragging  Spaniard  *. 

¥(3k  What !  is  the  old  king  dead? 

Pwfc  As  nail  in  door  • :  the  things  I  speak,  are  just 

FaL  Away,  Bardolph ;  saddle  my  horse. — Master 
Robert  ShaDow,  choose  what  office  thou  wilt  in  the 
land,  'tis  thine. — Pistol,  I  will  double-charge  thee  with 
dignities. 

Bard.  0  joyful  day ! — I  would  not  take  a  knight- 
hood for  my  fortune. 

Pwfc  What  ?    I  do  bring  good  news  ? 

Fal,  Carry  master  Silence  to  bed. — Master  Shallow, 
my  lord  Shallow,  be  what  thou  wilt,  I  am  fortune's 
steward.  Gtet  on  thy  boots :  well  ride  all  night : — 0 
sweet  Pistol :  —  Away,  Bardolph.  \Eicit  Bard.]  — 
Come,  Pistol,  utter  more  to  me ;  and,  withal,  devise 
something  to  do  thyself  good.  —  Boot,  boot,  master 
Shallow :  I  know,  the  young  king  is  sick  for  me.  Let 
us  take  any  man's  horses ;  the  laws  of  England  are  at 
my  commandment.  Happy  are  they  which  have  been 
my  friends :  and  woe  to  my  lord  chief  justice ! 

TisL  Let  vultures  vile  seize  on  his  lungs  also ! 
Where  is  the  life  that  late  I  led,  say  they : 
Why,  here  it  is ;  Welcome  these  pleasant  days.  [Exetmt 


fig  me,  Gke 


The  bragging  Spaniard,]  To  Jig,  in  Spanish,  Mgas  dor,  is  to 
insult  by  putting  the  thumb  between  the  fore  and  middle  finger. 
From  this  Spanish  custom  we  yet  say  in  contempt,  "  a  fig  for  you." 
Johnson. 
ft  Fal.  What!  is  the  old  king  dead  f 
Fist.  As  nail  in  door  :]  Thb  proverbial  expression  is  oftener 
used  than  understood.  The  door  nail  is  the  nml  on  which  in  ancient 
doors  the  knocker  strikes.  It  is  therefore  used  as  a  comparison  to 
any  one  irrecoverably  dead,  one  who  has  fallen  (as  Virgil  says) 
muM  morte,  i.  e.  with  abundant  death,  such  as  reiteration  of  strokes 
on  the  head  would  naturally  produce. 
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SCENE  IV. 

London.    A  Street 

Enier  Beadles,  dragging  in  Hostess  Quicklt,  and  Doll 
Tbab-shebt, 

East  No,  thou  arrant  knave ;  I  would  I  might  die, 
that  I  might  have  thee  hanged ;  thou  hast  drawn  mj 
shoulder  out  of  joint. 

1  Bead.  The  constables  have  delivered  her  over  to 
me :  and  she  shall  have  whipping-cheer  enough,  I  war- 
rant her ;  there  hath  been  a  man  or  two  lately  killed 
about  her. 

DoL  Nut-hook,  nut-hook •,  you  lia  Come  on;  I'll 
tell  thee  what,  thou  damned  tripe-visaged  rascal ;  an 
the  child  I  now  go  with,  do  miscarry,  thou  hadst  better 
thou  hadst  struck  thy  mother,  thou  paper-fiswed  villain. 

Host.  0  the  Lord,  that  sir  John  were  come !  he  would 
make  this  a  bloody  day  to  somebody.  But  I  pray  God 
the  fruit  of  her  womb  miscarry ! 

1  Bead.  K  it  do,  you  shall  have  a  dozen  of  cushions' 
again  ;  you  have  but  eleven  now.  Come,  I  charge  you 
both  go  vrith  me ;  for  the  man  is  dead,  that  you  and 
Pistol  beat  among  you. 

DoL  m  tell  thee  what,  thou  thin  man  in  a  censer*! 
I  will  have  you  as  soundly  swinged  for  this,  you  blue- 
bottle rogue*!  you  filthy  famished  correctioner :  if  you 
be  not  swinged,  111  forswear  half-kirtles*. 

*  Kvi^hookt  &c.]  Nvi-'hooh  9%em&  to  have  been  in  those  times  a 
term  of  reproach  for  a  catchpoll ;  or,  as  some  think,  a  cant  word  for 
a  thieC  or  rogue. 

' a  doxen  ofaukioni '— ]     That  is,  to  stuff  her  out  that  she 

might  counterfeit  pregnancy. 

'  — —  thou  tkm  man  in  a  censer !]  An  embossed  figure  in  the 
middle  of  the  pierced  convex  lid  of  the  censer, 

' bUi^-hottle  rogue  I]      A  name,  I  suppose,  given  to  the 

'beadle,  from  the  colour  of  his  livery  ;  and  an  allusion  to  the  flesh-fly 
8o  called. 

>  half-hrUet.]     From  the  description  of  a  kirtle  given  by 

VOL  V.  I 
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1  Bead,  Come,  come,  you  she  knight-errant,  come. 

Host,  0,  that  right  should  thus  overcome  might! 

ell ;  of  sufferance  comes  ease. 

DoL  Come,  you  rogue,  come ;  bring  me  to  a  justice. 

Host.  Ay ;  come,  you  starved  blood-hound. 

DoL  Goodman  death  !  goodman  bones  ! 

Host,  Thou  atomy  thou ! 

Dol,  Come,  you  thin  thing ;  come,  you  rascal ! 

1  Bead,  Very  well.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  V. 

A  puMick  Place  near  Westminster  Abbey. 

Ervter  tvx)  Grooms,  strewing  Rushes. 

1  Oroom.  More  rushes,  more  rushes*. 

2  Oroom.  The  trumpets  have  sounded  twice. 

I  Oroom.  It  will  be  two  o'clock  ere  they  come  from 
e  coronation  :  Despatch,  despatch.      [Exeunt  Grooms. 

Uer  Palstafp,  Shallow,  Pistol,  Bardolph,  and  the 
Page. 

Fai.  Stand  here  by  me,  master  Robert  Shallow ;   I 

II  make  the  king  do  you  grace  :  I  will  leer  upon  him, 
'a  comes  by  ;  and  do  but  mark  the  countenance  that 
will  give  me. 

Pist.  God  bless  thy  lungs,  good  night. 


I  commentators,  a  balf-kirtle  should  seem  to  be  a  short  doak. 
rhaps  a  cloak,  without  sleeves,  was  here  meant. 
'  More  ruthest  &c.]  It  has  been  already  observed,  that  at  cere- 
nial  entertainments,  it  was  the  custom  to  strew  the  floor  with 
hes.  Chambers,  and  indeed  all  apartments  usually  inhabited, 
re  fonnerly  strewed  in  this  manner.  As  our  ancestors  rarely 
ihed  their  floors,  disguises  of  uncleanliness  became  necessary 
ags. 
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FaL  Come  here,  Pistol ;  stand  behind  me. — 0,  if  I 
had  had  time  to  have  made  new  liveries,  I  would  have 
bestowed  the  thousand  pound  I  borrowed  of  yoa  [To 
Shallow.]  But  'tis  no  matter ;  this  poor  show  doth 
better :  this  doth  infer  the  zeal  I  had  to  see  him. 

Shal.  It  doth  so. 

Fal,  It  shows  m J  earnestness  of  affection. 

Shal.  It  doth  so. 

FaL  TilLj  devotion. 

Shal.  It  doth,  it  doth,  it  doth. 

FaL  As  it  were,  to  ride  day  and  night ;  and  not  to 
deliberate,  not  to  remember,  not  to  have  patience  to 
shift  me. 

ShaL  It  is  most  certain. 

FaL  But  to  stand  stained  with  travel,  and  sweating 
with  desire  to  see  him :  thinking  of  nothing  else ;  put- 
ting all  afeirs  else  in  oblivion ;  as  if  there  were  nothing 
else  to  be  done,  but  to  see  him. 

Pist.  Tis  semper  idem,  for  absque  hoc  nihil  est :  'Tis 
aU  in  every  part*. 

ShaL  'Tis  so,  indeed. 

PisL  My  knight,  I  will  inflame  thy  noble  liver> 
And  make  thae  rage. 

Thy  Doll,  and  Helen  of  thy  noble  thoughts, 
Is  in  base  durance,  and  contagious  prison  ; 
Haul'd  thither 

By  most  mechanical  and  dirty  hand : — 
Rouze  up  revenge  from  ebon  den  with  feU  Alecto's 

snake. 
For  DoU  is  in  ;  Pistol  speaks  nought  but  truth. 

Fal.  I  will  deliver  her. 

[Shovts  within,  and  the  trumpets  sound. 

Pist.  There    roar'd    the    sea,    and    trumpet-clangor 
sounds. 

• *Ti»  aU  m  every  part.]    The  sentence  alluded  to  is : 

"  *Ti8  all  in  all,  and  all  in  every  part." 
And  so  doubtless  it  should  be  read.   'Tis  a  common  way  of  express- 
ing one's  approbation  of  a  right  measure  to  say,  'tis  all  m  all. 

I2 
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116  SECOND  PART  OF  Act  V. 


Enter  the  King  and  his  Train,  the  Chief  Justice  among 

them. 

Fed.  God  save  thy  grace,  king  Hal !  my  royal  Hal ! 

Pist.  The  heavens  thee  guard  and  keep,  most  royal 
imp  of  fame*! 

Fal.  God  save  thee,  my  sweet  boy ! 

King.  My  lord  chief  justice,  speak  to  that  vain  man. 

Ch,  JvM,  Have  you  your  wits  ?   know  you  what  'tis 
you  speak  ? 

Fal.  My  king !  my  Jove !   I  speak  to  thee,  my  heart ! 

King.  I  know  thee  not,  old  man :  Fall  to  thy  prayers  ; 
How  ill  white  hairs  become  a  fool,  and  jester! 
1  have  long  dream'd  of  such  a  kind  of  man, 
So  surfeit-swell'd,  so  old,  and  so  profene*; 
But,  being  awake,  I  do  despise  my  dream. 
Make  less  thy  body,  hence*,  and  more  thy  grace ; 
Leave  gormandizing ;  know,  the  grave  doth  gape 
For  thee  thrice  wider  than  for  other  men : — 
Reply  not  to  me  with  a  fool-bom  jest ; 
Presume  not,  that  I  am  the  thing  I  was : 
For  heaven  doth  know,  so  shall  the  world  perceive, 
That  I  have  tum'd  away  my  former  self ; 
So  will  I  those  that  kept  me  company. 
When  thou  dost  hear  I  am  as  I  have  been, 
Approach  me ;  and  thou  shalt  be  as  thou  wast, 
The  tutor  and  the  feeder  of  my  riots : 
Till  then,  I  banish  thee,  on  pain  of  death, — 
As  I  have  done  the  rest  of  my  misleaders, — 
Not  to  come  near  our  person  by  ten  mile'. 

*  most  royal  imp  of  fame !]    The  word  imp  is  perpetually 

used  by  ancient  writers,  for  progeny. 

• profane ;]    In  our  author  it  often  signifies  love  of  talk, 

without  the  particular  idea  now  given  it. 

* hencey'\  i.  e.  henceforward,  from  this  time,  in  the  future. 

7  Not  to  come  near  our  person  by  ten  mile.]  Mr.  Rowe  observes, 
that  many  readers  lament  to  see  FalstaiFso  hardly  used  by  his  old 
friend.     But  if  it  be  considered,  that  the  fat  knight  has  never 
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For  oompeteuce  of  life,  I  will  allow  you, 
That  lack  of  means  enforce  you  not  to  evil : 
And,  as  we  hear  you  do  reform  yourselves, 
We  will, — ^according  to  your  strength,  and  qualities, — 
Give  you  advancement — Be  it  your  charge,  my  lord. 
To  see  perform'd  the  tenor  of  our  word. — 
Set  on.  [Exeunt  King,  and  his  Train. 

FaL  Master  Shallow,  I  owe  you  a  thousand  pound 
ShaL  Ay,  marry,  sir  John ;  which  I  beseech  you  to 
let  me  have  home  with  me. 

Fai.  That  can  hardly  be,  master  Shallow.     Do  not 
you  grieve  at  this ;  I  shall  be  sent  for  in  private  to  him : 


ottered  one  seDtiment  of  generosity,  and  with  all  his  power  of 
exciting  mirth,  has  nothing  in  him  that  can  be  esteemed,  no  great 
pain  will  be  suffered  from  the  reflection  that  he  is  compelled  to 
Kve  honestly,  and  maintained  by  the  king,  with  a  promise  of  ad- 
Tancement  when  he  shall  deserve  it. 

I  think  the  poet  more  blameable  for  Poins,  who  b  always 
represented  as  joining  some  virtues  with  his  vices,  and  is  therefore 
treated  by  the  prince  with  apparent  distinction,  yet  he  does 
nothing  in  the  time  of  action  :  and  though  afler  the  bustle  is  over, 
he  is  again  a  &vourite,  at  last  vanishes  without  notice.  Shakspearc 
certainly  lost  him  by  heedlessness,  in  the  multiplicity  of  his 
characters,  the  variety  of  his  action,  and  his  eagerness  to  end  the 
play.    Johnson. 

This  circumstance  was  originally  mentioned  by  Hall,  and  U  . 
thus  recorded  by  Holinshed,  who  was  certainly  Shakspeare's  his- 
torian :  **  Immediately  after  that  he  was  invested  kyng,  and  had 
receyved  the  crowne,  he  determined  with  himsolfe  to  putte  upon 
him  the  shape  of  a  new  man,  turning  insolence  and  wildness  into 
gravitie  and  sobemesse :  and  whereas  he  had  passed  his  youth  in 
wanton  pastime  and  riotous  misorder,  with  a  sorte  of  misgoverned 
mates,  and  unthriftie  playfeers,  he  now  banished  them  from  his 
presence,  (not  unrewarded  nor  yet  unpreferred,)  inhibUmg  them 
upon  a  great  payne,  not  once  to  approcke,  lodge,  or  tojoume  within 
ten  miles  of  his  courte  or  mansion :  and  in  their  places  he  elected 
and  chose  men  of  gravitie,  witte,  and  hygh  policie,  by  whose  wbe 
Goontell  he  might  at  all  times  rule  to  his  honoure: — whereas  \{ 
be  should  have  reteined  the  other  lustie  companions  aboute  him, 
he  doubted  least  they  might  have  allured  him  into  such  lewde  and 
lighte  partes,  as  with  them  before  tyme  he  had  youthfully  used.** 
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look  you,  he  must  seem  thus  to  the  woiid.  Pear  not 
your  advancement ;  I  will  be  the  man  yet,  that  shall 
make  you  great. 

8hal.  I  cannot  perceive  how  ;  unless  you  give  me  your 
doublet,  and  stuff  me  out  with  straw.  I  beseech  you, 
good  sir  John,  let  me  have  five  hundred  of  my  thousand. 

Fal.  Sir,  I  will  be  as  good  as  my  word :  this  that  you 
heard,  was  but  a  colour. 

Shai.  A  colour,  I  fear,  that  you  wiU  die  in,  sir  John. 

Fai.  Fear  no  colours ;  go  with  me  to  dinner.  Come, 
lieutenant  Pistol ; — come,  Bardolph : — I  shall  be  sent 
for  soon  at  night. 

Re-enter  Prince  John,  the  Chief  Justice,  Officers,  <tc, 

Ch.  Just.  Go,  carry  sir  John  Falstaff  to  the  Fleet'; 
Take  all  his  company  along  with  him. 

Fal.  TAj  lord,  my  lord, 

Ch.  Just.  I  cannot  now  speak :  I  will  hear  you  soon. 
Take  them  away. 

Pist  Si/ortv/na  me  tonnenta,  spero  me  contenta. 

[Escewnt  Fal.  Shal.  Pist.  Babd.  Page, 
and  Officers. 

P.  Jolm.  I  like  this  fisdr  proceeding  of  the  king's : 
He  hath  intent,  his  wonted  followers 
Shall  all  be  very  well  provided  for ; 
But  all  are  banish'd,  till  their  conversations 
Appear  more  wise  and  modest  to  the  world. 

Ch  Just.  And  so  they  are. 

P.  John.  The  king  hath  call'd  his  parliament,  my  lord. 

Ch.  Just.  He  hath. 

> to  the  Fleet;]     I  do  not  see  why  Falstaff  is  carried  to  the 

Fleet.  We  have  never  lost  sight  of  him  nnce  his  tUsmission  from 
the  king ;  he  has  committed  no  new  fault,  and  therefore  incurred 
no  punishment ;  but  the  different  agitations  of  fear,  anger,  and 
surprise  in  him  and  hb  company,  made  a  good  scene  to  the  eye  ; 
and  our  author,  who  wanted  them  no  longer  on  the  stage,  was  glad 
to  find  this  method  of  sweeping  them  away.    Johnson. 
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P.  John,  I  will  lay  odds, — that,  ere  this  year  expire, 
We  bear  our  civil  swords,  and  native  fire, 
As  far  as  France  :  I  heard  a  bird  so  sing. 
Whose  musick,  to  my  thinking,  pleased  the  king. 
Come,  will  you  hence  ?  [Exeunt  *. 

*  I  fimcy  every  reader,  when  he  ends  this  plaj,  cries  out  with 
Desdemona,  "O  most  lame  and  impotent  conclusion  T  As  this 
play  was  not,  to  our  knowledge,  divided  into  acts  by  the  author, 
I  could  be  content  to  conclude  it  with  the  death  of  Henry  the 
Fourth: 

"  In  that  Jierusalem  shall  Harry  die." 

These  scenes,  which  now  make  the  fifth  Act  of  Henry  the  Fourth 
might  then  be  the  first  of  Henry  the  FyVi ;  but  the  truth  is,  that 
they  do  not  unite  very  commodiously  to  either  play.  When  these 
plays  were  represented,  I  believe  they  ended  as  they  are  now 
ended  in  the  books  ;  but  Shakspeare  seems  to  have  designed  that 
the  whole  series  of  action,  from  the  banning  of  Richard  the  Second 
to  the  end  <if  Hemy  the  Fifth,  thou\d  be  considered  by  the  reader  as 
one  work,  upon  one  plan,  only  broken  into  parts  by  the  necessity  of 
exhibition. 

None  of  Shakspeare's  plays  are  more  read  than  the  First  and 
Second  Parts  of  Henry  the  Fourth,  Perhaps  no  author  has  ever, 
in  two  plays,  afforded  so  much  delight.  The  gpreat  events  are 
interesting,  for  the  fate  of  kingdoms  depends  upon  them ;  the 
slighter  occurrences  are  diverting,  and,  except  one  or  two,  suffi- 
ciently probable :  the  incidents  are  multiplied  with  wonderful 
fertility  of  invention,  and  the  characters  diversified  with  the  utmost 
nicety  of  discernment,  and  the  profoundest  skill  in  the  nature  of 
man. 

The  prince,  who  is  the  hero  both  of  the  comick  and  tragick  part, 
is  a  young  man  of  great  abilities  and  violent  passions,  whose  senti- 
ments are  right,  though  his  actions  are  wrong ;  whose  virtues  are 
obscured  by  negligence,  and  whose  understanding  is  dissipated  by 
levity.  In  his  idle  hours  he  is  rather  loose  than  wicked  ;  and  when 
the  occasion  forces  out  his  latent  qualities,  he  is  great  without 
effort,  and  brave  without  tumult.  The  trifler  is  roused  into  a  hero, 
and  the  hero  agun  reposes  in  the  trifler.  The  character  b  great, 
original,  and  just. 

Percy  b  a  rugged  soldier,  cholerick  and  quarrelsome,  and  has  only 
the  soldier's  virtues,  generosity  and  courage. 

But  Falstaff,  unimitated,  unimitable  Falstaff,  how  shall  I  describe 
thee  ?  thou  compound  of  sense  and  vice  ;  of  sense  which  may  be 
admired,  but  not  esteemed ;  of  vice  which  may  be  despised,  but 


Digitized  by 


Google 


120  SECOND  PART  OF  Act  V. 

hardly  detested.  FalstafF  is  a  character  loaded  with  fitults,  and 
with  those  faults  which  oaturallj  produce  contempt.  He  b  a  thief 
and  a  glutton,  a  coward  and  a  boaster,  always  ready  to  cheat  the 
weak,  and  prey  upon  the  poor  ;  to  terrify  the  timorous,  and  insult 
the  defenceless.  At  once  obsequious  and  malignant,  he  satirizes  in 
their  absence  those  whom  he  lives  by  flattering.  He  is  fiunitiar 
with  the  prince  only  as  an  agent  of  vice  ;  but  of  this  familiarity  he 
b  so  proud,  as  not  only  to  be  supercilious  and  haughty  with  common 
men,  but  to  think  his  interest  of  importance  to  the  duke  of  Lancaster. 
Yet  the  man  thus  corrupt,  thus  despicable,  makes  himself  necessary 
to  the  prince  that  desfuses  him,  by  the  most  pleasing  of  all  qualities, 
perpetual  gaiety,  by  an  unfiling  power  of  exciting  laughter,  which 
is  the  more  freely  indulged,  as  his  wit  is  not  of  the  splendid  or 
ambitious  kind,  but  consists  in  easy  scapes  and  sallies  of  levity, 
which  make  sport,  but  raise  no  envy.  It  must  be  observed,  that 
he  b  stained  with  no  enormous  or  sanguinary  crimes,  so  that  his 
licentiousness  b  not  so  offensive  but  that  it  may  be  borne  for  hb 
mirth. 

The  moral  to  be  drawn  from  thb  representation  is,  that  no  man 
b  more  dangerous  than  he  that,  with  a  will  to  corrupt,  hath  the 
power  to  please ;  and  that  neither  wit  nor  honesty  ought  to  think 
themselves  safe  with  such  a  companion,  when  they  see  Henry 
seduced  by  Fabtaff.    Johnson. 
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EPILOGUE". 


SPOKEN  BT   A  DANOEB. 


FIRST,  my  fear;  then,  my  cowrfsy ;  last,  my  speech. 
My  fear  is,  yowr  displeasure;  my  courtesy,  my  duty  ;  and 
my  speech,  to  beg  your  pardons.  If  you  look  for  a  good 
speech  now,  you  v/ndo  me :  for  what  I  have  to  say,  is  of 
mine  own  making  ;  and  what,  indeed,  I  should  say,  will, 
I  doubt,  prom  mine  own  marring.  But  to  the  purpose, 
and  so  to  the  venture. — Be  it  known  to  you,  (as  it  is  very 
well,)  I  was  lately  here  in  the  end  of  a  displeasing  play, 
to  pray  yowr  patience  for  it,  and  to  promise  you  a  better. 
I  did  mean,  indeed,  to  pay  you  with  this;  which,  if,  like 
an  m  venture,  it  come  unhickily  home,  I  break,  and  you, 
my  gentle  creditors,  lose.  Here,  I  promised  you,  I  would 
be,  a/nd  here  I  commit  my  body  to  your  mercies :  bate  me 
some,  and  I  wtUpay  you  some,  and,  as  most  debtors  do, 
promise  you  infinitdy. 

If  my  tongue  cannot  entreat  you  to  acquit  me,  will  you 
comma/nd  me  to  use  my  legs  f  cmd  yet  that  were  but  light 
payment, — to  dcmce  out  of  your  debt.  But  a  good  con- 
sdenoe  wiU  make  any  possiUe  satisfaction,  a/nd  so  will  I 
AU  the  gentlewomen  here  have  forgiven  me  * ;  if  the  gen- 
Uemen  wHi  not,  then  the  genUemen  do  not  agree  with  the 
gentlewomen,  which  was  never  seen  before  in  such  an 


One  word  m/ore,  I  beseech  you.  If  you  be  not  too  mudi 
cloyed  with  fat  meat,  owr  humble  author  wHl  continue  the 

'  This  epilogue  was  merely  occasional,  and  alludes  to  some 
theatrical  transaction.    Johnson. 

^  AU  the  gentlewomen,  &c.]  The  trick  of  influencing  one  part 
of  the  audience  by  the  &vour  of  the  other  has  been  played 
already  in  the  epilogue  to  As  you  Uke  it.    Johnson. 
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story  vnth  Sir  John  in  it,  and  make  you  merry  with  fair 
Katharine  of  France :  where,  for  any  thing  I  hiow, 
Falstaff  shaU  die  of  a  sweat,  vmless  already  he  be  killed 
with  your  hard  opinions;  for  Oldcasde  died  a  martyr, 
and  tiiis  is  not  the  man  \  My  tongue  is  weary  ;  when  my 
legs  are  too,  I  will  hid  you  good  night :  and  so  kneel 
down  before  you  ; — hut,  indeed,  to  pray  for  the  queen  *. 

t  where,  for   any    thing  I  hno'w,   Faktaff  shall  &  of  a 

sweaty  unleu  akeady  he  he  kiUed  with  your  bard  opinions;  Jor 
Oldcastle  died  a  martyr,  and  this  it  not  the  man.]  Shakqieare,  I 
think,  meant  to  say,  that  **  Falstaff  may  perhaps  die  of  hb  de- 
baucheries in  France,*— (having  mentioned  FaJstafF's  death,  he 
then,  with  his  usual  licence,  uses  the  word  in  a  metaphorical  sense, 
adding,)^**  unlets  he  be  already  killed  by  the  hard  and  unjust 
opinkms**  of  those  who  imagined  that  the  knight's  character  (like 
his  predecessor)  was  intended  as  a  ridicule  on  Sir  John  Oldcastle, 
the  good  Lord  Cobham.  This  our  author  disclaims,  reminding 
the  audience  that  there  can  be  no  ground  for  such  a  supposition. 
I  call  them  (says  he)  hard  and  unjust  opimoru,  "for  Sir  John 
Oldcastle  was  no  debauchee,  but  a  protestant  martyr,  and  our 
Falstaff  is  not  the  man ;"  i.  e.  is  no  representation  of  him,  has  no 
allusion  whatsoever  to  him. 

Shakspeare  seems  to  have  been  pained  by  some  report  that  his 
inimitable  character,  like  the  despicable  buffoon  of  the  old  play  of 
Henry  Y.  whose  dress  and  figure  resembled  that  of  Falstaff,  was 
meant  to  throw  an  imputation  on  the  memory  of  Lord  Cobham ; 
which,  in  the  reign  of  so  zealous  a  friend  in  the  Protestant  cause 
as  Elizabeth,  would  not  have  been  easily  pardoned  at  court.  Our 
author,  had  he  been  so  inclined,  (which  we  have  no  g^round  for 
supposing,)  was  much  too  wise  to  have  ever  directed  any  ridicule 
at  the  greUt  martyr  for  that  cause  which  was  so  warmly  espoused 
by  his  queen  and  patroness.  The  former  ridiculous  representations 
of  Sir  John  Oldcastle  on  the  stage  were  undoubtedly  produced  by 
papists,  and  probably  often  exhibited,  in  inferior  theatres,  to 
crowded  audiences,  between  the  years  1580  and  1590.     Malone. 

*  to  pray  for  the  queen,]     It  was  the  custom  of  the  old 

players,  at  the  end  of  the  performance,  to  pray  for  their  patrons. 

Almost  all  the  ancient  interludes  I  have  met  with  conclude 
with  some  solemn  prayer  for  the  king  or  queen,  house  of  commons, 
&c.  Hence,  perhaps,  the  Vivant  Rex  4*  Regma^  at  the  bottom  of 
our  modem  play-bills.     Stebvbnb. 
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This  play  was  writ  (as  appears  from  a  passage  in  the  chOTus  to 
the  fidh  Act)  at  the  time  of  the  eari  of  Essex's  commanding  the 
forces  in  Ireland  in  the  reign  of  queen  Elizabeth,  and  not  till  after 
Henry  the  Sixth  had  been  played,  as  may  be  seen  by  the  conclusion 
of  this  play.     Pope. 

The  transactions  comprised  in  this  historical  play  commence 
about  the  latter  end  of  the  first,  and  terminate  in  the  eighth  year 
of  thb  king's  reign :  when  he  married  Katharine  princess  of  France, 
and  closed  up  the  differences  betwixt  England  and  that  crown. 
Theobald. 

This  play,  in  the  quarto  edition,  1608,  is  styled  The  C%romcle 
Histary  of  Henry,  &c.  which  seems  to  have  been  the  title  anciently 
appropriated  to  all  Shakspeare's  historical  dramas.  So,  in  Tke 
Antipodes,  a  eomedy,  by  R.  Brome,  1638 : 

**  These  lads  can  act  the  emperors'  lives  all  over, 
*'  And  Shakspeare's  Chronicled  Histories  to  boot*" 

The  players  likewise,  in  the  folio  edition*  1628,  rank  these  pieces 
under  the  title  of  Histories, 

It  is  evident  that  a  play  on  this  subject  had  been  peHbrmed  be- 
fore the  year  1592.  Nash,  in  Pierce  Penmleu  his  Supp&catiom 
to  the  DefMy  dated  1592,  says,  "  What  a  glorious  thing  it  is  to 
have  Henry  the  Fifi  represented  on  the  stage,  leading  the  French 
king  prisoner,  and  forcing  both  him  and  the  Dolphin  to  sweare 
fealtie!" 

Perhaps  this  is  the  same  play  as  was  thus  entered  in  the  books 
of  the  Stationers'  Company:  <*Tho.  Strode]  May  2.  1594.  A 
booke  intituled  The  famous  Victories  of  Henry  the  Fift,  con^ 
takdng  the  honorable  Battle  of  AgincourtJ*  There  are  two  more 
entries  of  a  play  of  Henry  F.  viz.  between  1596  and  1615,  and 
one  August  14th,  1600.  I  have  two  copies  of  it  in  my  possession ; 
one  without  date,  (which  seems  much  the  elder  of  the  two,)  and 
another,  (apparently  printed  from  it,)  dated  1617.  though  printed 
by  Bernard  Abop,  (who  was  printer  of  the  other  edition,)  and 
sold  by  the  same  person,  and  at  the  same  place.  Alsop  appears 
to  have  been  a  printer  before  the  year  1600,  and  was  afterwards 
one  of  the  twenty  appointed  by  decree  of  the  Star-chamber  to 
print  for  this  kingdom.  I  believe,  however,  this  piece  to  have 
been  prior  to  that  of  Shakspeare  for  several  reasons.  First,  be- 
cause it  is  highly  probable  that  it  is  the  very  ** displeasing  play" 
alluded  to  in  the  epilogue  to  The  Second  Part  of  King  Henry  IF. 
-^Jor  Oldcastle  died  a  Martyr.  Oldcastle  is  the  FalstafF  of  the 
piece,  which  is  despicable,  and  full  of  ribaldry  and  impiety  from  the 
first  scene  to  the  last. — Secondly,  because  Shakspeare  seems  to  have 
taken  not  a  few  hints  from  it ;  for  it  comprehends,  in  some  measure, 
the  story  of  the  two  Parts  of  Henry  IF.  as  well  as  of  Henry  F. : 
and  no  ignorance,  I  think,  could  debase  the  gold  of  Shakspeare 
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into  soch  droM ;  though  no  chemistry  but  that  of  Shakspeare  conld 
exalt  tach  base  metal  into  gold. — When  the  Prince  of  Wales,  in 
Hemy  IF.  calls  Falstaff  wy  old  lad  of  the  Casile,  it  is  probably 
bat  a  sneering  allosion  to  the  deterred  fiite  which  this  performance 
met  with  ;  for  there  is  no  proof  that  our  poet  was  ever  obliged  to 
change  the  name  of  Oldcastle  into  that  of  Falstaff,  though  there 
is  an  absolute  certainty  that  thb  piece  must  haye  been  condemned 
by  any  audience  b^re  whom  it  was  ever  represented. — Lastly, 
because  it  appears  (as  Dr.  Fanner  has  observed)  from  the  Jestt  of 
the  famous  comedian  Tarlton,  4to.  1611,  that  he  had  been  par- 
ticularly celebrated  in  the  part  of  the  Clown  *,  in  Hemy  V, ;  and 
though  this  character  does  not  exist  in  our  play,  we  find  it  in  the 
other,  which,  for  the  reasons  already  enumerated,  I  suppose  to 
have  been  prior  to  this. 

This  anonymous  play  of  Henry  V,  is  neither  divided  into  Acts 
or  Scenes,  is  uncommonly  short,  and  has  all  the  appearance  of 
having  been  imperfectly  taken  down  during  the  representation. 
As  much  of  it  appears  to  have  been  omitted,  we  may  suppose  that 
the  author  did  not  think  it  convenient  for  his  reputation  to  publish 
a  more  ample  copy. 

Here  is,  indeed,  a  play,  called  Sbr  John  OldcasUtt  published  in 
1600,  with  the  name  of  Wil&am  Shakspeare  prefixed  to  it  The 
prologue  being  very  short,  I  shall  quote  it,  as  it  serves  to  prove 
that  a  former  piece,  in  which  the  character  of  Oldcastle  was  intro- 
duced, had  given  great  offence : 

'<  The  doubtful  title  (gentlemen)  prefixt 

**  Upon  the  argument  we  have  in  hand, 

"  May  breed  suspense,  and  wrongfully  disturfoe 

"  The  peaceful  quiet  of  your  settled  thoughts. 

"  To  stop  which  scruple,  let  this  breefe  suffice : 

'*  It  is  no  pamper' d  glutton  we  present, 

"  Nor  aged  councellour  to  youthfid  sinne ; 

"  But  one,  whose  vertue  shone  above  the  rest, , 

**  A  valiant  martyr,  and  a  vertuous  peere  ; 

"  In  whose  true  faith  and  loyalty  exprest 

**  Unto  his  soveraigne,  and  his  countries  weale, 

'*  We  strive  to  pay  that  tribute  of  our  love 

**  Your  favours  merit :  let  faire  truth  be  grac'd, 

"  Since  forg'd  invention  former  time  defac'd." 

Stsbvens. 

*  Mr.  Oldyt,  in  a  maniucript  note  in  his  copy  of  Langbaine,  Bsyi,  thtt 
Turleton  appeared  in  the  character  of  the  Judge  who  receives  the  box  on 
the  ear.  This  jadge  is  likewise  a  character  in  the  old  play.  I  may  add, 
on  the  authority  of  the  books  at  Stationers*  Hall,  that  Tarleton  published 
what  he  called  his  FareweU,  a  ballad,  in  Sept   1588.    Tn  Oct.  1589  was 
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The  |Hece  to  which  Nash  alludes  is  the  old  anonymous  play  of 
King  Henry  F.,  which  had  been  exhibited  before  the  year  1589 ; 
Tarlton,  the  comedian,  who  performed  in  it  both  the  parts  of  the 
chief  justice  and  the  clown,  having  died  in  that  year.  It  was 
entered  on  the  Stationers'  books  in  1594,  and,  I  believe,  printed 
Id  that  year,  though  I  have  not  met  with  a  copy  of  that  date. 
An  edition  of  it,  printed  in  1598,  was  in  the  valuable  collection  of 
Dr.  Wright. 

The  play  before  us  appears  to  have  been  written  in  the  middle 
of  the  year  1599. 

The  old  King  Henry  V.  may  be  found  among  Sue  old  Plays  on 
wkick  Shakspeare  founded,  &c.  printed  by  S.  Leacroft,  1778. 

Maloitx. 


entered,  "Tar)eton*6  Repentance^  and  his  Farewell  to  ku  Friends  mi  kb 
Sidmess  a  UUle  before  his  Death  ^  in  1590,  '*  Tarleton^s  Newes  out  of  Pwr- 
geione;**  «nd  in  th«  tame  year,  **A  pteammd  Dittp  Dialogme-wite  between 
TarleUm's  Oiost  and  Bobyn  Oood-fiUoweT    Stsbvsns. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


King  Hbkbt  the  Fifth. 

Dvke  of  QvyemsA,  )  „   ^,      ,  ,,    ... 

Dvke  o/Bbdfoed.  I  ^^'^*  *^  ^  ^»*^- 

Dtiite  (/ExBTBB,  {77ic2^  to  the  King, 

Duke  q/*  YoEK,  Cousin  to  the  King, 

t!arl8  q/*SALisBUBY,  Westmoreland,  and  Warwick. 

ArchbiAop  q/*  Canterbury. 

Bishop  of  Ely. 

JFario/ Cambridge,   1 

Zorrf  Scroop,  /  Conspirators  against  the  King. 

JSir  Thomas  Grey,     J 

Sir  Thomas  Erpinoham,  Gower,  Fluellen,  Mac- 
morris,  Jamy,  Oficers  in  King  Henry's  Army. 

Bates,  Court,  Williams,  Soldiers  in  the  same. 

Nym,  Bardolph,  Pistol,  formerly  Servants  to  Falstaff, 
now  Soldiers  in  the  same. 

Boy,  Servant  to  them.    A  Herald.    Chorus. 

Charles  Ihe  Siscth,  King  of  Franca 

Lewis,  ihe  Dauphin. 

Dukes  q/*  Burgundy,  Orleans,  and  Bourbon. 

The  Constable  q/*  France. 

Rambures,  and  Grandpree,  French  Lords. 

Governor  q/*Harfleur.    Mont  joy,  a  French  Herald. 

Ambassadors  to  the  King  q/* England. 

Isabel,  Queen  q/*  France. 
Katharine,  Daughter  of  Charles  and  Isabel. 
Alice,  a  Lady  attending  on  the  Princess  Katharine. 
Quickly,  Pistol's  Wife,  an  Hostess. 

Lords,  Ladies,  Officers,  French  and  English  Soldiers, 
Messengers,  and  Attendants. 

The  SCENE,  at  the  Beginning  of  the  Play,   lies  in 
England,  but  afterwards  wholly  in  France. 
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Enter  Chorus. 

0,  for  a  muse  of  fire,  that  would  ascend 
The  brightest  heaven  of  invention  * ! 
A  kingdom  for  a  stage,  princes  to  act, 
And  monarchs  to  behold  *  the  swelling  scene  ! 
Then  should  the  wariike  Hany,  like  himself, 
Assume  the  port  of  Mars  ;  and,  at  his  heels, 
Leash'd  in  like  hounds,  should  famine,  sword,  and  fire, 
Crouch  for  employment.     But  pardon,  gentles  all, 
The  flat  unraised  spirit,  that  hath  dar  d. 
On  this  imworthy  scaflbld,  to  bring  forth 
So  great  an  object :  Can  this  cockpit  hold 
The  vasty  fields  of  France  ?  or  may  we  cram 
Within  this  wooden  0  *,  the  very  casques  *, 
That  did  iiffiight  the  air  at  Agincourt  ? 
0,  pardon !  since  a  crooked  figure  may 
Attest,  in  little  place,  a  million ; 
And  let  us,  ciphers  to  this  great  accompt. 
On  your  imaginary  forces  *  work  : 
Suppose,  within  the  girdle  of  these  walls 

'  O,  far  a  muse  of  fire,  &c.]  This  goes,  says  Warburton,  npon 
the  notion  of  the  Peripatetic  system,  which  iifcagines  several  heavens 
one  above  another ;  the  last  and  highest  of  which  was  one  of  fire. 
It  alludes  likewise  to  the  aspiring  nature  of  fire,  which,  by  its 
levity,  at  the  separation  of  the  chaos,  took  the  highest  seat  of 
all  the  elements.  Johnson.  But  these  remarks  are  perhaps  too 
fanciful. 

'  ^—princes  to  act. 
And  monarchs  to  behold  — ]     Shakspeare  does  not  seem  to  set 
distance  enough  between  the  performers  and  spectators. 

'  Wiihm  this  wooden  O,]  An  allusion  to  the  theatre  where  this 
hktory  was  exhibited,  being,  from  its  circular  form,  called  The 
Globe. 

*  ^-^  the  very  casques,]     The  helmets. 

• imagjmary  forces  — "]    Imaginary  for  imagmati^t  or  your 

powers  of  fancy.    Active  and  passive  words  are  by  this  author 
frequently  confounded.    Johnson. 

VOL.  V.  K 
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130  CHORUS. 

Are  now  confin'd  two  mighty  monarchies, 

Whose  high  upreared  and  abutting  fronts 

The  perilous,  narrow  ocean  parts  asunder. 

Piece  out  our  imperfections  with  your  thoughts ; 

Into  a  thousand  parts  divide  one  man, 

And  make  imaginary  puissance  •  : 

Think,  when  we  talk  of  horses,  that  you  see  them 

Printing  their  proud  hoofs  i'the  receiving  earth : 

For  'tis  your  thoughts  that  now  must  deck  our  kings, 

Carry  them  here  and  there  ;  jumping  o'er  times ; 

Turning  the  accomplishment  of  many  years 

Into  an  hour-glass ;  For  the  which  supply. 

Admit  me  chorus  to  this  history  ; 

WTio,  prologue-like,  your  humble  patience  pray, 

fiently  to  hear,  kindly  to  judge,  our  play. 

'  And  make  tmagmary  puissance:]  Thb  shows  that  Shak- 
speare  was  fully  sensible  of  the  absurdity  of  showing  battles  on 
:he  theatre,  which,  indeed,  is  never  done,  but  tragedy  becomes 
farce.  Nothing  can  be  represented  to  the  eye,  but  by  something 
ike  it,  and  unthm  a  wooden  O  nothing  very  like  a  battle  can  be 
exhibited. 
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KING  HENRY  V. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  L — London.    An  Ante-Chamber  in  the 
King's  Palace. 

Enter  the  Archbishop  o/" Canterbury',  and  Bishop 
o/Ely'. 

Canterbwry. 

My  lord.  111  tell  you, — ^that  self  bill  is  urg'd, 
Which,  in  the  eleventh  year  o'the  last  king's  reign, 
Was  like,  and  had  indeed  against  us  pass'd, 
But  that  the  scambling  and  unquiet  time 
Did  push  it  out  of  fiirther  question. 

Ely.  But  how,  my  lord,  shall  we  resist  it  now  ? 

Cant,  It  must  be  thought  on.     If  it  pass  against  us. 
We  lose  the  better  half  of  our  possession  : 
For  all  the  temporal  lands,  which  men  devout 
By  testament  have  given  to  the  church, 
Would  they  strip  from  us ;  being  valued  thus, — 
As  much  as  would  maintain,  to  the  king's  honour, 
Full  fifteen  earls,  and  fifteen  hundred  knights  ; 
Six  thousand  and  two  hundred  good  esquires  ; 
And,  to  relief  of  lazars,  and  weak  age. 
Of  indigent  faint  souls,  past  corporal  toil, 

' of  Canterbury,]     Henry  Chicheley,  a  Carthusian   monk, 

recently  promoted  to  the  see  of  Canterbury. 

*  Ely.]    John  Fordbam,  consecrated  1388;  died  1426. 
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132  KING  HENRY  V.  Act  I. 

A  hundred  alma-houdes,  right  well  supplied  ; 

And  to  the  coffers  of  the  king  beside, 

A  thousand  pounds  by  the  year :  Thus  runs  the  bill. 

Ely.  This  would  drink  deep. 

Cant,  'Twould  drink  the  cup  and  all. 

Ely.  But  what  prevention  ? 

CaitL  The  king  is  full  of  grace,  and  fair  regard. 

Ely.  And  a  true  lover  of  the  holy  church. 

Cant.  The  courses  of  his  youth  promised  it  not. 
The  breath  no  sooner  left  his  father's  body, 
But  that  his  wildness,  mortified  in  him, 
Seem'd  to  die  too :  yea,  at  that  very  moment, 
Consideration  like  an  angel  came. 
And  whipp'd  the  offending  Adam  out  of  him  ; 
Leaving  his  body  as  a  paradise. 
To  envelop  and  contain  celestial  spirits. 
Never  was  such  a  sudden  scholar  made : 
Never  came  reformation  in  a  flood  *, 
With  such  a  heady  current,  scouring  feults  ; 
Nor  never  hydra-headed  ^dlfulness 
So  soon  did  lose  his  seat,  and  all  at  once, 
As  in  this  king. 

Ely.  "We  are  blessed  in  the  change. 

Cant.  Hear  him  but  reason  in  divinity. 
And,  all-admiring,  with  an  inward  wish 
You  would  desire,  the  king  were  made  a  prelate  : 
Hear  him  debate  of  commonwealth  affairs. 
You  would  say, — it  hath  been  all-in-all  his  study : 
List  his  discourse  of  war,  and  you  shall  hear 
A  fearful  battle  render'd  you  in  musick : 
Turn  him  to  any  cause  of  policy, 
The  Grordian  knot  of  it  he  will  unloose, 
Familiar  as  his  garter ;  that,  when  he  speaks. 


*  Never  came  reformation  in  ajloodi\     Alluding  to  the  method  by 
which  Hercules  cleansed  the  famous  stables,  when  he  turned  a  river ' 
through  them.     Hercules  still   is  in  our  author's  head,  when  he 
mentions  the  hydra.     Johnson. 
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Scene  I.  KING  HENRY  V.  ]33 

The  air,  a  chartered  Kbertine,  is  still  *, 

And  the  mute  wonder  lurketh  in  men's  ears, 

To  steal  his  sweet  and  honey'd  sentences ; 

So  that  the  art  and  practick  part  of  life  * 

Must  be  the  mistress  to  this  theorick : 

Which  is  a  wonder,  how  his  grace  should  glean  it, 

Since  his  addiction  was  to  courses  vain : 

His  companies'  imletter'd,  rude,  and  shallow ; 

His  hours  fiU'd  up  with  riots,  banquets,  sjwrts  ; 

And  never  noted  in  him  any  study. 

Any  retirement,  any  sequestration 

From  open  haunts  and  popularity  *. 

Ely,  The  strawberry  grows  underneath  the  nettle : 
And  wholesome  berries  thrive  and  ripen  best, 
Neighbour'd  by  fruit  of  baser  quality : 
And  so  the  prince  obscur'd  his  contemplation 
Under  the  veil  of  wildness )  which,  no  doubt. 
Grew  like  the  summer  grass,  fastest  by  night, 
Unseen,  yet  crescive  in  his  faculty  *. 

CanL  It  must  be  so ;  for  miracles  are  ceas'd  ; 
And  therefore  we  must  needs  admit  the  means, 
How  things  are  perfected. 

My.  But,  my  good  lord. 

How  now  for  mitigation  of  this  bill 

1  The  coTy  &C.]     This  liue  is  exquisitely  beautiful. 

'  So  that  the  art  and  practick  part  <^  life  — ]  He  discourses  with 
to  much  skill  on  all  subjects,  that  the  art  and  practice  of  life  must  be 
the  nattreu  or  teadier  of  hit  theorick  ;  that  is,  that  hit  theory  must  have 
been  taught  by  art  and  practice  ;  which,  says  he,  is  strange,  since  he 
could  see  little  of  the  true  art  or  practice  among  his  loose  com- 
panions, Dor  ever  retired  to  digest  his  practice  into  theory.  Art  is 
used  by  the  author  for  practice,  as  distingubhed  from  science,  or 
theory,    Johnson. 

s  companies  —]     Is  here  used  for  companions.    It  is  used  by 

other  authors  of  Shakspeare's  age  in  the  same  sense. 

■•  popularity,]  i.  c.  plebeian  intercourse  ;  an  unusual  sense  of 

tbe  word. 

»  crescive  in  MsfacuUy,]     Increasing  in  its  proper  power. 
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Urg'd  by  the  commons  ?    Doth  his  majesty 
Incline  to  it,  or  no  ? 

Cant.  He  seems  indifferent ; 

Or,  rather,  swaying  more  upon  our  part, 
Than  cherishing  the  exhibitors  against  us : 
For  I  have  made  an  offer  to  his  majesty, — 
Upon  our  spiritual  convocation  ; 
And  in  regard  of  causes  now  in  hand, 
Which  I  have  open'd  to  his  grace  at  large. 
As  touching  France, — to  give  a  greater  sum 
Than  ever  at  one  time  the  clergy  yet 
Did  to  his  predecessors  part  withaL 

Ely.  How  did  this  offer  seem  received,  my  lord  ? 

Cant.  With  good  acceptance  of  his  majesty ; 
Save,  that  there  was  not  time  enough  to  hear 
(As,  I  perceiv'd,  his  grace  would  fain  have  done,) 
The  severals,  and  unhidden  passages ', 
Of  his  true  titles  to  some  certain  dukedoms  : 
And,  generally,  to  the  crown  and  seat  of  France, 
Derived  from  Edward,  his  great  grandfather. 

Ely.  What  was  the  impediment  that  broke  this  off? 

Cant.  The  French  ambassador,  upon  that  instant, 
Crav'd  audience :  and  the  hour,  I  think,  is  come. 
To  give  him  hearing :  Is  it  four  o'clock  ? 

Ely.  It  is. 

Cant.  Then  go  we  in,  to  know  his  embassy ; 
Which  I  could,  with  a  ready  guess,  declare. 
Before  the  Frenchman  speak  a  word  of  it 

Ely,  ni  wait  upon  you  ;  and  I  long  to  hear  it. 

{Exeunt 

^  The  severals,  and  unhidden  passages,]  This  line  I  suspect  of 
corruption,  though  it  may  be  fairly  enough  explained :  the  pattaget 
of  his  tUles  'are  the  linei  of  succession  by  which  his  claims 
descend.     Unhidden  is  open,  clear.    Johnson. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ScekbII.  king  henry  V.  135 

SCENE  11. 
The  mnie.    A  Room  of  State  in  the  same. 

Enter    King    Hen&t,    Glosteb,     Bedford,     Exeter, 
Warwick,  Westmoreland,  and  Attendants. 

K,  Hen.  Where  is  my  gracious  lord  of  Canterbury  ? 

Eice,  Not  here  in  presence. 

K,  Hen.  Send  for  him,  good  uncle. 

West  Shall  we  call  in  the  ambassador,  my  liege  ? 

K.  Hen.  Not  yet,  my  cousin  ;  we  would  be  resolv'd, 
Before  we  hear  him,  of  some  things  of  weight. 
That  task '  our  thoughts,  concerning  us  and  FrapUce. 

Enter  the  Archbishop  o/*  Canterbury,  and  Bishop  of  Ely. 

Cant.  God,  and  his  angels,  guard  your  sacred  throne^ 
And  make  you  long  become  it ! 

K.  Hen.  Sure,  we  thank  you. 

My  learned  lord,  we  pray  you  to  proceed ; 
And  justly  and  religiously  unfold. 
Why  the  law  Salique,  that  they  have  in  France, 
Or  should,  or  should  not,  bar  us  in  our  claim. 
And  God  forbid,  my  dear  and  faithful  lord, 
That  you  should  fashion,  wrest,  or  bow  your  reading, 
Or  nicely  charge  your  imderstanding  soul ' 
With  opening  titles  miscreate ',  whose  right 
Suits  not  in  native  colours  with  the  truth ; 

7  — —  task  — ]  Keep  busied  with  scruples  and  laborious  dis- 
quisitions. 

"  Or  mcebf  charge  your  understanding  soul  — ]  Take  heed,  lest  by 
nice  and  subtle  sophistry  you  burthen  your  knowing  soul,  or 
knowingly  burthen  your  soul,  with  the  guilt  of  advancing  a  false  title, 
or  of  inaintdning,  by  specious  fallacies,  a  claim  which,  if  shown  in 
its  native  and  true  colours,  would  appear  to  bo  false. 

'  misa'eate,]     111 -begotten,  illegitimate,  spurious. 
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136  KING  HENRY  V.  Act  I. 

For  God  doth  know,  how  many,  now  in  health, 
Shall  drop  their  blood  in  approbation  * 
Of  what  your  reverence  shall  incite  us  to : 
Therefore  take  heed  how  you  impawn  our  person, 
How  you  awake  the  sleeping  sword  of  war ; 
We  charge  you  in  the  name  of  God,  take  heed : 
For  never  two  such  kingdoms  did  contend, 
Without  much  fistU  of  blood ;  whose  guiltless  drops 
Are  every  one  a  woe,  a  sore  complaint, 
^Gainst  him,  whose  wrongs  give  edge  imto  the  swords 
That  make  such  waste  in  brief  mortality. 
Under  this  conjuration,  speak,  my  lord  : 
And  we  will  hear,  note,  and  believe  in  heart. 
That  what  you  speak  is  in  your  conscience  wash'd 
As  pure  as  sin  with  baptism. 

Cant  Then  hear  me,  gracious  sovereign, — and  you 
peers. 
That  owe  your  lives,  your  faith,  and  services. 
To  this  imperial  throne ; — There  is  no  bar 
To  make  against  your  highness'  claim  to  France, 
But  this,  which  they  produce  from  Pharamond, — 
In  terram  ScUicam  mtdieres  ne  succedant, 
No  woman  shaU  succeed  in  Salique  land  : 
Which  Salique  land  the  French  unjustly  gloze ', 
To  be  the  realm  of  France,  and  Pharamond 
The  founder  of  this  law  and  female  bar. 
Yet  their  own  authors  faithfully  affirm^ 
That  the  land  Salique  lies  in  Germany, 
Between  the  floods  of  Sala  and  of  Elbe : 
Where  Charles  the  great,  having  subdued  the  Saxons, 
There  left  behind  and  settled  certain  French  ; 
Who,  holding  in  disdain  the  German  women. 
For  some  dishonest  manners  of  their  life. 
Established  there  this  law, — to  wit,  no  female 

*  m  approbation  — ]  i.  e.  id  proying  and  supporting  that 

title  which  shall  be  now  set  up. 

'^  ghze,]       Eipound,    explain,    and    sometimes    comment 

upon. 
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Should  be  inheritrix  in  Salique  land ; 

Which  Salique,  as  I  said,  'twixt  Elbe  and  Sala, 

Is  at  this  day  in  Gennany  call'd — Meisen. 

Thus  doth  it  well  appear,  the  Salique  law 

Was  not  devised  for  the  realm  of  France ; 

Nor  did  the  French  possess  the  Salique  land 

Until  four  hundred  one  and  twenty  years 

After  defunction  of  king  Pharamond, 

Idly  suppos'd  the  founder  of  this  law ; 

Who  died  within  the  year  of  our  redemption 

Four  hundred  twenty-six ;  and  Charles  the  great 

Subdued  the  Saxons,  and  did  seat  the  French 

Beyond  the  river  Sala,  in  the  year 

Eight  hundred  five.     Besides,  their  writers  say, 

King  Pepin,  which  deposed  Childerick, 

Did,  as  heir  general,  being  descended 

Of  Blithild,  which  was  daughter  to  king  Clothair, 

Make  claim  and  title  to  the  crown  of  France. 

Hugh  Capet  also, — that  usurp'd  the  crown 

Of  Charles  the  duke  of  Lorain,  sole  heir  male 

Of  the  true  line  and  stock  of  Charles  the  great, — 

To  fine  his  title  with  some  show  of  truth ', 

(Though,  in  pure  truth,  it  was  corrupt  and  naught,) 

Convey'd  himself*  as  heir  to  the  lady  Lingare, 

Daughter  to  Charlemain,  who  was  the  son 

To  Lewis  the  emperor,  and  Lewis  the  son 

Of  Charles  the  great.     Also  king  Lewis  the  tenth. 

Who  was  sole  heir  to  the  usurper  Capet, 

Could  not  keep  quiet  in  his  conscience. 

Wearing  the  crown  of  France,  till  satisfied 

That  fiEiir  queen  Isabel,  his  grandmother. 

Was  lineal  of  the  lady  Ermengare, 

Daughter  to  Charles  the  foresaid  duke  of  Lorain : 

By  the  which  marriage,  the  line  of  Charles  the  great 


'  Th  fine  hit  Htle,  &c.]     To  Jine  his  title,  b  to  make  it  show^  or 
^tedoui  by  some  appearance  of  justice.    Stebvens. 
*  Convey'd  kimtelf — ]     Derived  his  title. 
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Was  re-united  to  the  crown  of  France. 
So  that,  as  clear  as  is  the  summer's  sun, 
King  Pepin's  title,  and  Hugh  Capet's  claim, 
King  Lewis  his  satisfiekction,  all  appear 
To  hold  in  right  and  title  of  the  female : 
So  do  the  kings  of  France  unto  this  day ; 
Howbeit  they  would  hold  up  this  Salique  law, 
To  bar  your  highness  claiming  from  the  female ; 
And  rather  choose  to  hide  them  in  a  net. 
Than  amply  to  imbare  their  crooked  titles* 
Usurp'd  from  you  and  your  progenitors. 

K,  Hen.  ,May  I,  with  right  and  conscience,  make  this 
claim? 

Cant,  The  sin  upon  my  head,  dread  sovereign ! 
For  in  the  book  of  Numbers  is  it  writ, — 
When  the  son  dies,  let  the  inheritance 
Descend  imto  the  daughter.     Gracious  lord. 
Stand  for  your  own ;  unwind  your  bloody  flag ; 
Look  back  unto  your  mighty  ancestors : 
Go,  my  dread  lord,  to  your  great  grandsire's  tomb. 
From  whom  you  claim ;  invoke  his  warlike  spirit, 
And  your  great  uncle's,  Edward  the  black  prince ; 
Who  on  the  French  groimd  play'd  a  tragedy. 
Making  defeat  on  the  full  power  of  France ; 
Whiles  his  most  mighty  father  on  a  hill 
Stood  smiling,  to  behold  his  lion's  whelp 
Forage  in  blood  of  French  nobility. 
0  noble  English,  that  could  entertain 
With  half  their  forces  the  full  pride  of  France ; 
And  let  another  half  stand  laughing  by, 
All  out  of  work,  and  cold  for  action ! 

Ely,  Awake  remembrance  of  these  valiant  dead. 
And  with  your  puissant  arm  renew  their  feats : 
You  are  their  heir,  you  sit  upon  their  throne ; 
The  blood  and  courage,  that  renowned  them, 


*  imbare  their  crooked  titles  — ]  i.  e.  to  lay  open,  to  dbplay 

to  view. 
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Runs  in  your  veins ;  and  my  thrice-puissant  li^e 
Is  in  the  very  May-mom  of  his  youth, 
Ripe  for  exploits  and  mighty  enterprises. 

Exe.  Your  brother  kings  and  monarchs  of  the  earth 
Do  all  expect  that  you  should  rouse  yourself 
As  did  the  former  Uons  of  your  blood. 

West,  They  know,  your  grace  hath  cause,  and  means, 
and  might ; 
So  hath  your  highn^s ;  never  king  of  Enghmd 
Had  nobles  richer,  and  more  loyal  subjects ; 
Whose  hearts  have  left  their  bodies  here  in  England, 
And  lie  pavilioned  in  the  fields  of  Franca 

Cant.  0,  let  their  bodies  follow,  my  dear  liege, 
With  blood,  and  sword,  and  fire,  to  win  your  right : 
In  aid  whereof,  we  of  the  spiritualty 
Will  raise  your  highness  such  a  mighty,  sum 
As  never  did  the  clergy  at  one  time 
Bring  in  to  any  of  your  ancestors. 

K,  Hen,  We  must  not  only  ann  to  invade  the  French  ; 
But  lay  down  our  proportions  to  defend 
Against  the  Scot,  who  will  make  road  upon  us 
With  all  advantages. 

Cant,  They  of  those  marches  *,  gracious  sovereign, 
Shall  be  a  wall  sufficient  to  defend 
Our  inland  from  the  pilfering  borderers. 

K.  Hen.  We  do  not  mean  the  coursing  snatchers  only, 
But  fear  the  main  intendment'  of  the  Scot, 
Who  hath  been  still  a  giddy  neighbour  to  us ; 
For  you  shall  read,  that  my  great  grandfather 
Never  went  with  his  forces  into  France, 
But  that  the  Scot  on  his  unfiimish'd  kingdom 
Came  i)Ouring,  like  the  tide  into  a  breach, 

•  Theif  of  thote  marches,]  The  marches  are  the  borders,  the 
limits,  the  confines.  Hence  the  hrdt  marchers,  i.  e.  the  lords  pre- 
sidents of  the  marches,  &c. 

7 ihe    main   intendment  — ]     TrUefidmerU   is    here  perhaps 

used  for  intention,  which  in  our  author^s  time  signified  extreme 
exertion.  The  main  intendment  may,  however,  mean,  the  general 
disposition. 
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With  ample  and  brim  fulness  of  his  force ; 
ChJling  the  gleaned  land  with  hot  essays ; 
Girding  with  grievous  siege,  castles  and  towns ; 
That  England,  being  empty  of  defence, 
Uath  shook,  and  trembled  at  the  ill  neighbourhood  f. 

Cant  She  hath  been  then  more  fear'd  •  than  harm'd, 
.  my  liege : 
For  hear  her  but  exampled  by  herself, — 
When  all  her  chivalry  hath  been  in  France, 
And  she  a  mourning  widow  of  her  nobles. 
She  hath  herself  not  only  well  defended, 
But  taken,  and  impounded  as  a  stray. 
The  king  of  Scots ;  whom  she  did  send  to  France, 
To  fill  king  Edward's  fame  with  prisoner  kings ; 
And  make  your  chronicle  as  rich  with  praise. 
As  is  the  ooze  and  bottom  of  the  sea 
With  sunken  wreck  and  sumless  treasuries. 

West  But  there's  a  saying,  very  old  and  true, — 
If  that  you  will  France  win. 
Then  with  Scotland  first  begin  : 
For  once  the  eagle  England  being  in  prey. 
To  her  unguarded  nest  the  weasel  Scot 
Comes  sneaking,  and  so  sucks  her  princely  eggs ; 
Playing  the  mouse,  in  absence  of  the  cat. 
To  spoil  and  havock  more  than  she  can  eat. 

Exe,  It  follows  then,  the  cat  must  stay  at  home : 
Yet  that  is  but  a  curs'd  necessity ; 
Since  we  have  locks  to  safeguard  necessaries, 
And  pretty  traps  to  catch  the  petty  thieves. 
While  that  the  armed  hand  doth  fight  abroad. 
The  advised  head  defends  itself  at  home : 
For  government,  though  high,  and  low,  and  lower. 
Put  into  parts,  doth  keep  in  one  concent  • ; 

f  "at  the  bruit  thereof." — Malonb. 

• feof^d — ]  i.  e.  frightened. 

* m  one  coocent ;]     I  learn  from  Dr.  Bumey,  that  roit- 

ceni  is  connected  harmony,  in  general,  and  not  confined  to  any 
specific   consonance.      Thus,  (says    the  same  elegant  and  well- 
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Congruing  in  a  fuU  and  natural  close, 
Like  musick. 

Ca/ivL  True :  therefore  doth  heaven  divide 

The  state  of  man  in  divers  functions, 
Setting  endeavour  in  continual  motion  ; 
To  which  is  fixed,  as  an  aim  or  butt, 
Obedience  * :  for  so  work  the  honey  bees  ; 
Creatures,  that,  by  a  rule  in  nature,  teach 
The  act  of  order  to  a  peopled  kingdom. 
They  have  a  king,  and  officers  of  sorts  * : 
Where  some,  like  magistrates,  correct  at  home ; 
Others,  like  merchants,  venture  trade  abroad  ; 
Others,  like  soldiers,  armed  in  their  stings, 
Make  boot  upon  the  summer's  velvet  buds ; 
Which  pillage  they  with  merry  march  bring  home 
To  the  tent-royal  of  their  emperor : 
Who,  busied  in  his  majesty,  surveys 
The  singing  masons  building  roofs  of  gold  ; 
The  civil*  citizens  kneading  up  the  honey  ; 
The  poor  mechanick  porters  crouding  in 
Their  heavy  burdens  at  his  narrow  gate ; 
The  sad-ey'd  justice,  with  his  surly  hum. 
Delivering  o'er  to  Executors  *  pale 
The  lazy  yawning  drone.     I  this  infer, — 

informed  writer,)  concenth  and  concentus  are  both  used  by  Cicero 
for  the  union  of  voices  or  instruments  in  what  we  should  now  call 
a  chorus,  or  concert.    Steevens. 

'  Setting  endeavour  in  continual  motion  ; 
To  which  itjijped,  as  an  am  or  butt. 

Obedience:]  Neither  the  sense  nor  the  construction  of  this 
passage  is  verj  obvious.  The  construction  is,  endeavour — at  an 
aim  or  butt  to  which  endeavour,  obedience  is  fixed.  The  sense  is, 
that  all  endeavour  is  to  terminate  in  obedience,  to  be  subordinate 
to  the  publick  good  and  general  design  of  government. 

* and  ojjicen  of  sorts :]     Officers  of  tortt  means  officers 

of  different  degrees. 

■ doU  — ]  i.  e.  sober,  grave. 

* to    Executors  — ]      Executor*  is  here    used  for   execu- 

tionen. 
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That  many  things,  having  full  reference 
To  one  concent,  may  work  contrarionsly ; 
As  many  arrows,  loosed  several  ways, 
Fly  to  one  mark ; 

As  many  several  ways  meet  in  one  town ; 
As  many  fresh  streams  run  in  one  self  sea  ; 
Aj3  many  lines  close  in  the  dial's  center ; 
So  may  a  thousand  actions,  once  afoot, 
End  in  one  purpose,  and  be  all  well  borne 
Without  defeat    Therefore  to  France,  my  liege 
Divide  your  happy  England  into  four ; 
Whereof  take  you  one  quarter  into  France, 
And  you  withal  shall  make  all  Gallia  shaka 
If  we,  with  thrice  that  power  left  at  home, 
Cannot  defend  our  own  door  from  the  dog, 
Let  us  be  worried ;  and  our  nation  lose 
The  name  of  hardiness,  and  policy. 

K.  Hen.  Call  in  the  messengers  sent  from  the  Dauphin. 
[Exit  an  Attendant.     The  King  ascends 
his  throne. 
Now  are  we  well  resolVd ;  and, — by  God's  help ; 
^d  yours,  the  noble  sinews  of  our  power, — 
France  being  ours,  we'll  bend  it  to  our  awe. 
Or  break  it  all  to  pieces :  Or  there  we'll  sit, 
Ruling,  in  large  and  ample  empery ', 
O'er  France,  and  all  her  almost  kingly  dukedoms : 
Or  lay  these  bones  in  an  unworthy  urn, 
Tombless,  with  no  remembrance  over  them : 
Either  our  history  shall,  with  fiill  mouth. 
Speak  freely  of  our  acts ;  or  else  our  grave, 
Like  Turkish  mute,  shall  have  a  tongueless  mouth, 
Not  worshiped  with  a  waxen  epitaph  -f-. 

Enter  Ambassadors  of  France. 
Now  are  we  well  prepar'd  to  know  the  pleasure 

<  empery^     This   word,   which  signifies  domimony  is   now 

obsolete,  though  formerly  in  general  use. 
t  "  a  paper  epitaph." — M alone. 
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Of  our  fair  cousin  Dauphin ;  for,  we  hear, 
Your  greeting  is  from  him,  not  from  the  king. 

Amb.  May  it  please  your  migesty,  to  give  us  leave 
Freely  to  render  what  we  have  in  charge ; 
Or  shall  we  sparingly  show  you  far  off 
The  Dauphin's  meaning,  and  our  embassy  ? 

K.  Hen.  We  are  no  tyrant,  but  a  Christian  king ; 
Unto  whose  grace  our  passion  is  as  subject. 
As  are  our  wretches  fetter'd  in  our  prisons : 
Therefore,  with  frank  and  with  imcurbed  plainness 
Tell  us  the  Dauphin's  mind. 

Amb.  Thus  then,  in  few. 

Your  highness,  lately  sending  into  France, 
Did  claim  some  certain  dukedoms,  in  the  right 
Of  your  great  predecessor,  king  Edward  the  third. 
In  answer  of  which  claim,  the  prince  our  master 
Says, — ^that  you  savour  too  much  of  your  youth  ; 
And  bids  you  be  advis'd,  there's  nought  in  France, 
That  can  be  with  a  nimble  galliard  won  • ; 
You  cannot  revel  into  dukedoms  there : 
He  therefore  sends  you,  meeter  for  your  spirit. 
This  tun  of  treasure ;  and,  in  lieu  of  this, 
Desires  you,  let  the  dukedomis,  that  you  claim, 
Hear  no  more  of  you.     This  the  Dauphin  speaks. 

K.  Hen.  What  treasure,  irncle  ? 

Eae.  Tennis-balls,  my  liege. 

K.  Hen.  We  are  glad,  the  Dauphin  is  so  pleasant 
with  us ; 
His  present,  and  your  pains,  we  thank  you  for : 
When  we  have  match'd  our  rackets  to  these  balls. 
We  win,  in  France,  by  God's  grace,  play  a  set. 
Shall  strike  his  father's  crown  into  the  hazard : 
Tell  him,  he  hath  made  a  match  with  such  a  wrangler, 
That  all  the  courts  of  France  will  be  disturb'd 
With  chaces '.     And  we  understand  him  well, 

•  a  nimble    galliard    wan;]     A    gaUiard    was    an    ancient 

daoce,  now  obsolete. 

^  —  ckaces.]     Chace  is  a  term  at  tennis. 
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How  he  comes  o'er  us  with  our  wilder  days, 

Not  measuring  what  use  we  made  of  them. 

We  never  valu'd  this  poor  seat  of  England  • ; 

And  therefore,  living  hence  *,  did  give  ourself 

To  barbarous  license ;  As  'tis  ever  common, 

That  men  are  merriest  when  they  are  from  homa 

But  tell  the  Dauphin, — I  will  keep  my  state ; 

Be  like  a  king,  and  show  my  sail  of  greatness, 

When  I  do  rouse  me  in  my  throne  of  France : 

For  that  I  have  laid  by '  my  migesty. 

And  plodded  like  a  man  for  working-days ; 

But  I  will  rise  there  with  so  fiill  a  glory. 

That  I  will  dazzle  all  the  eyes  of  France, 

Yea,  strike  the  Dauphin  blind  to  look  on  us. 

And  tell  the  pleasant  prince, — this  mock  of  his 

Hath  tum'd  his  balls  to  gun-stones ' ;  and  his  soul 

Shall  stand  sore  charged  for  the  wasteful  vengeance 

That    shall    fly  with  them:    for    many    a    thousand 

widows 
Shall  this  his  mock  mock  out  of  their  dear  husbands ; 
Mock  mothers  frt)m  their  sons,  mock  castles  down : 
And  some  are  yet  ungotten,  and  unborn. 
That  shall  have  cause  to  curse  the  Dauphin's  scorn. 
But  this  lies  all  within  the  will  of  God, 
To  whom  I  do  appeal ;  And  in  whose  name. 
Tell  you  the  Dauphin,  I  am  coming  on. 
To  venge  me  as  I  may,  and  to  put  forth 
My  rightful  hand  in  a  well-hallow'd  causa 
So,  get  you  hence  in  peace ;  and  tell  the  Dauphin, 


« thit  poor  seat  of  England ;]     By  the  teat  of  England, 

the  king  means  the  throne. 

•  And  therefore,  living  hence,]  Lhing  hence  means,  with- 
drawing from  the  court,  the  place  in  which  he  is  now  speaking. 

»  For  that  /  have  laid  by  — ]  To  qualify  myself  for  this 
undertaking,  I  haye  descended  from  my  station,  and  studied  the 
arts  of  life  in  a  lower  character.    Johnson. 

«  hit  hallt   to    gun-stones  i]      When    ordnance    was    first 

used,  they  discharged  balls,  not  of  iron,  but  of  stone. 
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His  jest  will  savour  but  of  shallow  wit, 

When  thousands  weep,  more  than  did  laugh  at  it. — 

Convey  them  with  safe  conduct. — Fare  you  well. 

[Sxev/nt  Ambassadors. 

Exe.  This  was  a  meny  message. 

K,  Hen.  We  hope  to  make  the  sender  blush  at  it. 

[Descends  from  his  throne. 
Therefore,  my  lords,  omit  no  happy  hour, 
That  may  give  furtherance  to  our  expedition : 
For  we  have  now  no  thought  in  us  but  France  ; 
Save  those  to  God,  that  run  before  our  business. 
Therefore,  let  our  proportions  for  these  wars 
Be  soon  collected ;  and  all  things  thought  upon. 
That  may,  with  reasonable  swiftness,  add 
More  feathers  to  our  wings ;  for,  God  before. 
Well  chide  this  Dauphin  at  his  fether's  door. 
Therefore,  let  every  man  now  task  his  thought, 
That  this  feir  action  may  on  foot  be  brought.     [Exeunt, 


ACT  II. 

Enter  Chorus. 

Char.  Now  all  the  youth  of  England  are  on  fire, 
And  silken  dalliance  in  the  wardrobe  lies ; 
Now  thrive  the  armourers,  and  honour's  thought 
Reigns  solely  in  the  breast  of  every  mati:    ' 
They  sell  the  pasture  now,,  to  buy  the  horse  ; 
Following  the  mirror  of  all  Christian  kings. 
With  winged  heels,  as  English  Mercuries. 
For  now  sits  Expectation  in  the  air ; 
And  hides  a  sword,  fix)m  hilts  unto  the  point. 
With  crowns  imperial,  crowns,  and  coronets, 
Promis'd  to  Harry,  and  his  followers. 
The  French,  advis'd  by  good  intelligence 

VOL.  V.  L 
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Of  this  most  dreadful  preparation, 

Shake  in  their  fear  ;  and  with  pale  policy 

Seek  to  divert  the  English  purposea 

0  England ! — model  to  thy  inward  greatness, 

Like  little  body  with  a  mighty  heart, — 

What  might'st  thou  do,  that  honour  would  thee  do, 

Were  all  thy  children  kind  and  natural ! 

But  see  thy  fault !    France  hath  in  thee  found  out 

A  nest  of  hollow  bosoms,  which  he  fills 

With  treacherous  crowns ;  and  three  corrupted  men, — 

One,  Richard  earl  of  Cambridge  ;  and  the  second, 

Henry  lord  Scroop  of  Masham  ;  and  the  third, 

Sir  Thomas  Grey  knight  of  Northumberland, — 

Have,  for  the  gilt  of  France  *,  (0,  guilt,  indeed  !) 

Confirm'd  conspiracy  with  fearful  France ; 

And  by  their  hands  this  grace  of  kings  must  die, 

(If  hell  and  treason  hold  their  promises,) 

Ere  he  takes  ship  for  France,  and  in  Southampton. 

Linger  your  patience  on ;  and  well  digest 

The  abuse  of  distance,  while  we  force  a  play  *. 

The  sum  is  paid ;  the  traitors  are  agreed ; 

The  king  is  set  from  London  ;  and  the  scene 

Is  now  transported,  gentles,  to  Southampton : 

There  is  the  playhouse  now,  there  must  you  sit : 

And  thence  to  France  shall  we  convey  you  safe, 

And  bring  you  back,  charming  the  narrow  seas 

To  give  you  gentle  pass  ;  for,  if  we  may, 

We'll  not  offend  one  stomach  with  our  play. 

But,  till  the  king  come  forth,  and  not  till  then, 

Unto  Southampton  do  we  shift  our  scene.  [Ua^ 

*  the  gilt  qf  France,]     GiU^  which,  in  our  author,  generally 

signifies  a  ditplay  of  gold,  in  the  present  instance,  means  golden 
money. 

^ while  we  force  a  play.]     To  force  a  pUu^,  is  to  produce  a 

play  by  compelling  many  circumstances  into  a  narrow  compass. 
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SCENE  I. 
The  same.    Eastcheap. 

Enter  Ntm  cmd  Babdolph. 

Bard,  Well  met,  corporal  Nym. 

Nym,  Good  morrow,  lieutenant  Bardolph. 

Bard.  What,  are  ancient  Pistol  and  you  friends  yet  ? 

Nym,  For  my  part,  I  care  not :  I  say  little ;  but  when 
time  shall  serve,  there  shall  be  smiles ; — ^but  that  shall 
be  as  it  may.  I  dare  not  fight ;  but  I  will  wink  and 
hold  out  mine  iron:  It  is  a  simple  one;  but  what 
though  ?  it  will  toast  cheese ;  and  it  will  endure  cold 
as  another  man's  sword  will :  and  there's  the  humour 
of  it 

Bard,  I  will  bestow  a  breakfiwt,  to  make  you  friends  ; 
and  well  be  all  three  sworn  brothers  to  Prance  • ;  let  it 
be  so,  good  corporal  Nym. 

Nym,  Taith,  I  will  live  so  long  as  I  may,  that's  the 
certain  of  it ;  and  when  I  cannot  live  any  longer,  I 
will  do  as  I  may:  that  is  my  rest,  that  is  the  ren- 
dezvous of  it 

Bard,  It  is  certain,  corporal,  that  he  is  married  to 
Nell  Quickly :  and,  certainly,  she  did  you  wrong ;  for 
you  were  troth-plight  to  her. 

Nym,  I  cannot  tell;  things  must  be  as  they  may: 
men  may  sleep,  and  they  may  have  their  throats  about 
them  at  that  time ;  and,  some  say,  knives  have  edges. 

»  and  wiU  he  all  three  sworn  brothers  to  France;]     The 

homoar  of  sigom  brothers  should  be  opened  a  little.  In  the  time  of 
mdventure,  it  was  usual  for  two  chiefs  to  bind  themseWes  to  share 
in  each  other's  fortune,  and  divide  their  acquisitions  between  them. 
So,  in  the  Conqueror's  expedition,  Robert  de  Oily,  and  Roger  de 
Ivery,  were  fratresjuroH  ;  and  Robert  gave  one  of  the  honours  he 
received  to  his  sworn  brother  Roger.  So  these  three  scoundrels  set 
oat  for  France,  as  if  they  were  going  to  make  a  conquest  of  the 
kingdom. 

l2 
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It  must  be  as  it  may :  though  patience  be  a  tired  mare, 
yet  she  will  plod.  There  must  be  conclusions.  Well, 
I  cannot  tell. 

Enter  Pistol  and  Mrs.  Quickly. 

Bard,  Here  comes  ancient  Pistol,  and  his  wife : — 
good  corporal,  be  patient  hera — How  now,  mine  host 
Pistol  ? 

PisL  Base  tike,  call'st  thou  me — host  ? 
Now,  by  this  hand  I  swear,  I  scorn  the  term  ; 
Nor  shall  my  Nell  keep  lodgers. 

Quick  No,  by  my  troth,  not  long:  for  we  cannot 
lodge  and  board  a  dozen  or  fourteen  gentlewomen,  that 
live  honestly  by  the  prick  of  their  needles,  but  it  will 
be  thought  we  keep  a  bawdy-house  straight.  [Nym 
draws  his  suxyrd.]  0  well-a-day.  Lady,  if  he  be  not 
drawn  now  -(• !  0  Lord !  here's  corporal  Nym's — ^now 
shall  we  have  wilful  adultery  and  murder  committed. 
Good  lieutenant  Bardolph,  —  good  corporal,  offer  no- 
thing here. 

Nym.  Pish! 

Pist,  Pish  for  thee,  Iceland  dog!  thou  prick-eared 
cur  of  Iceland. 

Quick  Good  corporal  Nym,  show  the  valour  of  a 
man,  and  put  up  thy  sword. 

Nym.  Will  you  shog  off?    I  would  have  you  solv^. 

[Sheathing  his  svxyrd 

Pist.  Solus,  egregious  dog  ?  0  viper  vile ! 
The  soluSy  in  thy  most  marvellous  face ; 
The  solus  in  thy  teeth,  and  in  thy  throat. 
And  in  thy  hateful  lungs,  yea,  in  thy  maw,  perdy  ; 
And,  which  is  worse,  within  thy  nasty  mouth ! 
I  do  retort  the  solus  in  thy  bowels  ; 
For  I  can  take,  and  Pistol's  cock  is  up, 
And  flashing  fire  will  follow. 

\  O  weH-O'daf/f  Lad^,  if  he  be  not  drawn  now  f]  This  is  omitted 
by  Mr.  Malone. 
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Nym.  I  am  not  Barbason';  you  cannot  conjure  me. 
I  have  an  humour  to  knock  you  indifferently  well :  If 
you  grow  foul  with  me,  Pistol,  I  will  scour  you  with 
my  rapier,  as  I  may,  in  fair  terms  :  if  you  would  walk 
off,  I  would  prick  your  guts  a  little,  in  good  terms,  as  I 
may  ;  and  that's  the  humour  of  it. 

PisL  0  braggard  vile,  and  danmed  furious  wight ! 
The  grave  doth  gape,  and  doting  death  is  near ;  . 
Therefore  exhale  ^  [Pistol  and  Nym  draw. 

Bard.  Hear  me,  hear  me  what  I  say: — he  that 
strikes  the  first  stroke.  111  run  him  up  to  the  hilts,  as  I 
am  a  soldier.  [Draws, 

PisL  An  oath  of  mickle  might ;  and  fury  shall  abate. 
Give  me  thy  fist,  thy  fore-foot  to  me  give  ; 
Thy  spirits  are  most  talL 

Nym.  I  will  cut  thy  throat,  one  time  or  other,  in  fair 
terms  ;  that  is  the  humour  of  it. 

Pist  Coupe  le  gorge,  that's  the  word  ? — I  thee  defy 
again. 

0  hound  of  Crete,  think'st  thou  my  spouse  to  get  ? 
No ;  to  the  spital  go. 

And  from  the  powdering  tub  of  iniGsimy 
Fetch  forth  the  lazar  kite  of  Cressid's  kind, 
Doll  Tear-sheet  she  by  name,  and  her  espouse : 

1  have,  and  I  will  hold,  the  qiwndam  Quickly 
For  the  only  she ;  and — Paitca,  there's  enough. 

Enter  the  Boy. 
Boy.  Mine  host  Pistol,  you  must  come  to  my  master, 

*  I  am  not  Barbason  ;]  Barbaton  is  the  name  of  a  daemon 
mentioned  in  TTie  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor.  The  unmeaning 
tumoor  of  Pistol's  speech  very  naturally  reminds  Nym  of  the 
sounding  nonsense  uttered  by  conjurors.  * 

'  Therefore  exhale.]  Exhale,  perhaps  here  signifies  draw^  or 
in  PistoFs  language,  hale,  or  lug  out :  but  more  probably  it 
means — therefore  breathe  your  last,  or  die,  a  threat  conmion  enough 
among  dramatic  heroes  of  a  higher  rank  than  Pistol,  wlio  only  ex* 
presses  this  idea  in  the  fantastick  language  peculiar  to  hb  character. 
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— and  you,  hostess  ;  —  he  is  very  sick,  and  would  to 
bed.  —  Good  Bardolph,  put  thy  nose  between  his 
sheets,  and  do  the  office  of  a  warming  pan :  'fiEtith,  he's 
very  ilL 

JBard  Away,  you  rogue. 

Quick.  By  my  troth,  he'll  yield  the  crow  a  pudding 
one  of  these  days ;  the  king  has  killed  his  heart — Good 
husband,  come  home  presently. 

[Exewat  Mrs.  Quickly  and  Boy. 

Bard,  Come,  shall  I  make  you  two  friends?  We 
must  to  France  together ;  Why,  the  devil,  should  we 
keep  knives  to  cut  one  another's  throats  ? 

Pitt.  Let  floods  o'erswell,  and  fiends  for  food  howl 
on! 

Nym.  You'll  pay  me  the  eight  shillings  I  won  of  you 
at  betting  ? 

Pist.  Base  is  the  slave  that  pays. 

Nym,  That  now  I  will  have  ;  that's  the  humour  of  it 

Pist.  Aj3  manhood  shall  compound ;  Push  home. 

Bard,  By  this  sword,  he  that  makes  the  first  thrust, 
ni  kill  him  ;  by  this  sword,  I  will. 

Pist,  Sword  is  an  oath,  and  oaths  must  have  their 
course. 

Bard,  Corporal  Nym,  an  thou  wilt  be  friends,  be 
friends :  an  thou  wilt  not,  why  then  be  enemies  with  me 
too.    Pr'ythee,  put  up. 

Nym,  I  shall  have  my  eight  shillings,  I  won  of  you  at 
betting  ? 

Pist.  A  noble  shalt  thou  have,  and  present  pay  ; 
And  liquor  likewise  wiD  I  give  to  thee. 
And  friendship  shall  combine,  and  brotherhood  ; 
m  live  by  Nym,  and  Nym  shall  live  by  me ; — 
Is  not  this  just  ? — for  I  shall  sutler  be 
Unto  the  camp,  and  profits  will  accrue. 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

Nym.  I  shall  have  my  noble  ? 

Pist.  In  cash  most  justly  paid. 

Nym.  Well  then,  that's  the  hxunour  of  it. 
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Re-enter  ilLrQ.  Quickly. 

Quick.  As  ever  you  came  of  women,  come  in  quickly 
to  sir  John :  Ah,  poor  heart !  he  is  so  shaking  of  a  burn- 
ing quotidian  tertian,  that  it  is  most  lamentable  to  behold. 
Sweet  men,  come  to  him. 

Nym,  The  king  hath  run  bad  humours  on  the  knight, 
that's  the  even  of  it. 

Pist.  Nym,  thou  hast  spoke  the  right ; 
His  heart  is  fracted,  and  corroborate. 

Nym,  The  king  is  a  good  king :  but  it  must  be  as  it 
may ;  he  passes  some  humours,  and  careers. 

Pist,  Let  \|s  condole  the  knight ;  for,  lambkins,  we 
¥rill  live  f .  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 
Southampton.     A  Coundl-Chamber, 

Enter  Exbtbr,  Bedford,  and  Westmoreland. 

Bed.  Tore  God,  his  grace  is  bold,  to  trust   these 
traitors. 

Exe.  They  shall  be  apprehended  by  and  by. 

West.  How  smooth  and  even  they  do  bear  themselves ! 
As  if  allegiance  in  their  bosom  sat. 
Crowned  with  faith  and  constant  loyalty. 

Bed.  The  king  hath  note  of  all  that  they  intend, 
By  interception  which  they  dream  not  of 

Exe.  Nay,  but  the  man  that  was  his  bedfellow, 
Whom  he  hath  cloyed  and  grac'd  with  princely  fa 

vours, — 
That  he  should,  for  a  foreign  purse,  so  sell 
His  sovereign's  life  to  death  and  treachery  ! 

t  Mr.  Malone*8  punctuation  is,  "  for,  lambkins  we  will  liTe.'' 
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Trvmpet  sownds.    Enter  King  Henry,   Scroop,   Cam- 
BRIDGB,  Gret,  Lords,  and  Attendants. 

K,  Hen.  Now  sits  the  wind  fair,  and  we  will  aboard. 
My    lord    of    Cambridge,  —  and    my    kind    lord    of 
Masham, — 

And  you,  my  gentle  knight, give  me  your  thoughts : 

Think  you  not,  that  the  powers  we  bear  with  us, 
Will  cut  their  passage  through  the  force  of  France ; 
Doing  the  execution,  and  the  act, 
For  which  we  have  in  head  assembled  them  *  ? 

Scroop,  No  doubt,  my  liege,  if  each  man  do  his  best. 

K.  Hen,  I  doubt  not  that :  since  we  are  well  per- 
suaded, 
We  carry  not  a  heart  with  us  from  hence, 
That  grows  not  in  a  fair  consent  with  ours ; 
Nor  leave  not  one  behind,  that  doth  not  wish 
Success  and  conquest  to  attend  on  us. 

Cam,  Never  was  monarch  better  fear'd,  and  lov'd. 
Than  is  your  majesty ;  there's  not,  I  think,  a  subject. 
That  sits  in  heart-grief  and  uneasiness 
Under  the  sweet  shade  of  your  government. 

Grey,  Even  those,  that  were  your  father's  enemies, 
Have  steep'd  their  galls  in  honey ;  and  do  serve  you 
With  hearts  create  *  of  duty  and  of  zeal. 

K,  Hen,  We  therefore  have  great  cause  of  thank- 
fulness; 
And  shall  forget  the  office  of  our  hand. 
Sooner  than  quittance  of  desert  and  merit. 
According  to  the  weight  and  worthiness. 

Scroop.  So  service  shall  with  steeled  sinews  toil ; 
And  labour  shall  refresh  itself  with  hope. 
To  do  your  grace  incessant  services. 


^  For  which  we  have  in  head  assembled  themf]  In  head  seems 
Hyiionymous  with  the  modern  military  term  in  force, 

•  hearts  create  — ]     Hearts  compounded  or  made  up  of  duly 

and  zeal. 
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K.  Hen.  We  judge  no  less. — Uncle  of  Exeter, 
Enlarge  the  man  committed  yesterday, 
That  rail'd  against  our  person :  we  consider, 
It  was  excess  of  wine  that  set  him  on ; 
And,  on  his  more  advice ',  we  pardon  him. 

Scroop.  That's  mercy,  but  too  much  security : 
Let  him  be  punish'd,  sovereign ;  lest  example 
Breed,  by  his  sufferance,  more  of  such  a  kind. 

K,  Hen,  0,  let  us  yet  be  mercifiiL 

Cam,  So  may  your  highness,  and  yet  punish  too. 

Orey.  Sir,  you  show  great  mercy,  if  you  give  him  life, 
After  the  taste  of  much  correction. 

K,  Hen.  Alas,  your  too  much  love  and  care  of  me 
Are  heavy  orisons  'gainst  this  poor  wretch. 
If  little  foults,  proceeding  on  distemper  *, 
Shall  not  be  wink'd  at,  how  shall  we  stretch  our  eye ', 
When  capital  crimes,  chew'd,  swallow'd,  and  digested. 
Appear  before  us  ? — ^WeTl  yet  enlarge  that  man. 
Though  Cambridge,  Scroop,  and  Grey,— in  their  dear 

care. 
And  tender  preservation  of  our  person, — 
Would  have  him  punish'd.     And  now  to  our  French 

causes; 
Who  are  the  late  commissioners  *  ? 

Cam.  I  one,  my  lord ; 
Your  highness  bade  me  ask  for  it  to-day. 

Scroop.  So  did  you  me,  my  liege. 

Grey.  And  me,  my  royal  sovereign. 

K.  Hen.  Then,  Richard  earl  of  Cambridge,  there  is 
yours : — 

I  more  advice,]     On  his  return  to  more  coolness  of  mind. 

*  proceeding  on  distemper,]     It  has  been  just  said  by  the 

king,  that  U  was  exceu  of  wine  that  set  him  on,  and  distemper  may 
therefore  mean  intoxication.  Distempered  in  Bquor  is  still  a  common 
expression. 

'  —  how  shall  we  stretch  our  eye,]  If  we  may  not  winh  at 
snsall  faults,  hotv  wide  must  we  open  our  eyes  at  g^eat ! 

^  Who  are  the  late  commissioners  f]  That  is,  as  appears  from  the 
sequel,  who  are  the  persons  lately  appointed  commissioners  ? 
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There  yours,  lord  Scroop  of  Masham ; — and,  sir  knight, 
Grey  of  Northumberland,  this  same  is  yours : — 
Read  them ;  and  know,  I  know  your  worthinesa — 
My  lord  of  Westmoreland, — and  imde  Exeter, — 
We  will  aboard  to-night. — ^Why,  how  now,  gentlemen  ? 
What  see  you  in  those  papers,  that  you  lose 
So  much  complexion  ? — ^look  ye,  how  they  change ! 
Their  cheeks  are  paper. — ^Why,  what  read  you  diere, 
That  hath  so  cowarded  and  chas'd  your  blood 
Out  of  appearance  ? 

Cam,  I  do  confess  my  fsiult ; 

And  do  submit  me  to  your  highness'  mercy. 

Orey,  Scroop.  To  which  we  all  appeal. 

K.  Hen.  The  mercy,  that  was  quick  *  in  us  but  late, 
By  your  own  counsel  is  suppressed  and  kill'd : 
You  must  not  dare,  for  shame,  to  talk  of  mercy ; 
For  your  own  reasons  turn,  into  your  bosoms, 
As  dogs  upon  their  masters,  worrying  them. — 
See  you,  my  princes,  and  my  noble  peers, 
These    English    monsters!     My    lord    of    Cambridge 

here, — 
You  know,  how  apt  our  love  was,  to  accord 
To  furnish  him  with  all  appertinents 
Belonging  to  his  honour ;  and  this  man 
Hath,  for  a  few  light  crowns,  lightly  conspir'd, 
And  sworn  unto  the  practices  of  France, 
To  kill  us  here  in  Hampton :  to  the  which. 
This  knight,  no  less  for  bounty  bound  to  us 
Than  Cambridge  is, — hath  likewise  sworn. — But  0  ! 
What  shall  I  say  to  thee,  lord  Scroop ;  thou  cruel, 
Ingrateful,  savage,  and  inhuman  creature ! 
Thou  that  didst  bear  the  key  of  all  my  counsels, 
That  knew'st  the  very  bottom  of  my  soul, 
That  almost  might 'st  have  coin'd  me  into  gold, 
Would'st  thou  have  practised  on  me  for  thy  use  ? 
May  it  be  possible,  that  foreign  hire 

*  qmck  — ]     That  is,  Iking. 
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Could  out  of  thee  extract  one  spark  of  evil, 

That  might  annoy  my  finger  ?  'tis  so  strange, 

That,  though  the  truth  of  it  stands  off  as  gross 

As  black  from  white  •,  my  eye  will  scarcely  see  it. 

Treason,  and  murder,  ever  kept  together, 

As  two  yoke-devils  sworn  to  cither's  purpose. 

Working  so  grossly  ^  in  a  natural  cause, 

That  admiration  did  not  whoop  at  them : 

But  thou,  'gainst  all  proportion,  didst  bring  in 

Wonder,  to  wait  on  treason,  and  on  murder : 

And  whatsoever  cimning  fiend  it  was. 

That  wrought  upon  thee  so  preposterously, 

H'ath  got  the  voice  in  hell  for  excellence : 

And  other  devils,  that  suggest  by  treasons, 

Do  botch  and  bimgle  up  damnation 

With  patches,  colours,  and  with  forms  being  fetch'd 

Prom  glistering  semblances  of  piety ; 

But  he,  that  temper'd  thee  •,  bade  thee  stand  up, 

Grave  thee  no  instance  why  thou  should'st  do  treason. 

Unless  to  dub  thee  with  the  name  of  traitor. 

If  that  same  dsemon,  that  hath  guU'd  thee  thus, 

Should  with  his  lion  gait  walk  the  whole  world, 

He  might  return  to  vasty  Tartar*  back. 

And  tell  the  legions — ^I  can  never  win 

A  soul  so  easy  as  that  Englishman's. 

0,  how  hast  thou  with  jealousy  infected 

'  —  though  the  truth  of  it  stands  off  as  grou 
As  black  from  white,]    Though  the  truth  be  as  apparent  and 
▼ifible  as  black  and  white  contiguous  to  each  other.    To  stand  off 
is  etre  relevSt  to  be  prominent  to  the  eye,  as  the  strong  parts  of  a 
pietiire. 

7  ^*—  so  grossly — Tltat  admiraiion,  &c.]  Palpably  ;  with  a  plain 
and  Tisible  connexion  <^  cause  and  effect,  that  they  excited  no 
expression  of  surprize. 

* he,  that  temper'd  thee,]  i.  e.  rendered  thee  pliable  to  his 

will. 

* vasty  Tartar  — ]  i.  e.  Tartarus,  the  &bled  place  of  future 

punishment. 
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The  sweetness  of  afl^nce ' !     Show  men  dutifid  ? 
Why,  so  didst  thou :  Seem  they  grave  and  learned  ? 
Why,  so  didst  thou :  Come  they  of  noble  family  ? 
Why,  so  didst  thou :  Seem  they  religious  ? 
Why,  so  didst  thou :  Or  are  they  spare  in  diet ; 
Free  from  gross  passion,  or  of  mirth,  or  anger ; 
Constant  in  spirit,  not  swerving  with  the  blood ; 
Gamish'd  and  deck'd  in  modest  complement  * ; 
Not  working  with  the  eye,  without  the  ear*. 
And,  but  in  purged  judgment,  trusting  neither  ? 
Such,  and  so  finely  bolted  *,  didst  thou  seem : 
And  thus  thy  fidl  hath  left  a  kind  of  blot, 
To  mark  the  full-fraught  man,  and  best  indued. 
With  some  suspicion.     I  will  weep  for  thee ; 
For  this  revolt  of  thine,  methinks,  is  like 
Another  fall  of  man. — Their  faults  are  open. 
Arrest  them  to  the  answer  of  the  law ; — 
And  God  acquit  them  of  their  practices ! 

Exe,  I  arrest  thee  of  high  treason,  by  the  name  of 
Richard  earl  of  Cambridge. 

I  arrest  thee  of  high  treason,  by  the  name  of  Henry 
lord  Scroop  of  Masham. 

^  O,  how  host  thou  with  jealousy  infected 
The  sweetness  of  affiance  /]  Shakspeare  uses  this  aggrayation 
of  the  guilt  of  treachery  with  great  judgment.  One  of  the  worst 
consequences  of  breach  of  trust  is  the  diminution  of  that  confidence 
which  makes  the  happiness  of  life,  and  the  dissemination  of  sus- 
picion, which  is  the  poison  of  society.    Johnson. 

*  Garnish'd  and  deck'd  in  modest  complement ;]  Complements,  in 
the  age  of  Shakspeare,  meant  the  same  as  accomplishments  in  the 
present  one. 

'  Not  working  with  the  eye,  unihout  the  ear,]  The  king  means 
to  say  of  Scroop,  that  he  was  a  cautious  man,  who  knew  thatyroit/t 
nulla  fidesy  that  a  specious  appearance  was  deceitful,  and  therefore 
did  not  work  with  the  eye,  without  the  ear,  did  not  trust  the  air 
or  look  of  any  man  till  he  had  tried  him  by  enquiry  and  con- 
versation. 

*  and  so  finely  bolted,]     Bolted  is  the  same  with  sifted,  and 

has  consequently  the  meaning  of  refined. 
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I  arrest  thee  of  high  treason,  by  the  name  of  Thomas 
Grey,  knight  of  Northumberland 

Scroop.  Our  purposes  God  justly  hath  discover'd  ; 
And  I  repent  my  &ult,  more  than  my  death ; 
Which  I  beseech  your  highness  to  forgive, 
Although  my  body  pay  the  price  of  it. 

Cam,  For  me, — the  gold  of  France  did  not  seduce  ; 
Although  I  did  admit  it  as  a  motive, 
The  sooner  to  effect  what  I  intended : 
But  God  be  thanked  for  prevention  ; 
Which  I  in  sufferance  heartily  will  rejoice  *, 
Beseeching  God,  and  you,  to  pardon  me. 

Grey,  Never  did  faithful  subject  more  rejoice 
At  the  discovery  of  most  dangerous  treason, 
Than  I  do  at  this  hour  joy  o'er  myself, 
Prevented  firom  a  damned  enterprize : 
My  &ult,  but  not  my  body,  pardon,  sovereign. 

K,  Hen.  God  quit  you  in  his   mercy !     Hear  your 
sentence. 
You  have  conspir'd  against  our  royal  person, 
Join'd  with  an  enemy  proclaimed,  and  from  his  coffers 
Received  the  golden  earnest  of  our  death  ; 
Wherein  you  would  have  sold  your  king  to  slaughter, 
His  princes  and  his  peers  to  servitude. 
His  subjects  to  oppression  and  contempt. 
And  his  whole  kingdom  unto  desolation  -f. 
Touching  our  person,  seek  we  no  revenge ; 
But  we  our  kingdom's  safety  must  so  tender. 
Whose  ruin  you  three  sought,  that  to  her  laws 
We  do  deliver  you.     Get  you  therefore  hence. 
Poor  miserable  wretches,  to  your  death : 
The  taste  whereof,  God,  of  his  mercy,  give  you 

*  Which  I  m  tuffisrance  heartify  will  rejoice,]  Cambridge 
means  to  say,  at  which  prevention,  or,  which  intended  scheme 
that  it  was  prevented,  I  shall  rejoice.  Shakspeare  has  many  such 
elliptical  expressions.  The  intended  scheme  that  he  alludes  to, 
was  the  taking  off  Henry,  to  make  room  for  his  brother-in-law. 

f  "  into  desolation.** — Malone. 
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Patience  to  endure,  and  true  repentance 
Of  all  your  dear  offences ! — Bear  them  hence. 

[Ea>eunt  Conspirators,  guarded. 
Now,  lords,  for  France ;  the  enterprise  whereof 
Shall  be  to  you,  as  us,  like  glorioua 
We  doubt  not  of  a  fair  and  lucky  war ; 
Since  God  so  graciously  hath  brought  to  light 
This  dangerous  treason,  lurking  in  our  way. 
To  hinder  our  beginnings,  we  doubt  not  now. 
But  every  rub  is  smoothed  on  our  way. 
Then,  forth,  dear  countrymen ;  let  us  deliver 
Our  puissance  into  the  hand  of  God, 
Putting  it  straight  in  expedition. 
Cheerly  to  sea ;  the  signs  of  war  advance : 
No  king  of  England,  if  not  king  of  France.        [Exewnt 


SCENE  III. 
London.    Mrs.  Quickly's  Home  in  Eastcheap. 

Enter   Pistol,  Mrs.  Quickly,    Nym,    Bardolph,    and 

Boy. 

Quick.  Pr'ythee,  honey-sweet  husband,  let  me  bring 
thee  to  Staines  *. 

PisL  No ;  for  my  manly  heart  doth  yearn. — 
Bardolph,  be  blithe ; — Nym,  rouse  thy  vaunting  veins ; 
Boy,  bristle  thy  courage  up ;  for  Falstaff  he  is  dead, 
And  we  must  yearn  therefore. 

Bard.  'Would,  I  were  with  him,  wheresome'er  he  is, 
either  in  heaven,  or  in  hell ! 

Quick.  Nay,  sure,  he's  not  in  hell ;  he's  in  Arthur's 
bosom,  if  ever  man  went  to  Arthur's  bosom.  'A  made 
a  finer  end,  and  went  away,  an  it  had  been  any  christom 

•  let  me  bring  tkee  to    Staines.]    i.  e.  let   me  attend,  or 

accompany  thee. 
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child^ ;  'a  parted  even  just  between  twelve  and  one,  e*en 
at  turning  o'the  tide ' :  for  after  I  saw  him  fumble  with 
the  sheets,  and  play  with  flowers,  and  smile  upon  his 
fingers^  ends,  I  knew  there  was  but  one  way ;  for  his 
nose  was  as  sharp  as  a  pen,  and  'a  babbled  of  green  fields. 
How  now,  sir  John  ?  quoth  I :  what,  man !  be  of  good 
cheer.  So  'a  cried  out— God,  God,  God!  three  or  four 
times :  now  I,  to  comfort  him,  bid  him,  'a  should  not 
think  of  God ;  I  hoped,  there  was  no  need  to  trouble 
himself  with  any  such  thoughts  yet :  So,  'a  bade  me  lay 
more  clothes  on  his  feet :  I  put  my  hand  into  the  bed, 
and  felt  them,  and  they  were  as  cold  as  any  stone ;  then 
I  felt  to  his  knees,  and  so  upward,  and  upward,  and  all 
was  as  cold  as  any  stone  ^ 

'  an  it  had  been   any   christom    child ;]    i.  e.  child  that 

has  wore  the  chrysom,  or  white  cloth  put  on  a  new  baptized  child. 

'  ■  turning  (fthe  Ode ;]  It  has  been  a  very  old  opinion, 
which  Mead,  de  imperio  soMs^  quotes,  as  if  he  believed  it,  that 
nobody  dies  but  in  the  time  of  ebb ;  half  the  deaths  in  London 
confute  the  notion;  but  we  find  that  it  was  common  among  the 
women  of  the  poet's  time.    Johnson. 

*  1 cold  as  any  stone.]    Such  is  the  end  of  Falstaff,  from 

whom  Shakspeare  had  promised  us,  in  his  epilogue  to  King  Henry 
IV.  that  we  should  receiYC  more  entertainment.  It  happened  to 
Shakspeare,  as  to  other  writers,  to  haTe  his  imagination  crowded 
with  a  tumultuary  confusion  of  images,  which,  while  they  were  yet 
unsorted  and  unexamined,  seemed  suflBcient  to  fumbh  a  long 
trun  of  inddents,  and  a  new  variety  of  merriment:  but  which, 
when  he  was  to  produce  them  to  view,  shrunk  suddenly  from  him, 
or  could  not  be  accommodated  to  his  general  design.  That  he  once 
designed  to  have  brought  Falstaff  on  the  scene  again,  we  know 
from  himself;  but  whether  he  could  contrive  no  tnun  of  ad- 
ventures suitable  to  his  character,  or  could  match  him  with  no 
companions  likely  to  quicken  his  humour,  or  could  open  no  now 
vein  of  pleasantry,  and  was  afraid  to  continue  the  same  strain  lest 
it  should  not  find  the  same  reception,  he  has  here  for  ever  dis- 
carded him,  and  made  haste  to  despatch  him,  perhaps  for  the 
same  reason  for  which  Addison  killed  Sir  Roger,  that  no  other 
hand  m^ht  attempt  to  exhibit  him. 

Let  meaner  authors  learn  from  this  example,  that  it  is  dangerous 
to  sell  the  bear  which  is  yet  not  hunted ;  to  promise  to  the 
publick  what  they  have  not  written.  [This 
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Nym,  They  say,  he  cried  out  of  sack. 

Quick.  Ay,  that  'a  did 

Bard,  And  of  women. 

Quick.  ^Skjy  that  'a  did  not. 

Boy.  Yes,  that  'a  did ;  and  said,  they  were  devils  in- 
carnate. 

Quick.  'A  could  never  abide  carnation ;  'twas  a  colour 
he  never  liked. 

Boy,  'A  said  once,  the  devil  would  have  him  about 
women. 

Quick.  'A  did  in  some  sort,  indeed,  handle  women : 
but  then  he  was  rheumatick ' ;  and  talked  of  the  whore 
of  Babylon. 

Boy.  Do  you  not  remember,  'a  saw  a  flea  stick  upon 
Bardolph's  nose ;  and  'a  said,  it  was  a  black  soul  burn- 
ing in  hell-fire  ? 

Bard.  Well,  the  fuel  is  gone,  that  maintained  that 
fire :  that's  all  the  riches  I  got  in  his  service. 

Nym.  Shall  we  shog  off?  the  king  will  be  gone  from 
Southampton. 

Pist.  Come,  let's  away. — My  love,  give  me  thy  lips. 
Look  to  my  chattels,  and  my  moveables : 
Let  senses  rule ;  the  word  is,  Pitch  and  pay; 
Trust  none ; 

For  oaths  are  straws,  men's  faiths  are  wafer-cakes, 
And  hold-fast  is  the  only  dog,  my  duck ; 
Therefore,  caveto  be  thy  counsellor. 
Go,  clear  thy  chrystals  *. — Yoke-fellows  in  arms. 


This  disappointment  probably  inclined  queen  Elizabeth  to 
command  the  poet  to  produce  him  once  again,  and  to  show  him 
in  love  or  courtship.  This  was,  indeed,  a  new  source  of  hu- 
mour, and  produced  a  new  play  from  the  former  characters. 

Johnson. 

>  rheumatick  ;]     This  word  is  elsewhere  used  by  our  author 

for  peevish,  or  splenetick,  as  scorbutico  is  in  Italian.     Mrs.  Quickly 
however  probably  means  lunaiidc. 

'  —  clear  thy  chrystals.]     Dry  thine  eyes. 
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Let  us  to  France !  like  horse-leeches,  mj  bojs ; 
To  suck,  to  suck,  the  very  blood  to  suck ! 

Boy.  And  that  is  but  unwholesome  food,  thej  sar. 

Pist.  Touch  her  soft  mouth,  and  march. 

BarcL  Farewell,  hostes&  [Kiaging  her. 

Nym.  I  cannot  kiss,  that  is  the  humour  of  it ;  but 
adieu. 

Pigt.  Let  housewifery  appear;    keep  close,  I  thee 
command. 

QtttcX;.  Farewell;  adiea  [Ejceunt. 


SCENE  IV. 

France.    A  Room  in  the  French  King's  Palace. 

Enter  ike  French  King  attended;  the  Dauphin,  the  Duke 
of  BuEGUNDY,  the  Constable,  and  Others. 

Fr.  King.  Thus  come  the  English  with   ftdl  power 
upon  us ; 
And  more  than  carefully  it  us  concerns. 
To  answer  royally  in  our  defences. 
Therefore  the  dukes  of  Berry,  and  of  Bretagne, 
Of  Brabant,  and  of  Orleans,  shall  make  forth, — 
And  you,  prince  Dauphin, — with  all  swifl  despatch, 
To  line,  and  new  repair,  our  towns  of  war. 
With  men  of  courage,  and  with  means  defendant : 
For  England  his  approaches  makes  as  fierce. 
As  waters  to  the  sucking  of  a  gulph. 
It  fits  us  then,  to  be  as  provident 
As  fear  may  teach  us,'  but  of  late  examples 
Left  by  the  &tal  and  neglected  English 
Upon  our  fields. 

Dau.  My  most  redoubted  father, 

It  is  most  meet  we  arm  us  'gainst  the  foe  : 
For  peace  itself  should  not  so  dull  a  kingdom  *, 

'  -^—  io  dull  a  kingdom,]  i.  e.  reqder  it  callous,  insensible. 
VOL.  V.  M 
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(Though  war,  nor  no  known  quarrel,  were  in  question,) 

But  that  defences,  musters,  preparations, 

Should  be  maintained,  assembled,  and  collected. 

As  were  a  war  in  expectation. 

Therefore,  I  say,  'tis  meet  we  idl  go  forth. 

To  view  the  sick  and  feeble  parts  of  France ; 

And  let  us  do  it  with  no  show  of  fear ; 

No,  with  no  more,  than  if  we  heard  that  England 

Were  busied  with  s^  Whitsun  morris-dance  : 

For,  my  good  liege,  she  is  so  idly  king'd, 

Her  scepter  so  fantastically  borne 

By  a  vain,  giddy,  shallow,  humorous  youth. 

That  fear  attends  her  not. 

Con.  0  peace,  prince  Dauphin  ! 

You  are  too  much  mistaken  in  this  king : 
Question  your  grace  the  late  ambassadors, — 
With  what  great  state  he  heard  their  embassy. 
How  well  supplied  with  noble  counsellors. 
How  modest  in  exception  ^  and,  withal, 
How  terrible  in  constant  resolution, — 
And  you  shall  find,  his  vanities  fore-spent 
Were  but  the  outside  of  the  Roman  Brutus, 
Covering  discretion  with  a  coat  of  folly ; 
As  gardeners  do  with  ordure  hide  those  roots 
That  shall  first  spring,  and  be  most  delicata 

Lau,  Well,  'tis  not  so,  my  lord  high  constable, 
But  though  we  think  it  so,  it  is  no  matter : 
In  cases  of  defence,  'tis  best  to  weigh 
The  enemy  more  mighty  than  he  seems. 
So  the  proportions  of  defence  are  fiU'd ; 
Which,  of  a  weak  and  niggardly  projection. 
Doth,  like  a  miser,  spoil  his  coat,  with  scanting 
A  little  cloth. 

Fr.  King,  Think  we  king  Harry  strong ; 
And,  princes,  look,  you  strongly  arm  to  meet  him. 


**  How  modext  in  exception^]     How  diffident  and  decent  in  making 
objections. 
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The  kindred  of  him  hath  been  flesh'd  upon  us ; 

And  he  is  bred  out  of  that  bloody  strain  *, 

That  haunted  us  *  in  our  familiar  paths : 

Witness  our  too  much  memorable  shame, 

When  Cressy  battle  fetally  was  struck. 

And  all  our  princes  captiv'd,  by  the  hand 

Of  that  black  name,  Edward  black  prince  of  Wales ; 

Whiles  that  his  mountain  sire,-— on  moimtain  standing, 

Up  in  the  air,  crown'd  with  the  golden  sim, — 

Saw  his  heroical  seed,  and  smil'd  to  see  him 

Mangle  the  work  of  nature,  and  defece 

The  patterns  that  by  God  and  by  French  Others 

Had  twenty  years  been  mada    This  is  a  stem 

Of  that  victorious  stock ;  and  let  us  fear 

The  native  mightiness  and  &te  of  him  \ 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Ambassadors  from  Henry  king  of  England 
Do  crave  admittance  to  your  majesty. 
Fr.  King,  Well   give  them  present  audience.     Go, 
and  bring  them. 

[Exeunt  Mess,  and  certain  Lords. 
You  see,  this  chase  is  hotly  foUow'd,  friends. 

Dau.  Turn  head,  and  stop  pursuit :  for  coward  dogs 
Most  spend  their  mouths',  when  what  they  seem  to 

threaten. 
Runs  far  before  them.     Good  my  sovereign. 
Take  up  the  English  short ;  and  let  them  know 
Of  what  a  monarchy  you  are  the  head  : 
Self-love,  my  liege,  is  not  so  vile  a  sin 
As  self-neglecting. 

*  sirmn^  Uneage. 

'  T%at  haoBted  tu  — ]  To  hautU  is  a  word  of  the  utmost 
horror,  which  shows  that  they  dreaded  the  English  as  goblins  and 
spirits. 

^  fate  of  Aim.]     His  fate  b  what  is  allotted  him  by  destiny, 

or  what  he  is  fated  to  perform. 

"  —  fpend  ikeir  mouthi,]  That  is,  bark ;  the  sportsman's 
term. 

h2 
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Re-enter  Lords,  wUh  Exeter  and  Train 

Fr,  King.  From  our  brother  England  ? 

Exe.  From  him  ;  and  thus  he  greets  your  majesty. 
He  wills  you,  in  the  name  of  God  Almighty, 
That  you  divest  yourself,  and  lay  apart 
The  borrowed  glories,  that,  by  gift  of  heaven. 
By  law  of  nature,  and  of  nations,  long 
To  him,  and  to  his  heirs ;  namely,  the  crown. 
And  all  wide  stretched  honours  that  pertain, 
By  custom  and  the  ordinance  of  times 
Unto  the  crown  of  France.     That  you  may  know, 
'Tis  no  sinister,  nor  no  aukward  claim, 
Pick'd  from  the  worm-holes  of  long- vanished  days. 
Nor  from  the  dust  of  old  oblivion  rak'd. 
He  sends  you  this  most  memorable  line  •, 

[Gives  a  paper. 
In  every  branch  truly  demonstrative ; 
Willing  you,  overlook  this  pedigree : 
And,  when  you  find  him  evenly  derived 
From  his  most  fam'd  of  famous  ancestors, 
Edward  the  Third,  he  bids  you  then  resign 
Your  crown  and  kingdom,  indirectly  held 
From  him  the  native  and  true  challenger. 

Fr.  King.  Or  else  what  follows  ? 

Exe.  Bloody  constraint :  for  if  you  hide  the  crown 
Even  in  your  hearts,  there  will  he  rake  for  it  : 
And  therefore  in  fierce  tempest  is  he  coming. 
In  thunder,  and  in  earthquake,  like  a  Jove ; 
(That,  if  requiring  fail,  he  will  compel ;) 
And  bids  you,  in  the  bowels  of  the  Lord, 
Deliver  up  the  crown ;  and  to  take  mercy 
On  the  poor  souls,  for  whom  this  hungry  war 
Open  his  vasty  jaws :  and  on  your  head 
Turns  he  the  widows'  tears,  the  orphans'  cries, 


*  memorable  line.]       This  genealogy  ;    this    deduction  of 

his  lineage. 
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The  dead  men's  blood,  the  pining  maidens'  groans 
For  husbands,  &thers,  and  betrothed  lovers, 
That  shall  be  swallow'd  in  this  controversy. 
This  is  his  claim,  his  threat'ning,  and  my  message ; 
Unless  the  Dauphin  be  in  presence  here, 
To  whom  expressly  I  bring  greeting  too. 

Fr,  King.  For  us  we  will  consider  of  this  further : 
To-morrow  shall  you  bear  our  fiill  intent 
Back  to  our  brother  England. 

Dau,  For  the  Dauphin, 

I  stand  here  for  him ;  What  to  him  from  England  ? 

Exe.  Scorn,  and  defiance ;  slight  regard,  contempt, 
And  any  thing  that  may  not  misbecome 
The  mighty  sender,  doth  he  prize  you  at. 
Thus  says  my  king :  and,  if  your  father's  highness 
Do  not,  in  grant  of  all  demands  at  large. 
Sweeten  the  bitter  mock  you  sent  his  majesty. 
Hell  call  you  to  so  hot  an  answer  for  it. 
That  caves  and  womby  vaultages  of  France 
Shall  chide  your  trespass  *,  and  return  your  mock 
In  second  accent  of  his  ordnance. 

DatJL  Say,  if  my  father  render  fair  reply. 
It  is  against  my  will :  for  I  desire 
Nothing  but  odds  with  England ;  to  that  end. 
As  matching  to  his  youth  and  vanity, 
I  did  present  him  with  those  Paris  balls. 

Exe,  He'll  make  your  Paris  Louvre  shake  for  it, 
Were  it  the  mistress  court  of  mighty  Europe : 
And,  be  assured,  you'll  find  a  difference, 
(As  we,  his  subjects,  have  in  wonder  found,) 
Between  the  promise  of  his  greener  days. 
And  these  he  masters  now ;  now  he  weighs  time, 
Even  to  the  utmost  grain  ;  which  you  shall  read 
In  your  own  losses,  if  he  stay  in  France. 

Fr,  King,  To-morrow  shall  you  know  our  mind  at 
full. 

'  Shall  chide  your  tretpass,]     To  chide  is  to  resound,  to  echo. 
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Exe,  Despatch  us  with  all  speed,  lest  that  our  king 
Come  here  himself  to  question  our  delay : 
For  he  is  footed  in  this  land  already. 

Fr,  King.  You  shall  be  soon  despatch'd,   with  fair 
conditions : 
A  night  is  but  small  breath,  and  little  pause, 
To  answer  matters  of  this  consequence.  [Exeunt 


ACT  III. 


Eniter  Chobus. 

Chor,  Thus  with  imagined  wing  our  swift  scene  flies, 
In  motion  of  no  less  celerity 

Than  that  of  thought.     Suppose  that  you  have  seen 
The  well-appointed  king  at  Hampton  pier 
Embark  his  royalty ;  and  his  brave  fleet 
With  silken  streamers  the  young  Phoebus  fanning. 
Play  with  your  fancies ;  and  in  them  behold. 
Upon  the  hempen  tackle,  ship  boys  climbing : 
Hear  the  shrill  whistle,  which  doth  order  give 
To  sounds  confus'd :  behold  the  threaden  sails. 
Borne  with  the  invisible  and  creeping  wind, 
Draw  the  huge  bottoms  through  the  furrow'd  sea. 
Breasting  the  lofty  surge :  0,  do  but  think. 
You  stand  upon  the  rivage  *,  and  behold 
A  city  on  the  inconstant  billows  dancing ; 
For  so  appears  this  fleet  majestical. 
Holding  due  course  to  Harfleur.     Follow,  follow ! 
Grapple  your  minds  to  stemage  of  this  navy  * ; 

'  rwagei\     The  bank  or  shore. 

'  to  sternago  of  this  navy ;]     The  stern  being  the  hinder 

part  of  the  ship,  the  meaning  is,  let  your  minds  follow  close  after 
the  navy.  Siem,  however,  appears  to  have  been  anciently 
synonymous  to  rudder. 
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And  leave  your  England,  as  dead  midn^t,  still, 
Guarded  bj  grandsires,  babies,  and  old  women, 
Either  past,  or  not  arrived  to,  pith  and  puissance : 
For  who  is  he,  whose  chin  is  but  enrich'd 
With  one  appearing  hair,  that  will  not  follow 
These  cull'd  and  choice-drawn  cavaliers  to  France  ? 
Work,  work,  your  thoughts,  and  therein  see  a  si^e : 
Behold  the  ordnance  <hi  their  carriages, 
With  fatal  mouths  gapping  on  girded  Harfleur, 
Suppose,  the  ambassador  from  the  French  comes  back  ; 
Tells  Harry — that  the  king  doth  offer  him 
Katharine  his  daughter ;  and  with  her,  to  dowry, 
Some  petty  and  unprofitable  dukedoms. 
The  offer  likes  not :  and  the  nimble  gunner 
With  linstock  *  now  the  devilish  cannon  touches, 

[Alarum  ;  a/nd  Ohambers  go  off. 
And  down  goes  all  before  them.     Still  be  kind, 
And  dee  out  our  performance  with  your  mind.       [Ewit 


SCENE  L 
The  same.    Before  Harfleur. 

Alarums.      Enter    King    Hsiyby,    Exeter,    Be]>fori), 
Glosteb^  ami  Scddiers,  with  Scaling  Ladders. 

K.  Hen.  Once  more  unto  the  breach,  dear  friends, 
once  more ; 
Or  close  the  wall  up  with  our  English  dead ! 
In  peace,  there^s  nothing  so  becomes  a  man, 
As  modest  stillness  and  humility  : 
But  when  the  blast  of  war  blows  in  our  ears, 
l^ien  imitate  the  juction  of  the  tiger ; 
Stiffen  the  sinews,  summon  up  the  blood, 
Disguise  &ir  nature  with  hard-favour'd  rage : 

*  Atutock  — ]       The  staff  to  which   the    match    is    fixed 

when  ordnance  is  fired. 
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Then  lend  the  eye  a  terrible  asp^t ; 

Let  it  pry  through  the  portage  of  the  head, 

Like  the  brass  cannon ;  let  the  brow  o'erwhelm  it, 

As  fearfully,  as  doth  a  galled  rock 

O'erhang  and  jutty '  his  confounded  base  *, 

Swiird  with  the  wild  and  wasteful  ocean. 

Now  set  the  teeth,  and  stretch  the  nostril  wide ; 

Hold  hard  the  breath,  and  bend  up  every  spirit 

To  his  full  height ! — On,  on,  you  noblest  English  f. 

Whose  blood  is  fet  from  &ther8  of  war-proof! 

Fathers,  that,  like  so  many  Alexanders, 

Have,  in  these  parts,  from  mom  till  even  fought. 

And  sheath'd  their  swords  for  lack  of  argument '. 

Dishonour  not  your  mothers ;  now  attest, 

That  those,  whom  you  call  &thers,  did  beget  you ! 

Be  copy  now  to  men  of  grosser  blood. 

And  teach  them  how  to  war ! — And  you,  good  yeomen, 

Whose  limbs  were  made  in  England,  show  us  here 

The  mettle  of  your  pasture ;  let  us  swear 

That  you  are  worth  your  breeding :  which  I  doubt  not ; 

For  there  is  none  of  you  so  mean  and  base. 

That  hath  not  noble  lustre  in  your  eyes. 

I  see  you  stand  like  greyhounds  in  the  slips  •, 

Straining  upon  the  start.     The  game's  afoot ; 

Follow  your  spirit :  and,  upon  this  charge. 

Cry — God  for  Harry  !  England  !  and  Saint  George ! 

[Exeimt.    Alarum^  and  Chambers  go  off, 

• jutty  — ]     The  force  of  the  verb  to  jutfy,  wheo  applied 

to  a  rock  projecting  into  the  sea,  is  not  felt  by  those  who  are 
unaware  that  this  word  anciently  signified  a  mole  raised  to  with- 
stand the  encroachment  of  the  tide.  «7«%-head8,  in  sea-language, 
are  platforms  standing  on  piles,  near  the  docks,  and  projecting 
without  the  wharfs,  for  the  more  convenient  docking  and  un- 
docking  ships. 

•  hit  confounded  btue,]     His  worn  or  watted  base. 

t  **  you  noble  English," — Malone. 

"  argument,]     Is  matter  or  subject, 

'^  like  greyhounds  in  the  slips.]      S&ps  are   a   contrivance 

of  leather,  to  start  two  dogs  at  the  same  time. 
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SCENE  11. 
The  same. 

Forces  pass  over ;  then  enter  Nym,  Babdolph,  Pistol, 
and  Boy. 

Bard.  On,  on,  on,  on,  on !  to  the  breach,  to  the  breach ! 
Nym,  Tray  thee,  corporal,  stay ;  the  knocks  are  too 
hot ;  and,  for  mine  own  part,  I  have  not  a  case  of  lives : 
the  humour  of  it  is  too  hot,  that  is  the  very  plain-song 
of  it. 
PisL  The  plain-song  is  most  just;  for  humours  do 
abound ; 
Knocks  go  and  come ;  God  s  vassals  drop  and  die ; 
And  sword  and  shield, 
In  bloody  field. 
Doth  win  immortal  &me. 
Boy.  IVould  I  were  in  an  alehouse  in  London ! 
I  would  give  all  my  &me  for  a  pot  of  ale,  and  safety. 
PisL  And  I : 

If  wishes  would  prevail  with  me. 
My  purpose  should  not  fail  with  me, 
But  thither  would  I  hie. 
Boy.  As  duly,  but  not  as  truly,  as  bird  doth  sing  on 
bough. 

Enter  Pluellbn  •. 

FltL,  Got's  plood ! — Up  to  the  preaches,  you  rascals ! 
will  you  not  up  to  the  preaches  ?  [Driving  them  forward. 

Pist.  Be  merciful,  great  duke,  to  men  of  mould ' ! 
Abate  thy  rage,  abate  thy  manly  rage ! 

' Fluellen,]      This  is  only   the   Wolsh    pronunciation    of 

Lluelfyn.     Thus  also  FUoyd  instead  of  Lloyd, 

I  _  lo  men  of  mould !]  To  men  of  earlhy  to  poor  mortal 
men. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


170  KING  HENRY  V.  Act  III. 

Abate  thy  rage,  great  duke ! 

Good  bawcock,  bate  thy  rage !  use  lenity,  sweet  chuck  ! 

Nym.  These  be  good  humours! — ^your  honour  wins 
bad  humours. 

[Exewnt  Nym,  Pistol,  and  Bakdolph, 
followed  by  Fluellen. 

Boy,  As  young  as  I  am,  I  have  observed  these  three 
swashers.  I  am  boy  to  them  all  three:  but  all  they 
three,  though  they  would  serve  me,  oould  not  be  man 
to  me ;  for,  indeed,  three  such  anticks  do  not  amount 
to  a  man.  For  Bardolph, — he  is  white-livered,  and 
red-&oed;  by  the  means  whereof  'a  fstces  it  out,  but 
fights  not  For  Pistol, — ^he  hath  a  killing  tongue, 
and  a  quiet  sword;  by  the  means  whereoi^  'a  breaks 
words,  and  keeps  whole  weapons.  For  Nym, — he 
hath  heard,  that  men  of  few  words  are  the  best  men ' ; 
and  therefore  he  scorns  to  say  his  prayers,  lest  'a  should 
be  thought  a  coward :  but  his  few  bad  words  are  match'd 
with  as  few  good  deeds ;  for  'a  never  broke  any  man  s 
head  but  his  own ;  and  that  was  against  a  post,  when 
he  was  drunk.  They  will  steal  any  thing,  and  call  it, — 
purchase.  Bardolph  stole  a  lute-case;  bore  it  twelve 
leagues,  and  sold  it  for  three  halfpence.  Nym,  and 
Bardolph,  are  sworn  brothers  in  filching ;  and  in  Calais 
they  stole  a  fire  shovel :  I  knew,  by  that  piece  of  ser- 
vice, the  men  would  carry  coals*.  They  would  have 
me  as  familiar  with  men's  pockets,  as  their  gloves  or 
their  handkerchiefs;  which  makes  much  against  my 
manhood,  if  I  should  take  from  another's  pocket,  to  put 
into  mine ;  for  it  is  plain  pocketing  up  of  wrongs.  I 
must  leave  them,  and  seek  some  better  service :  their 
villainy  goes  against  my  weak  stomach,  and  therefore  I 
must  cast  it  up.  [Exit  Boy. 

3  \yQ^i  fficn ;]      That  is,  bravest ;    so    in   the   next   lines, 

good  deeds  are  brave  acHtms, 

"  the  men  would  carry  coaU.'\     It  appesrs   that,  in  Shak- 

speare's  age,  to  carry  coals,  was,  I  know  not  why,  to  endure 
affironts. 
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Re-enter  Flubllen,  Goifi^^  foUotaing. 

Gow.  Captain  Fluellen,  you  must  come  prescoitly  to 
the  mines  ;  the  duke  of  Gloster  would  speak  with  you. 

Fhk  To  the  mines !  tell  you  the  duke,  it  is  not  so 
good  to  come  to  the  mines :  For,  look  you,  the  mines 
is  not  according  to  the  disciplines  of  the  war  ;  the  oon- 
eayities  of  it  is  not  sufficient ;  for,  look  you,  th'  athversary 
(you  may  discuss  unto  the  duke,  look  you,)  is  dight 
himself  four  yards  imder  the  oounter-mines  * :  by 
Cheshu,  I  think  'a  will  plow  up  all  *,  if  there  is  not 
better  directions. 

Gow.  The  duke  of  Gloster,  to  whom  the  order  of 
the  si^e  is  given,  is  altogether  directed  by  an  Irishman ; 
a  very  valiant  gentleman,  i'fEiith. 

Flu.  It  is  captain  Macmorris,  is  it  not  ? 

Oow.  I  think  it  be. 

Flu.  By  Cheshu,  he  is  an  ass,  as  in  the  'orld :  I  will 
verify  as  much  in  his  peard :  he  has  no  more  directions 
in  the  true  disciplines  of  the  wars,  look  you,  of  the 
Roman  disciplines,  than  is  a  puppy-dog. 

Erder  Maohobkis  and  3 amy,  at  a  distance, 

Gow.  llere  'a  comes  ;  and  the  Scots  captain,  captain 
Jamy,  with  him. 

Flu.  Captain  Jamy  is  a  marvellous  falorous  gentle- 
man, that  is  certain ;  and  of  great  expedition,  and 
knowledge,  in  the  ancient  wars,  upon  my  particular 
knowledge  of  his  directions :  by  Cheshu,  he  will  main- 
tain his  ailment  as  well  as  any  militaiy  man  in  the 
'orld,  in  the  disciplines  of  the  pristine  wars  of  the  Ro- 
mans. 

*  »    dighi    himself  four  yards   under  the  counter-mines  ;J 

Fluellen  means,  that  the  enemy  had  digged  himself  counter^mmes  four 
yards  under  the  mines. 

*  »—  will  plow  up  all,]     That  is,  he  will  blow  up  all. 
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Jamy.  I  say,  gud-day,  captain  Fluellen. 

Fhi,  GkKi-den  to  your  worship,  goot  captain  Jamy. 

GW.  How  now,  captain  Macmorris  ?  have  you  quit 
the  mines  ?  have  the  pioneers  given  o'er  ? 

M(Ui.  By  Chrish  la,  tish  ill  done :  the  work  ish  give 
over,  the  trumpet  sound  the  retreat.  By  my  hand,  I 
swear,  and  by  my  father's  soul,  the  work  ish  ill  done  ; 
it  ish  give  over :  I  would  have  blowed  up  the  town,  so 
Chrish  save  me,  la,  in  an  hour.  0,  tish  ill  done,  tish 
ill  done  ;  by  my  hand,  tish  ill  done  ! 

Flu.  Captain  Macmorris,  I  peseech  you  now,  will 
you  voutsafe  me,  look  you,  a  few  disputations  with  you, 
as  partly  touching  or  concerning  the  disciplines  of  the 
war,  the  Roman  wars,  in  the  way  of  argument,  look 
you,  and  friendly  communication  ;  partly,  to  satisfy  my 
opinion,  and  partly,  for  the  satisfaction,  look  you,  of 
my  mind,  as  touching  the  direction  of  the  military  dis- 
cipline ;  that  is  the  point. 

Jwmy.  It  sail  be  very  gud,  gud  feith,  gud  captains 
bath  :  and  I  sail  quit  you'  with  gud  leve,  as  I  may  pick 
occasion  ;  that  sail  I,  marry. 

Jfoc.  It  is  no  time  to  discourse,  so  Chrish  save  me, 
the  day  is  hot,  and  the  weather,  and  the  wars,  and  the 
king,  and  the  dukes  ;  it  is  no  time  to  discourse.  The 
town  is  beseeched,  and  the  trumpet  calls  us  to  the 
breach ;  and  we  talk,  and,  by  Chrish,  do  nothing ;  'tis 
shame  for  us  all :  so  God  sa'  me,  'tis  shame  to  stand 
still ;  it  is  shame,  by  my  hand :  and  there  is  throats  to 
be  cut,  and  works  to  be  done  ;  and  there  ish  nothing 
done,  so  Chrish  sa'  me,  la. 

Jamy,  By  the  mess,  ere  theise  eyes  of  mine  take  them- 
selves to  slumber,  aile  do  good  service,  or  aile  ligge  i'tlie 
grund  for  it ;  ay,  or  go  to  death  ;  and  aile  pay  it  as  va- 
lorously  as  I  may,  that  sail  I  surely  do,  that  is  the  breff 

•  /  tall  quit  you  — ]     That  is,  I  shall,  with  your  permission, 

requite  you,  that  is,  answer  you,  or  interpose  with  my  arguments,  as 
I  shall  find  opportunity. 
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and  the  long :  Mary,  I  wad  fiill  fain  heard  some  question 
'tween  you  'tway. 

Flu.  Captain  Macmorris,  I  think,  look  you,  under 
your  correction,  there  is  not  many  of  your  nation 

Mac.  Of  my  nation?  What  ish  my  nation?  ish  a 
villain,  and  a  bastard,  and  a  knave,  and  a  rascal  ?  What 
ish  my  nation  ?    Who  talks  of  my  nation  ? 

Flu.  Look  you,  if  you  take  the  matter  otherwise  than 
is  meant,  captain  Macmorris,  peradventure,  I  shall 
think  you  do  not  use  me  with  that  affability  as  in  dis- 
cretion you  ought  to  use  me,  look  you  ;  being  as  goot 
a  man  as  yourself,  both  in  the  disciplines  of  wars,  and 
in  the  derivation  of  my  birth,  and  in  other  particu- 
larities. 

Mac.  I  do  not  know  you  so  good  a  man  as  myself: 
80  Chrish  save  me,  I  wiU  cut  off  your  head. 

6ow.  Grentlemen  both,  you  will  mistake  each  other. 

Jamy.  Au  !  that's  a  foul  fault.        [J  parley  sownded. 

Gow.  The  town  sounds  a  parley. 

Flu.  Captain  Macmorris,  when  there  is  more  better 
opportunity  to  be  required,  look  you,  I  will  be  so  bold 
as  to  tell  you,  I  know  the  disciplines  of  war ;  and  there 
is  an  end '.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

The  same.    Before  the  Oates  of  Harfleur. 

The  Governor  and  some  Citizens  on  the  Walls;  the 
English  Forces  below.  Enter  King  Henry  and  his 
Train. 

K.  Hen.   How  yet    resolves    the    governor    of   the 
town? 
This  is  the  latest  parle  we  will  admit ; 

7  there  is  an  end.]     It  were  to  be  wished,  that  the  poor 

merriment  of  this  dialogue  bad  not  been  purchased  with  so  much 
profaneneas.    Joh  n  so  n  . 
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Therefore,  to  our  best  merej  give  yourBelves ; 

Or  like  to  men  proud  of  destruction, 

Defy  us  to  our  worst :  for,  as  I  am  a  soldier, 

(A  name,  that,  in  my  thoughts,  becomes  me  best,) 

If  I  begin  the  battery  once  again, 

I  will  not  leave  the  half-achieved  Harfleur, 

Till  in  her  ashes  she  lie  buried. 

The  gates  of  mercy  shall  be  all  shut  up ; 

And  the  flesh'd  soldier, — trough  and  hard  of  heart, — 

In  liberty  of  bloody  hand,  shall  range 

"With  conscience  wide  as  hell ;  mowing  like  grass 

Your  fresh'&ir  virgins,  and  your  flowering  infistnts. 

What  is  it  then  to  me,  if  impious  war, — 

Array'd  in  flames,  like  to  the  prince  of  fiends, — 

Do,  with  his  smirch'd  complexion,  all  fell  feats 

Enlink'd  to  waste  and  desolation  *  ? 

What  is't  to  me,  when  you  yourselves  are  cause, 

If  your  pure  maidens  fall  into  the  hand 

Of  hot  and  forcing  violation  ! 

What  r^  can  hold  licentious  wickedness, 

When  down  the  hill  he  holds  his  fierce  career  ? 

We  may  as  bootless  spend  our  vain  command 

Upon  ^e  enraged  soldiers  in  their  spoil. 

As  send  precepts  to  the  Leviathan 

To  come  ashore.     Therefore,  you  men  of  Harfleur, 

Take  pity  of  your  town,  and  of  your  people. 

Whiles  yet  my  soldiers  are  in  my  command  ; 

Whiles  yet  the  cool  and  temperate  wind  of  grace 

Overblows  the  filthy  and  contagious  clouds* 

Of  deadly  murder,  spoil,  and  villainy. 

If  not,  why,  in  a  moment,  look  to  see 

The  blind  and  bloody  soldier  with  foul  hand 


'feUfeats 


EnHnk'd  to  waste  and  desolation  f]     All  the  savage  j)ractices 
naturally  concomitant  to  the  sack  of  cities. 

*  WhUes  yet  the  cool  and  temperaie  wind  of  grace 
O'erblows  the  JUthy  and  contains  clouds  — }     This  is  a  verj 
harsh  metaphor.     To  overblow  is  to  drive  away,  or  to  keep  cff. 
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Defile  the  locks  of  your  shrill-shrieking  daughters ; 

Your  fEbthers  taken  by  the  silver  beards, 

And  thdr  most  reverend  heads  dash'd  to  the  walls ; 

Your  naked  infents  spitted  upon  pikes ; 

Whiles  the  mad  mothers  with  their  howls  confus'd 

Do  break  the  clouds,  as  did  the  wives  of  Jewry 

At  Herod's  bloody-hunting  slaughtermen. 

What  say  you  ?  will  you  yield,  and  this  avoid  ? 

Or,  guilty  in  defence,  be  thus  destroy'd? 

Oov.  Our  expectation  hath  this  day  an  end : 
The  Dauphin,  whom  of  succour  we  entreated. 
Returns  us — that  his  powers  are  not  yet  ready 
To  raise  so  great  a  siege.    Therefore,  dread  king, 
We  yield  our  town,  and  lives,  to  thy  soft  mercy : 
Enter  our  gates ;  dispose  of  us,  and  ours ; 
For  we  no  longer  are  defensibla 

K,  Hen.  Open  your  gates. — Come,  uncle  Exeter, 
Go  you  and  enter  Harfleur ;  there  remain. 
And  fortify  it  strongly  'gainst  the  French : 
Use  mercy  to  them  all.     For  us,  dear  uncle, — 
The  winter  coming  on,  and  sickness  growing 
Upcm  our  soldiers, — well  retire  to  Calaia 
To-night  in  Harfleur  will  we  be  your  guest ; 
To-morrow  for  the  march  are  we  addrest  \ 

[Flourish,     The  King,  <fec.  enter  the  town. 


SCENE  IV'. 
Roiien.     A  Room  in  ike  Palace, 

Enter  Katharine  and  Alice. 

Kath.  Alice^  tu  as  estS'en  Angleterre,  et  tu  paries  Hen 
le  language, 

1  are  we  addrest.]  i.  e.  prepared. 

^  Scene  IV,]     This  scene  is  mean  enough,  when  it  is  read,  but 
the  griniaces  of  two  French  women,  and   the  odd  accent  with 
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Alice.  Un  peu,  madame. 

Kath.  Je  te  prie,  m'enseignez  ;  il  faut  que  japprenne 
h  parler.     Comment  appellez  vovs  la  mmn,  en  AngUna  ? 

Alice.  La  main  ?  die  est  appetUe^  de  hand. 

Kaik.  De  hand.     Et  lee  doigts  ? 

Alice.  Lea  doigtaf  mafoyf,  jotMie  lee  doigts;  mms 
je  me  souviendray.  Lea  doiffta  t  je  penae,  qaHh  aont  ap- 
pdl^de  fingres ;  ouy,  de  fingres. 

Kath.  La  main,  de  hand ;  lea  doiffta,  de  fingres.  Je 
penaej  que  je  auia  le  bon  eacolier,  J* ay  gagn^  deux  mots 
d'Anffloia  vistemenL     Comment  appellez  vous  les  ongles  ? 

Alice.  Les  ongles  t  les  appellons,  de  nails. 

Kath.  De  nails.  Escoutez  ;  dites  may,  si  je  parte  bien: 
de  hand,  de  fingres,  de  nails. 

Alice.  Cest  bien  dit,  madame ;  U  est  fort  bon  AngUns. 

Kath.  Dites  moy  en  AnghiSy  le  bras. 

Alice.  De  arm,  madame. 

Kath.  Et  le  coude. 

Alice.  De  elbow. 

Kath.  De  elbow.  Je  m'en  faitz  la  repetition  de  tous 
les  mots,  que  vous  m'avez  appris  dis  ct  present. 

Alice,  n  est  trop  difficile,  madame,  comme  je  pense. 

Kath.  Excusez  moy,  Alice;  escoutez:  De  hand,  de 
fingre,  de  nails,  de  arm,  de  bilbow. 

Alice.  De  elbow,  madame. 

Kath.  0  Seigneu/r  Dieu  !  je  m*en  oMie ;  De  elbow. 
Comment  appellez  vous  le  col? 

Alice.  De  neck,  madame. 

Kath.  De  neck :  Et  le  menton  ? 


which  they  uttered  the  English,  made  it  divert  upon  the  stage. 
It  may  be  obsenred,  that  there  is  in  it  not  only  the  French 
language,  but  the  French  spirit.  Alice  compliments  the  princess 
upon  her  knowledge  of  four  words,  and  tells  her  that  she  pro* 
nounces  like  the  English  themseWes.  The  princess  suspects  no 
deficiency  in  her  instructress,  nor  the  instructress  in  herself. 
Throughout  the  whole  scene  there  may  be  found  French  servility, 
and  French  vanity.    Johnson. 

t    "WWiy/cy*" — Ma  LONE. 
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Alice,  De  chin. 

Kath,  De  sin.    Le  cot,  de  neck :  le  menton,  de  sin. 

Alice.  Ouy,  Saufvostre  howaewr :  en  verM,  vom  pro- 
nonces  lee  mots  aussi  droict  que  lee  natifs  d'Angleterre. 

EatL  Je  ne  doute  point  d'apprendre  par  la  grace  de 
Dieu;  et  en  peu  de  temps. 

Alice.  N'avez  vous  pas  deja  ouUi^  ce  que  je  vous  ay 
enseign^et 

EatL  Non,  je  redteray  d  vous  promptement  De 
hand,  de  fingre,  de  mails, — 

Alice.  De  nails,  madcmie. 

Kath,  De  nails,  de  arme,  de  ilbow. 

Alice.  Sauf  vostre  honnewr,  de  elbow. 

EatL  Ainsi  disje;  de  elbow,  de  neck,  et  de  sin : 
Comment  appdles  vous  le  pieds  et  la  robe  f 

Alice,  De  foot,  madame;  et  de  con. 

Kath.  De  foot,  6^  de  con  ?  0  Seigneur  Dieu  !  ces  sont 
mots  de  son  mauvais,  corrvptMe,  grosse^  et  impudique^  et 
non  pour  les  dames  d'hownewr  d'user:  Je  ne  voudrois 
prononcer  ces  mots  deva/nt  les  Seigneurs  de  France,  pour 
tout  le  monde.  H  faut  de  foot,  et  de  con,  neantmoins. 
Je  redterai  vme  autrefois  ma  fofon  ensemble :  De  hand, 
de  fingre,  de  nails,  de  arm,  de  elbow,  de  neck,  de  sin, 
de  foot,  de  con. 

Alice.  ExceJlenty  madame  ! 

EatL  (Test  assez  pour  unefois ;  aUons  nous  a  dinner, 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE  V. 

The  same.    Another  Room  in  the  sam£. 

Enter  the  French  Eing,  the  Dauphin,  Duke  of  Bourbon, 
the  Constable  of  France,  and  Others. 

Fr,  King.  'Tis  certain,  he  hath  pass'd  the  river  Some. 

VOL.  V.  N 
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Con.  And  if  he  be  not  fought  withal,  my  lord, 
Let  us  not  live  in  France ;  let  us  quit  all. 
And  give  our  vineyards  to  a  barbarous  people. 

Dau.  0  Lieu  vivant !  shall  a  few  sprays  of  us, — 
The  emptying  of  our  feirthers'  luxury'. 
Our  scions,  put  in  wild  and  savage  *  stock, 
Spurt  up  so  suddenly  into  the  clouds, 
Aiid  overlook  their  grafters  ? 

Bowr.  Normans,  but  bastard  Normans,  Norman  bas- 
tards! 
Mori  demavie!  if  they  march  along 
Unfought  withal,  but  I  will  sell  my  dukedom, 
To  buy  a  slobbery  and  a  dirty  farm 
In  that  nook-shotten  *  isle  of  Albion. 

Con.  Dieu  de  battaUes  !  where  have  they  this  mettle  ? 
Is  not  their  climate  foggy,  raw,  and  dull  ? 
On  whom,  as  in  despite,  the  sun  looks  pale. 
Killing  their  fruit  with  frowns  ?    Can  sodden  water, 
A  drench  for  sur-rein*d  jades ',  their  barley  broth, 
Decoct  their  cold  blood  to  such  valiant  heat  ? 
And  shall  our  quick  blood,  spirited  with  wine, 
Seem  frosty  ?    0,  for  honour  of  our  land. 
Let  us  not  hang  like  roping  icicles 
Upon  our  houses'  thatch,  whiles  a  more  frosty  people 
Sweat  drops  of  gallant  youth  in  our  rich  fields ; 
Poor — we  may  call  them,  in  their  native  lords. 

Dau.  By  faith  and  honour, 
Our  madams  mock  at  us ;  and  plainly  say, 


*  our  faiheri  luxury,]     In  this  place,  as  in  others,  Uutury 

means  Ixut. 

^  savage  — ]  is  here  used  in  the  French  original  sense,  for 

silvan,  uncultivated,  the  same  with  wild. 

*  In  that  nook-shotten  isle  of  ABnon.]  Shotten  signifies  any  thing 
projected:  so  nook-shotten  isle,  is  an  isle  that  shoots  out  into 
capes,  promontories,  and  necks  oP  land,  the  yerj  figure  of  Great 
Britiun. 

*  A  drench  for  sur-rein'd  jades,]  Sur-rein*d  means  over  worked  or 
ridden ;  and  is  perhaps  derived  from  the  reins  of  the  bach. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Scene  V.  KING  HENRY  V.  179 

Our  mettle  is  bred  out ;  and  they  will  give 
Their  bodies  to  the  lust  of  English  youth, 
To  new-store  France  with  bastard  warriors. 

Bour.  They  bid  us — ^to  the  English  dancing-schools, 
And  teach  lavoltas  high  ^  and  swift  corantos ; 
Saying,  our  grace  is  only  in  our  heels, 
And  that  we  are  most  lofty  runaways. 

Fr.  King,  Where  is  Montj6y,  the  herald  ?  speed  him 
hence ; 
Let  him  greet  England  with  our  sharp  defiance. — 
Up,  princes ;  and,  with  spirit  of  honour  edg'd. 
More  sharper  than  your  swords,  hie  to  the  field : 
Charles  De-la-bret,  high  constable  of  France ; 
You  dukes  of  Orleans,  Bourbon,  and  of  Berry, 
Alen^on,  Brabant,  Bar,  and  Burgundy ; 
Jaques  Chatillion,  Rambures,  Vaudemont, 
Beaumont,  Grandpr^,  Roussi,  and  Fauconberg, 
Foix,  Lestrale,  Bouciqualt,  and  Charolois ; 
High  dukes,  great  princes,  barons,  lords,  and  knights, 
For  your  great  seats,  now  quit  you  of  great  shames. 
Bar  Harry  England,  that  sweeps  through  our  land 
With  pennons '  painted  in  the  blood  of  Harfleur : 
Rush  on  his  host,  as  doth  the  melted  snow  • 
Upon  the  valleys :  whose  low  vassal  seat 
The  Alps  doth  spit  and  void  his  rheum  upon : 
Gro  down  upon  him, — ^you  have  power  enough, — 
And  in  a  captive  chariot,  into  Roiien 
Bring  him  our  prisoner. 


7  iavoltat  high  — ]     A  dance  in   which    there  was  much 

tuniing  and  much  capering. 

^  With  pennons  — ]     Pennont  armorial  were  small  flags,  on  which 
the  arms,  device,  and  motto  of  a  knight  were  painted. 

•  melted  snow  — ]     The    poet   has   here  defeated   himself 

bj  passing  too  soon  from  one  image  to  another.  To  bid  the 
FVench  rush  upon  the  English  as  the  torrents  formed  from  melted 
snow  stream  from  the  Alps,  was  at  once  vehement  and  proper, 
bat  its  force  b  destroyed  by  the  grossness  of  the  thought  in  the 
next  line. 
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Con.  This  becomes  the  great. 

Sorry  am  I,  his  numbers  are  so  few, 
His  soldiers  sick,  and  famish'd  in  their  march ; 
For,  I  am  sure,  when  he  shall  see  our  army, 
He'll  drop  his  heart  into  the  sink  of  fear. 
And,  for  achievement,  offer  us  his  ransome. 

Fr,  King,  Therefore,  lord  constable,  haste  on  Mont- 

And  let  him  say  to  England,  that  we  send 
To  know  what  willing  ransome  he  will  give. — 
Prince  Dauphin,  you  shall  stay  with  us  in  Roiien. 

Dau,  Not  so,  I  do  beseech  your  majesty. 

Fr,  King,  Be  patient,  for  you  shall  remain  with  us. — 
Now,  forth,  lord  constable,  and  princes  all ; 
And  quickly  bring  us  word  of  England's  fall.     [Exeunt. 


SCENE  VI. 

The  English  Camp  in  Picardy. 

Enter  Gower  and  Fluellen. 

Chw,  How  now,  captain  Fluellen  ?  come  you  from  the 
bridge  ? 

Flu,  I  assure  you,  there  is  very  excellent  service  com- 
mitted at  the  pridge. 

Oow,  Is  the  duke  of  Exeter  safe  ? 

Flu.  The  duke  of  Exeter  is  as  magnanimous  as  Aga- 
memnon ;  and  a  man  that  I  love  and  honour  with  my 
soul,  and  my  heart,  and  my  duty,  and  my  life,  and  my 
livings,  and  my  uttermost  powers :  he  is  not,  (God  be 
praised  and  plessed !)  any  hurt  in  the  'orld ;  but  keeps 
the  pridge  most  valiantly,  with  excellent  discipline, 
rhere  is  an  ensign  there  at  the  pridge, — I  think,  in 
my  very  conscience,  he  is  as  valiant  as  Mark  Antony  • 
and  he  is  a  man  of  no  estimation  in  the  'orld :  but  I  did 
see  him  do  gallant  service. 
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Oow,  What  do  you  call  him  ? 
Fhi,  He  is  called — ancient  PistoL 
Gow.  I  know  him  not. 

Eni&r  Pistol. 

Fhb.  Do  you  not  know  him  ?  Here  comes  the  man. 

Pist  Captain,  I  thee  beseech  to  do  me  fovours : 
The  duke  of  Exeter  doth  love  thee  well 

Fbi.  Ay,  I  praise  Got ;  and  I  have  merited  some  love 
at  his  handa 

PisL  Bardolph,  a  soldier,  firm  and  soimd  of  heart. 
Of  buxom  valour  *,  hath, — by  cruel  &te, 
And  giddy  fortune's  furious  fickle  wheel, 
That  goddess  blind, 
Tiiat  stands  upon  the  rolling  restless  stone, — 

FliJL  By  your  patience,  ancient  PistoL  Fortune  is 
painted  plind,  with  a  muffler  before  her  eyes ;  to  signify 
to  you  that  fortune  is  plind :  And  she  is  painted  also 
with  a  wheel ;  to  signify  to  you,  which  is  the  moral  of  it, 
that  she  is  turning,  and  inconstant,  and  variations,  and 
mutabilities:  and  her  foot,  look  you,  is  fixed  upon  a 
spherical  stone,  which  rolls,  and  rolls,  and  rolls; — 
In  good  truth,  the  poet  id  make  a  most  excellent  de- 
scription of  fortune :  fortune,  look  you,  is  an  excellent 
monJ. 

Pist  Fortune  is  Bardolph's  foe,  and  frowns  on  him ; 
For  he  hath  etorn  a  pia?*,  and  hanged  must  'a  be. 
A  danmed  death ! 

Let  gallows  gape  for  dog,  let  man  go  free. 
And  let  not  hemp  his  wind-pipe  suffocate ; 
But  Exeter  hath  given  the  doom  of  death, 
For  pix  of  little  price. 
Therefore,  go  speak,  the  duke  will  hear  thy  voice ; 

1  Of  buxom  valoWf]  i.  e.  ralour  under  good  command,  obedient 
to  its  superiore. 

*  For  he  hath  stoTn  a  pix,]  A  pix,  or  little  chest,  (from  the 
Latio  word  ptrif,  a  box,)  in  which  the  consecrated  host  was  used  to 
be  kept. 
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And  let  not  Bardolpb's  vital  thread  be  cut 
With  edge  of  penny  cord,  and  vile  reproach : 
Speak,  captain,  for  his  life,  and  I  will  thee  requite. 

Flu,  Ancient  Pistol,  I  do  partly  understand  your 
meaning. 

Pist  Why  then  rejoice  therefore. 

Flu.  Certainly,  ancient,  it  is  not  a  thing  to  rejoice  at : 
for  if,  look  you,  he  were  my  brother,  I  would  desire 
the  duke  to  use  his  goot  pleasure,  and  put  him  to  exe- 
cutions ;  for  disciplines  ought  to  be  used. 

Pist.  Die  and  be  damn'd ;  and  figo  for  thy  friendship  ! 

Flu.  It  is  well. 

PisL  The  fig  of  Spain  * !  [Exit  Pistol. 

Flu.  Very  good. 

Oow.  Why,  this  is  an  arrant  counterfeit  rascal;  I 
remember  him  now  ;  a  bawd ;  a  cutpurse. 

Flu.  I'll  assure  you,  'a  utter'd  as  prave  'ords  at  the 
pridge,  as  you  shall  see  in  a  summer's  day :  But  it  is 
very  well;  what  he  has  spoke  to  me,  that  is  well,  I 
warrant  you,  when  time  is  serve. 

Oow.  Why,  'tis  a  gull,  a  fool,  a  rogue;  that  now 
and  then  goes  to  the  wars,  to  grace  himself,  at  his 
return  into  London,  \mder  the  form  of  a  soldier.  And 
such  fellows  are  perfect  in  great  commanders'  names : 
and  they  will  learn  you  by  rote,  where  services  were 
done ; — at  such  and  such  a  sconce  \  at  such  a  breach, 
at  such  a  convoy;  who  came  off  bravely,  who  was 
shot,  who  disgraced,  what  terms  the  enemy  stood  on ; 
and  this  they  con  perfectly  in  the  phrase  of  war,  which 
they  trick  up  with  new-tuned  oaths:  And  what  a 
beard  of  the  general's  cut*,  and  a  horrid  suit  of  the 

^  TTke  fig  of  Spain  I]  Mr.  Steeyens  thinks  this  is  an  allusion  to 
the  custom  of  ^Ting  poisoned  figs  to  those  who  were  the  objects 
either  of  Spanish  or  Italian  revenge. 

* a  sconce,]  Appears  to  have  been  some  hasty,  rude,  in- 
considerable kind  of  fortification. 

^  a  beard  of  the  general's  cut,]  It  appears  from  an  old  ballad 

inserted  in  a  Miscellany,  entitled  Le  Prince  (T Amour,  8vo.  1660, 
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camp,  will  do  among  foaming  bottles,  and  ale-washed 
wits,  is  wonderftd  to  be  thought  on!  but  you  must 
learn  to  know  such  slanders  of  the  age,  or  else  you 
may  be  marvellous  mistook. 

Flu.  I  tell  you  what,  captain  Gower ;  —  I  do  per- 
ceive, he  is  not  the  man  that  he  would  gladly  make 
show  to  the  'orld  he  is  ;  if  I  find  a  hole  in  his  coat,  I 
will  tell  him  my  mind.  [Drwn  heard,]  Hark  you,  the 
king  is  coming ;  and  I  must  speak  with  him  from 
the  pridge. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Glosteb,  and  Soldiers. 

Flu.  Got  pless  your  majesty ! 

K.  Hen.  How  now,  Fluellen  ?  earnest  thou  from  the 
bridge? 

FhL  Ay,  so  please  your  majesty.  The  duke  of 
Exeter  has  very  gaDantly  maintained  the  pridge :  the 
French  is  gone  off,  look  you ;  and  there  is  gallant  and 
most  prave  passages:  Marry,  th'athversaiy  was  have 
possession  of  the  pridge ;  but  he  is  enforced  to  retire, 
and  the  duke  of  Exeter  is  master  of  the  pridge :  I  can 
tell  your  majesty,  the  duke  is  a  prave  man. 

K.  Hen.  What  men  have  you  lost,  Fluellen  ? 

Flu.  The  perdition  of  th'athversaiy  hath  been  very 
great,  very  reasonable  great:  marry,  for  my  part,  I 
think  the  duke  hath  lost  never  a  man,  but  one  that  is 
like  to  be  executed  for  robbing  a  church,  one  Bar- 
dolph,  if  your  majesty  know  the  man :  his  face  is  all 
bubukles,  and  whelks,  and  knobs,  and  flames  of  fire ; 


that  our  ancestors  were  v^ry  curious  in  the  fashion  of  their  beards, 
and  that  a  certain  cut  or  form  was  appropriated  to  the  soldier,  the 
bishop,  the  judge,  the  clown,  &c.  The  j^Mid^-beard,  and  perhaps 
the  stiletUhheaird  also,  was  appropriated  to  the  first  of  these  cha- 
racters. It  is  obscryabie  that  our  author's  patron,  Henry  Eari  of 
Southampton,  who  spent  much  of  hb  time  in  camps,  is  drawn 
with  the  latter  of  these  beards  ;  and  his  unfortunate  friend,  Lord 
Essex,  is  constantly  represented  with  the  former. 
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and  his  lips  plows  at  his  nose,  and  it  is  like  a  coal  of 
fire,  sometimes  plue,  and  sometimes  red ;  but  his  nose 
is  executed,  and  his  fire's  out  •. 

K.  Hen.  We  would  have  all  such  offenders  so  cut 
off: — ^and  we  give  express  charge,  that,  in  our  marches 
through  the  country,  there  be  nothing  compelled  from 
the  villages,  nothing  taken  but  paid  for ;  none  of  the 
French  upbraided,  or  abused  in  disdainful  language ; 
For  when  lenity  and  cruelty  play  for  a  kingdom,  the 
gentler  gamester  is  the  sooncNit  winner. 

Tucket  sounds.    Enter  Montjoy  ^ 

Mont.  You  know  me  by  my  habit  *. 

K.  Hen.  Well  then,  I  know  thee ;  What  shall  I 
know  of  thee  ? 

Mont.  My  master's  mind. 

K.  Hen.  Unfold  it. 

Mont.  Thus  says  my  king: —Say  thou  to  Harry  of 
England,  Though  we  seemed  dead,  we  did  but  sleep ; 
Advantage  is  a  better  soldier,  than  rashness.  Tell  him, 
we  could  have  rebuked  him  at  Harfleur :  but  that  we 
thought  not  good  to  bruise  an  injury,  till  it  were  full 
ripe  : — now  we  speak  upon  our  cue*,  and  our  voice  is 
imperial :  England  shall  repent  his  folly,  see  his  weak- 

•  hisfireU  om/.]     This  is  the  last  time  that  any  sport  can  be 

made  with  the  red  hce  of  Bardolph,  which,  to  confess  the  truth, 
seems  to  have  taken  more  hold  on  Shakspeare's  imagination  than  on 
any  other.  The  conception  is  very  cold  to  the  solitary  reader, 
though  it  may  be  somewhat  invigorated  by  the  exhibition  on  the  stage. 
This  poet  is  always  more  careful  about  the  present  than  the  future* 
about  his  audience  than  his  readers.    Johnson. 

'  Enter  Mon^'oy.]  MorU-joie  is  the  title  of  the  first  king  at  arms 
in  France,  as  Oarter  is  in  our  own  country. 

' by  my  habit.]    That  is,  by  his  herald's  coat.  The  person  of 

a  herald  being  inviolable,  was  distinguished  in  those  times  of  formality 
by  a  peculiar  dress,  which  is  likewise  yet  worn  on  particular  occa- 
sions. 

•  upon   our  cue,]     In  our  turn.     This  phrase  the  author 

learned  among  players,  and  has  imparted  it  to  kings. 
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ness,  and  admire  our  sufferance.  Bid  him^  therefore, 
consider  of  his  ransome ;  which  must  proportion  the 
losses  we  have  borne,  the  subjects  we  have  lost,  the 
disgrace  we  have  digested;  which,  in  weight  to  re- 
answer,  his  pettiness  would  bow  under.  For  our 
losses,  his  exchequer  is  too  poor;  for  the  effusion  of 
our  blood,  the  muster  of  his  kingdom  too  faint  a 
number ;  and  for  our  disgrace,  his  own  person,  kneel- 
ing at  our  feet,  but  a  weak  and  worthless  satis&ction. 
To  this  add — defiance:  and  tell  him,  for  conclusion, 
he  hath  betrayed  his  followers,  whose  condemnation 
is  pronounced.  So  far  my  king  and  master ;  so  much 
my  office. 

K,  Hen,  What  is  thy  name  ?  I  know  thy  quality. 

Mont.  Montjoy. 

K.  Hen,  Thou  dost  thy  office  fairly.     Turn  thee  back. 
And  tell  thy  king,— I  do  not  seek  him  now  ; 
But  could  be  willing  to  march  on  to  Calais 
Without  impeachment  * :  for,  to  say  the  sooth, 
(Though  'tis  no  wisdom  to  confess  so  much 
Unto  an  enemy  of  craft  and  vantage,) 
My  people  are  with  sickness  much  enfeebled ; 
My  numbers  lessened  ;  and  those  few  I  have. 
Almost  no  better  than  so  many  French ; 
Who  when  they  were  in  health,  I  tell  thee,  herald, 
I  thought,  upon  one  pair  of  English  legs 
Did  march  three  Frenchmen, — Yet,  forgive  me,  God, 
That  I  do  brag  thus ! — ^this  your  air  of  France 
Hath  blown  that  vice  in  me  ;  I  must  repent. 
Go,  therefore,  tell  thy  master,  here  I  am ; 
My  ransome,  is  this  frail  and  worthless  trunk  ; 
My  army,  but  a  weak  and  sickly  guard ; 
Yet,  God  before,  tell  him  we  wUl  come  on, 
Though  France  himself,  and  such  another  neighbour. 
Stand  in  our  way.     There's  for  thy  labour,  Montjoy. 
Go,  bid  thy  master  well  advise  himself : 

'  Without     impeachmeDt :]    i.    e.     hindcrance.     Empechement, 
French. 
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If  we  may  pass,  we  will ;  if  we  be  hinder'd, 

We  shall  your  tawny  ground  with  your  red  blood 

Discolour :  and  so,  Montjoy,  fare  you  welL 

The  sum  of  all  our  answer  is  but  this : 

We  would  not  seek  a  battle,  as  we  are  ; 

Nor  as  we  are,  we  say,  we  will  not  shun  it ; 

So  tell  your  master. 

Mont  I  shall  deliver  so.    Thanks  to  your  highness. 

[Exit  Montjoy. 

Olo.  I  hope  they  will  not  come  upon  us  now. 

K.  Hen.  We  are  in  God's  hand,  brother,  not  in  theirs. 
March  to  the  bridge  ;  it  now  draws  toward  night, — 
Beyond  the  river  well  encamp  ourselves  ; 
And  on  to-morrow  bid  them  march  away.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII. 
The  French  Camp  near  Agincourt 

Enter  the  Constable  of  France,  the  Lord  Rambuees, 
the  Duke  of  Obleaks,  Dauphin,  and  Others. 

Con.  Tut !  I  have  the  best  armour  of  the  world. — 
'Would,  it  were  day ! 

OH.  You  have  an  excellent  armour ;  but  let  my  horse 
have  his  due. 

Con.  It  is  the  best  horse  of  Europe. 

Orl.  Will  it  never  be  morning  ? 

Dau.  My  lord  of  Orleans,  and  my  lord  high  constable, 
you  talk  of  horse  and  armour, — 

Orl.  You  are  as  well  provided  of  both,  as  any  prince 
in  the  world. 

Dau.  What  a  long  night  is    this ! I   will   not 

change  my  horse  with  any  that  treads  but  on  four  pas- 
terns. Ca,  ha !  He  bounds  from  the  earth,  as  if  his 
entrails  were  hairs " ;  le  cheval  volanty  the  Pegasus,  qui 

^  He  bounds  from  the  earth,  at  if  hit  eniraUt  were  hairt ;]  Al- 
luding to  the  bounding  of  tenniet-balls,  which  were  stuffed  with  hair. 
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a  les  narines  de  feu !  When  I  bestride  him,  I  soar,  I 
am  a  hawk :  he  trots  the  air ;  the  earth  sings  when  he 
touches  it ;  the  basest  horn  of  his  hoof  is  more  musical 
than  the  pipe  of  Hermes. 

OrL  He's  of  the  colour  of  the  nutmeg. 

Dau.  And  of  the  heat  of  the  ginger.  It  is  a  beast 
for  Perseus :  he  is  pure  air  and  fire ;  and  the  dull  ele- 
ments of  earth  and  water  never  appear  in  him,  but  only 
in  patient  stillness,  while  his  rider  mounts  him :  he  is, 
indeed,  a  horse ;  and  all  other  jades  you  may  call — 
beasts. 

Con.  Indeed,  my  lord,  it  is  a  most  absolute  and  ex- 
cellent horse. 

Dau.  It  is  the  prince  of  palfreys ;  his  neigh  is  like 
the  bidding  of  a  monarch,  and  his  countenance  enforces 
homage. 

Orl.  No  more,  cousin. 

Dau.  Ifsj,  the  man  hath  no  wit,  that  cannot,  from 
the  rising  of  the  lark  to  the  lodging  of  the  lamb,  vary 
deserved  praise  on  my  palfrey :  it  is  a  theme  as  fluent 
as  the  sea ;  turn  the  sands  into  eloquent  tongues,  and  my 
horse  is  argument  for  them  all :  'tis  a  subject  for  a  so- 
vereign to  reason  on,  and  for  a  sovereign's  sovereign 
to  ride  on :  and  for  the  world  (familiar  to  us,  and  un- 
known,) to  lay  apart  their  particular  functions,  and 
wonder  at  him.  I  once  writ  a  sonnet  in  his  praise,  and 
began  thus :   Wonder  of  nature, — 

OrL  I  have  heard  a  sonnet  begin  so  to  one's  mis- 
tress, 

Dau,  Then  did  they  imitate  that  which  I  composed 
to  my  courser ;  for  my  horse  is  my  mistress. 

OrL  Your  mistress  bears  welL 

Dau.  Me  well ;  which  is  the  prescript  praise  and  per- 
fection of  a  good  and  particular  mistress. 

Con.  Mafoy  !  the  other  day,  me  thought,  your  mis- 
tress shrewdly  shook  your  back. 

Dau.  So,  perhaps,  did  yours. 

Con.  Mine  was  not  bridled. 
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Dau.  0 !  then,  belike,  she  was  old  and  gentle ;  and 
you  rode,  like  a  kerne  of  Ireland,  your  French  hose 
off,  and  in  your  straight  trossers*. 

Con.  You  have  good  judgment  in  horsemanship. 

Dau.  Be  warned  by  me  then :  they  that  ride  so,  and 
ride  not  warily,  fall  into  foul  bogs ;  I  had  rather  have 
my  horse  to  my  mbtress. 

Con.  I  had  as  lief  have  my  mistress  a  jade. 

Dau.  I  tell  thee,  constable,  my  mistress  wears  her 
own  hair. 

Con.  I  coidd  make  as  true  a  boast  as  that,  if  I  had  a 
sow  to  my  mistress. 

Dau.  Le  chien  est  retoum4  d  son  propre  vonUsaement, 
et  la  truie  lav^e  au  hourbier :  thou  makest  use  of  any 
thing. 

Con,  Yet  do  I  not  use  my  horse  for  my  mistress ;  or 
any  such  proverb,  so  little  kin  to  the  purpose. 

Ram.  Jij  lord  constable,  the  armour,  that  I  saw  in 
your  tent  to-night,  are  those  stars,  or  sims,  upon  it  ? 

Con.  Stars,  my  lord. 

Dau.  Some  of  them  will  fall  to-morrow,  I  hope. 

Con,  And  yet  my  sky  shall  not  want 

Dau.  That  may  be,  for  you  bear  a  many  superfluously ; 
and  'twere  more  honour,  some  were  away. 

Con  Even  as  your  hor^e  bears  your  praises ;  who 
would  trot  as  well,  were  some  of  your  brags  dismounted. 

Dau.  'Woidd,  I  were  able  to  load  him  with  his  desert ! 
Will  it  never  be  day  ?  I  will  trot  to-morrow  a  rilile,  and 
my  way  shall  be  paved  with  English  faces. 

Con.  1  will  not  say  so,  for  fear  I  should  be  faced  out 
of  my  way :  But  I  would  it  were  morning,  for  I  would 
fain  be  about  the  ears  of  the  English. 

Ram.  Who  will  go  to  hazard  with  me  for  twenty 
English  prisoners  ? 


»  ^ur  straight  trossers.]     This  word  very  frequently  occurs 

in  the  old  dramatick  writers,  and  seems  to  mean  straight  breeches, 
or  trewsers. 
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» 

Con.  You  must  first  go  yourself  to  hazard,  ere  you 
have  them. 

Dau.  'Tis  midnight,  I'll  go  arm  myself  {Exit 

OrL  The  dauphin  longs  for  morning. 

Ram.  He  longs  to  eat  the  English. 

Con.  I  think,  he  will  eat  all  he  kills. 

OH.  By  the  white  hand  of  my  lady,  he's  a  gallant 
prince. 

Con.  Swear  by  her  foot,  that  she  may  tread  out  the  oath. 

OrL  He  is,  simply,  the  most  active  gentleman  of 
France. 

Con.  Doing  is  activity :  and  he  will  still  be  doing. 

OrL  He  never  did  harm,  that  I  heard  of 

Con.  Nor  will  do  none  to-morrow :  he  will  keep  that 
good  name  stilL 

OrL  I  know  him  to  be  valiant. 

Con.  I  was  told  that,  by  one  that  knows  him  better 
than  you. 

Orl  What's  he? 

Con.  Marry,  he  told  me  so  himself;  and  he  said,  he 
cared  not  who  knew  it. 

OH.  He  needs  not,  it  is  no  hidden  virtue  in  him. 

Con.  By  my  fia-ith,  sir,  but  it  is ;  never  any  body  saw 
it,  but  his  lackey :  'tis  a  hooded  valour ;  and  when  it 
appears,  it  will  bate*. 

OrL  111  will  never  said  welL 

Con.  I  will  cap  that  proverb  with — There  is  flattery 
in  friendship. 

OrL  And  I  will  take  up  that  with — Give  the  devil 
his  dua 


* *tis  a  hooded  Taloor ;  and  when  U  appears,  it  will  bate.] 

This  is  a  poor  pun,  taken  from  the  terms  used  in  falconry.  The 
whole  sense  and  sarcasm  depends  upon  the  equivoque  of  one  word, 
▼iz.  bate,  in  sound,  but  not  in  orthography,  answering  to  the  term 
bait  in  fidconry.  When  the  hawk  is  unhooded,  her  first  action 
is  baiting,  that  is  flapping  her  wings,  as  a  preparation  to  her  flying 
at  the  game.  The  hawk  wants  no  courage,  but  invariably  baits 
upon  taking  off  the  hood. 
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Con,  Well  placed;  there  standB  your  friend  for  the 
devil :  have  at  the  very  eye  of  that  proverb,  with — A 
pox  of  the  deviL 

OrL  You  are  the  better  at  proverbs,  by  how  much — 
A  fool's  bolt  is  soon  shot. 

Con,  You  have  shot  over. 

OrL  "Tis  not  the  first  time  you  were  overshot. 

Elder  a  Messenger. 

Mess,  My  lord  high  constable,  the  English  lie  within 
fifteen  hundred  paces  of  your  tent. 

C(m,  Who  hath  measured  the  ground  ? 

Mess,  The  lord  Grandpr^. 

Con,  A  valiant  and  most  expert  gentleman. — ^Would 
it  were  day ! — Alas,  poor  Harry  of  England !  he  longs 
not  for  the  dawning,  as  we  do. 

Ori  What  a  wretched  and  peevish  *  fellow  is  this  king 
of  England,  to  mope  with  his  fet-brained  followers  so 
far  out  of  his  knowledge ! 

Con,  If  the  English  had  any  apprehension,  they 
would  run  away. 

Orl,  That  they  lack ;  for  if  their  heads  had  any  intel- 
lectual armour,  they  could  never  wear  such  heavy  head- 
pieces. 

Ram.  That  island  of  England  breeds  very  valiant 
creatures ;  their  mastiffs  are  of  unmatchable  courage. 

Orl,  Foolish  curs !  that  run  winking  into  the  mouth 
of  a  Russian  bear,  and  have  their  heads  crushed 
like  rotten  apples:  You  may  as  well  say, — ^that's  a 
valiant  flea,  that  dare  eat  his  breakfast  on  the  lip  of  a 
lion. 

Con,  Just,  just ;  and  the  men  do  sympathize  with  the 
mastifiij,  in  robustious  and  rough  coming  on,  leaving 
their  wits  with  their  wives :  and  then  give  them  great 
meals  of  beef,  and  iron  and  steel,  they  will  eat  like 
wolves,  and  fight  like  devils. 

*    —  -  peevUh  — ]     In  ancient  language,  signified — foolish. 
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(M,  Ay,  but  these  English  are  shrewdly  out  of  beet 
Con.  Tlien  we  shall  find  to-morrow — they  have  only 

stomachs  to  eat,  and  none  to  fight     Now  is  it  time  to 

arm :  Come,  shall  we  about  it  ? 
Orl  It  is  now  two  o'clock:    but,  let  me  see,— rby 
ten, 

We  shall  have  each  a  himdred  Englishmen.        [Exemit 


ACT  IV. 

Enter  Chorus. 

Chor.  Now  entertain  conjecture  of  a  time, 
When  creeping  murmur,  and  the  poring  dark. 
Fills  the  wide  vessel  of  the  universe. 
Prom  camp  to  camp,  through  the  foul  womb  of  night, 
The  hum  of  either  army  stilly  sounds  •, 
That  the  fix'd  sentinels  almost  receive 
The  secret  whispers  of  each  other's  watch : 
Fire  answers  fire :  and  through  their  paly  flames 
Each  battle  sees  the  other's  umber'd  face ' : 
Steed  threatens  steed,  in  high  and  boastful  neighs 
Piercing  the  night's  dull  ear ;  and  from  the  tents. 
The  armourers,  accomplishing  the  knights, 
With  busy  hammers  closing  rivets  up. 
Give  dreadful  note  of  preparation. 
The  coimtry  cocks  do  crow,  the  clocks  do  toU, 
And  the  third  hour  of  drowsy  morning  nama 
Proud  of  their  numbers,  and  secure  in  soul, 


•  stilly  sounds,]  i.  e.  gently,  lowly. 

"  the   other's  umberM  face:]       Umber'd  mews  here  dis- 

coloured  by  the  gleam  of  the  fires.  Umber  is  a  dark  yellow  earth, 
brought  from  Umbria  in  Italy,  which  being  mixed  with  water, 
producea  such  a  dusky  yellow  colour  as  the  gleam  of  fire  by  night 
gives  to  the  countenance. 
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The  confident  and  over-lusty  •  French 

Do  the  low-rated  English  play  at  dice* ; 

And  chide  the  cripple  tardy-gaited  night. 

Who,  like  a  foul  and  ugly  witch,  doth  limp 

So  tediously  away.     The  poor  condemned  English, 

Like  sacrifices,  by  their  watchful  fires 

Sit  patiently,  and  inly  ruminate 

The  morning's  danger ;  and  their  gesture  sad. 

Investing  lank-lean  cheeks,  and  war-worn  coats, 

Presenteth  them  unto  the  gazing  moon 

So  many  horrid  ghosts.     0,  now,  who  will  behold 

The  royal  captain  of  this  ruin'd  band, 

Walking  from  watch  to  watch,  from  tent  to  tent, 

Let  him  cry — Praise  and  glory  on  his  head ! 

For  forth  he  goes,  and  vbits  all  his  host ; 

Bids  them  good-morrow,  with  a  modest  smile ; 

And  calls  them — brothers,  friends,  and  countrymen. 

Upon  his  royal  fece  there  is  no  noto, 

How  dread  an  army  hath  enrounded  him ; 

Nor  doth  he  dedicate  one  jot  of  colour 

Unto  the  weary  and  all-watched  night : 

But  freshly  looks,  and  overbears  attaint. 

With  cheerftil  semblance,  and  sweet  majesty ; 

That  every  wretch,  pining  and  pale  before, 

Beholding  him,  plucks  comfort  from  his  looks  : 

A  largess  imiversal,  like  the  sun, 

His  liberal  eye  doth  give  to  every  one. 

Thawing  cold  fear.    Then,  mean  and  gentle  all, 

Behold,  as  may  unworthiness  define, 

A  little  touch  of  Harry  in  the  night : 

And  so  our  scene  must  to  the  battle  fly ; 

Where,  (0  for  pity !)  we  shall  much  disgrace — 

With  four  or  five  most  vile  and  ragged  foils, 

Right  ill  disposed,  in  brawl  ridiculous, — 

*♦ over-\u8ty  — ]  i.  e.  oyer-saucy, 

*  Do  the  louHrated  EngRih  play  at  dice;]   i.  e.  do  play   them 
away  at  dice. 
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The  name  of  Agincourt :  Yet,  sit  and  see ; 
Minding  true  things  \  by  what  their  moekeries  be. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  I. 

The  English  Camp  ai  Agincourt. 

Enter  King  Hbnry,  Bedford,  and  Glostbb. 

K.  Hen.  Gloster,    'tis    true,   that   we    are    in  great 
danger ; 
The  greater  therefore  should  our  courage  be. — 
Good  morrow,  brother  Bedford. — God  Almighty ! 
There  is  some  soul  of  goodness  in  things  evil. 
Would  men  observingly  distil  it  out ; 
For  our  bad  neighbour  makes  us  early  stirrers. 
Which  is  both  healthful,  and  good  husbandry : 
Besides,  they  are  our  outward  consciences, 
And  preachers  to  us  all ;  admonishing, 
f  That  we  sboiild  dress  us  fairly  for  our  end. 
Thus  may  we  gather  honey  from  the  weed. 
And  make  a  moral  of  the  devil  himself. 

Enter  Erpinqham. 

Good  morrow,  old  sir  Thomas  Erpingham : 
A  good  soft  pillow  for  that  good  white  head 
Were  better  than  a  churlish  turf  of  France. 

Erp.  Not  so,  my  liege ;  this  lodging  likes  me  better. 
Since  I  may  say — now  lie  I  like  a  king. 

K.  Hen.  'Tis  good  for  men  to  love  their  present  pains. 
Upon  example ;  so  the  spirit  is  eased : 
And,  when  the  mind  is  quicken'd,  out  of  doubt, 
The  organs,  though  defunct  and  dead  before, 
Break  up  their  drowsy  grave,  and  newly  move 

>  Minding  true  iMngi^]      To  mad  is  the   saino  as  to  call  to 
remembrance. 

t  "  That  we  should  'dress,"  &c. — M alone. 

VOL.  V.  O 
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With  casted  slough  and  fresh  legerity  *. 
Lend  me  thy  doak,  sir  Thomas.— Brothers  both, 
Commend  me  to  the  princes  in  our  camp ; 
Do  my  good  morrow  to  them ;  and,  anon, 
Desire  them  all  to  my  pavilion. 

GHo,  We  shall,  my  liege. 

[Exeunt  Glostbb  and  Bbdford. 

Erp.  Shall  I  attend  your  grace  ? 

jfiT.  Ben.  No,  my  good  knight ; 

Go  with  my  brothers  to  my  lords  of  England : 
I  and  my  bosom  must  debate  a  while, 
And  then  I  would  no  other  company. 

Erp.  The  Lord  in  heaven  bless  thee,  noble  Harry ! 

[Exit  Erpingham. 

K.  Hen.  God-a-mercy,    old    heart !    thou    speakest 
cheerfully. 

Enter  Pistol. 

Pist.  Qui  m  let  ? 

K.  Hen.  A  friend. 

Pist.  Discuss  unto  me ;  Art  thou  oj95cer  ? 
Or  art  thou  base,  common,  and  popular  ? 

K.  Hen.  I  am  a  gentleman  of  a  company. 

Pist.  Trailest  thou  the  puissant  pike  ? 

K.  Hen.  Even  so :  What  are  you  ? 

Pist.  As  good  a  gentleman  as  the  emperor. 

K.  Hen.  Then  you  are  a  better  than  the  king. 

Pist.  The  king's  a  bawcock,  and  a  heart  of  gold, 
A  lad  of  life,  an  imp  of  fame ; 
Of  parents  good,  of  fist  most  valiant : 
I  kiss  his  dirty  shoe,  and  from  my  heart-strings 
I  love  the  lovely  bully.     What's  thy  name  ? 

K.  Hen.  Harry  le  Roy. 

Pist.  Le  Roy  !  a  Cornish  name ;  art  thou  of  Cornish 
crew? 

^  With  catted  slough,  &c.]  Slough  b  the  skin  which  the 
rpent  annually  throws  off,  and  by  the  change  of  which  he  b  sup- 
>sed  to  regain  new  vigour  and  fresh  youth.  Legerity  is  lightness, 
mbleness.    Johnson. 
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K,  Ben,  No,  I  am  a  Welshman. 

Pist.  Knowest  thou  Fluellen  ? 

K.  Hen,  Yes. 

Pist.  Tell  him,  111  knock  his  leek  about  his  pate, 
Upon  saint  Davy's  day. 

K,  Hen,  Do  not  you  wear  your  dagger  in  your  cap 
that  day,  lest  he  knock  that  about  yours. 

Pist,  Art  thou  his  friend  ? 

K.  Hen,  And  his  kinsman  too. 

Pist,  The ^0  for  thee  then! 

K,  Hen,  I  thank  you :  God  be  with  you  ! 

Pist,  My  name  is  Pistol  called.  [ETit 

K,  Hen.  It  sorts '  well  with  your  fierceness. 

Enter  Flubllen  and  G^web,  severaUy, 

Oow.  Captain  Fluellen ! 

Flu.  So !  in  the  name  of  Cheshu  Christ,  speak  lower. 
It  is  the  greatest  admiration  in  the  universal  'orld,  when 
the  true  and  aimcient  prerogatifes  and  laws  of  the  wars 
is  not  kept :  if  you  would  take  the  pains  but  to  examine 
the  wars  of  Pompey  the  Great,  you  shall  find,  I  warrant 
you,  that  there  is  no  tiddle  taddle,  or  pibble  pabble,  in 
Pompey's  camp ;  I  warrant  you,  you  shall  find  the  cere- 
monies of  the  wars,  and  the  cares  of  it,  and  the  forms  of 
it,  and  the  sobriety  of  it,  and  the  modesty  of  it,  to  be 
otherwise. 

Oow.  Why,  the  enemy  is  loud;  you  heard  him  all 
night. 

Flu.  If  the  enemy  is  an  ass,  and  a  fool,  and  a  prating 
coxcomb,  is  it  meet,  think  you,  that  we  should  also, 
look  you,  be  an  ass,  and  a  fool,  and  a  prating  coxcomb  ; 
in  your  own  conscience  now  ? 

Crow.  I  will  sp^k  lower. 

Fhi.  I  pray  you,  and  beseech  you,  that  you  will. 

[Exeunt  Gower  and  Fluellen. 


^  //  sorts  — ]  i.  e.  it  agrees. 
o2 
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K.  Hen.  Thougli  it  appear  a  little  out  of  fashion, 
There  is  much  care  and  valour  in  this  Welshman. 

Enter  Bates,  Court,  ar^  Williams. 

Court,  Brother  John  Bates,  is  not  that  the  morning 
which  breaks  yonder  ? 

Boies,  I  think  it  be :  but  we  have  no  great  cause  to 
desire  the  approach  of  day. 

WilL  We  see  yonder  the  beginning  of  the  day,  but, 
I  think,  we  shall  never  see  the  end  of  it. — Who  goes 
there? 

K.  Hen,  A  friend. 

Will,  Under  what  captain  serve  you  ? 

K,  Hen,  Under  sir  Thomas  Erpingham. 

Will,  A  good  old  commander,  and  a  most  kind  gen- 
tleman :  I  pray  you,  what  thinks  he  of  our  estate  ? 

K,  Hen,  Even  as  men  wrecked  upon  a  sand,  that  look 
to  be  washed  off  the  next  tide. 

Bates,  He  hath  not  told  his  thought  to  the  king  ? 

K,  Hen,  No ;  nor  it  is  not  meet  he  should.  For, 
though  I  speak  it  to  you,  I  think,  the  king  is  but  a  man, 
as  I  am :  the  violet  smells  to  him,  as  it  doth  to  me  ;  the 
element  shows  to  him,  as  it  doth  to  me ;  all  his  senses 
have  but  human  conditions*:  his  ceremonies  laid  by, 
in  his  nakedness  he  appears  but  a  man  ;  and  though  his 
affections  are  higher  mounted  than  ours,  yet,  when  they 
stoop,  they  stoop  with  the  like  wing ;  therefore  when  he 
sees  reason  of  fears,  as  we  do,  his  fears,  out  of  doubt,  be 
of  the  same  relish  as  ours  are :  Yet,  in  reason,  no  man 
should  possess  him  with  any  appearance  of  fear,  lest  he, 
by  showing  it,  shoidd  dishearten  his  army. 

Bates,  He  may  show  what  outward  courage  he  will  : 
but,  I  believe,  as  cold  a  night  as  'tis,  he  could  wish  him- 

*  condiiions :]     Are  quaUHet,     The  meaning  b,  that  objects 

are  represented  by  his  senses  to  him,  as  to  other  men  by  theirs. 
What  is  danger  to  another,  is  danger  likewise  to  him  ;  and,  when 
he  feels/<rar,  it  is  like  the  fear  of  meaner  mortals. 
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self  in  the  Thames  up  to  the  neck  ;  and  so  I  would  he 
were,  and  I  by  hini,  at  all  adventures,  so  we  were  quit 
here, 

K.  Hen,  By  my  troth,  I  will  speak  my  conscience  of 
the  king ;  I  think,  he  would  not  wish  himself  any  where 
but  where  he  is. 

Bates,  Then,  'would  he  were  here  alone;  so  should 
he  be  sure  to  be  ransomed,  and  a  many  poor  men's  lives 
saved 

K  Hen.  I  dare  say,  you  love  him  not  so  ill,  to  wish 
him  here  alone ;  howsoever  you  speak  this,  to  feel  other 
men's  minds :  Methinks,  I  could  not  die  any  where  so 
contented,  as  in  the  king's  company ;  his  cause  being 
just,  and  his  quarrel  honourable. 

WiU.  That's  more  than  we  know. 

Boies.  Ay,  or  more  than  we  should  seek  after;  for 
we  know  enough,  if  we  know  we  are  the  king's  subjects ; 
if  his  cause  be  wrong,  our  obedience  to  the  king  wipes 
the  crime  of  it  out  of  us. 

WilL  But  if  the  cause  be  not  good,  the  king  himself 
hath  a  heavy  reckoning  to  make ;  when  all  those  legs, 
and  arms,  and  heads,  chopped  off  in  a  battle,  shall  join 
together  at  the  latter  day,  and  cry  all — We  died  at 
such  a  place ;  some,  swearing ;  some,  crying  for  a  sur- 
geon ;  some,  upon  their  wives  left  poor  behind  them ; 
some,  upon  the  debts  they  owe ;  some,  upon  their  chil- 
dren rawly  left  *.  I  am  afeard  there  are  few  die  well, 
that  die  in  battle ;  for  how  can  they  charitably  dispose 
of  any  thing,  when  blood  is  their  argument  ?  Now,  if 
these  men  do  not  die  well,  it  will  be  a  black  matter  for 
the  king  that  led  them  to  it ;  whom  to  disobey,  were 
against  all  proportion  of  subjection. 

K.  Hen.  So,  if  a  son,  that  is  by  his  father  sent  about 
merch^dise,  do  sinfully  miscarry  upon  the  sea,  the  im- 
putation of  his  wickedness,  by  your  rule,  should  be 
imposed  upon  his  father  that  sent  him :  or  if  a  servant, 

»  their  children  rawly  left.]  i.  e.  left  young  and  hclplest. 
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under  his  master's  command,  transporting  a  smn  of 
money,  be  assailed  by  robbers,  and  die  in  many  irre- 
conciled  iniquities,  you  may  call  the  business  of  the 
master  the  author  of  the  servant's  damnation: — But 
this  b  not  so  :  the  king  is  not  boimd  to  answer  the  par- 
ticular endings  of  his  soldiers,  the  father  of  his  son, 
nor  the  master  of  his  servant;  for  they  purpose  not 
their  death,  when  they  purpose  their  services.     Besides, 
there  is  no  king,  be  his  cause  never  so  spotless,  if  it 
come  to  the  arbitrement  of  swords,  can  try  it  out  with 
all  unspotted  soldiers.    Some,  peradventure,  have  on 
them  the  guilt  of  premeditated  and  contrived  murder ; 
some,  of  beguiling  virgins  with  the  broken  seals  of  per- 
jury ;  some,  making  the  wars  their  bulwark,  that  have 
before  gored  the  gentle  bosom  of  peace  with  pillage  and 
robbery.     Now,  if  these  men  have  defeated  the  law,  and 
outrun  native  punishment*,  though  they  can  outstrip 
men,  they  have  no  wings  to  fly  from  Grod :  war  is  his 
beadle,  war  is  his  vengeance;  so  that  here  men  are 
punished,  for  before-breach  of  the  king's  laws,  in  now 
the  king's  quarrel :  where  they  feared  the  deaths  they 
have  borne  life  away ;  and  where  they  would  be  safe, 
they  perish :  Then  if  they  die  unprovided,  no  more  is 
the  king  guilty  of  their  damnation,  than  he  was  before 
guilty  of  those  impieties  for  the  which  they  are  now 
visited     Every  subject's  duty  ^  is  the  king's ;  but  every 
subject's  soul  is  his  own.    Therefore  should  every  sol- 
dier in  the  wars  do  as  every  sick  man  in  his  bed,  wash 
every  mote  out  of  his  Conscience :  and  dying  so,  death 
is  to  him  advantage  ;  or  not  dying,  the  time  was  blessedly 
lost,  wherein  such  preparation  was  gained:    and,  in 
him  that  escapes,  it  were  not  sin  to  thinks  that  making 

<  native  punuhmerU,]    That  is,  punishment  in  their  natire 

country  ;  or,  perhaps,  native  pumshmeni  is  such  as  they  were  bom 
to,  if  they  oflfend, 

'  Every  subject s  duty  — J  This  is  a  very  just  distinc- 
tion, and  the  whole  ailment  is  well  followed,  and  properly  con- 
cluded. 
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God  so  free  an  offer,  he  let  him  outlive  that  day  to 
see  his  greatness,  and  to  teach  others  how  they  should 
prepare. 

WM,  'Tis  certain,  every  man  that  dies  ill,  the  ill  is 
upon  his  own  head,  the  king  is  not  to  answer  for  it. 

Bates.  I  do  not  desire  he  should  answer  for  me ;  and 
yet  I  determine  to  fight  lustily  for  him. 

K.  Hen.  I  myself  heard  the  king  say,  he  would  not 
be  ransomed. 

WUL  Ay,  he  said  so,  to  make  us  fight  cheerfully :  but, 
when  our  throats  are  cut,  he  may  be  ransomed,  and  we 
ne'er  the  wiser. 

K.  Heru  If  I  live  to  see  it,  I  will  never  trust  his  word 
after. 

Will.  'Mass,  you'll  pay  him  then*!  That's  a  peril- 
ous  shot  out  of  an  elder  gun,  that  a  poor  and  private 
displeasure  can  do  against  a  monarch !  you  may  as  well 
go  about  to  turn  the  sun  to  ice,  with  fanning  in  his  £a^e 
with  a  potbcock's  feather.  YouTl  never  trust  his  word 
after !  come,  'tis  a  foolish  saying. 

K.  Hen.  Your  reproof  is  something  too  round ' ; 
I  should  be  angry  with  you,  if  the  time  were  conve- 
nient 

Will.  Let  it  be  a  quarrel  between  us,  if  you  live. 

K.  Hen.  I  embrace  it. 

WiU.  How  shall  I  know  thee  again  ? 

K.  Hen.  Give  me  any  gage  of  thine,  and  I  will  wear 
it  in  my  bonnet :  then,  if  ever  thou  darest  acknowledge 
it,  I  will  make  it  my  quarrel 

WUL  Here's  my  glove  ;  give  me  another  of  thine. 

K.  Hen.  There. 

Will  This  will  I  also  wear  in  my  cap :  if  ever  thou 
come  to  me  and  say,  after  to-morrow.  This  is  my  glove, 
by  this  hand,  I  will  take  thee  a  box  on  the  ear. 

^  'Mass,  you*U  pay  km  then  I]  To  pay,  in  old  language, 
meant  to  thrash  or  beat ;  and  here  signifies  to  bring  to  account,  to 
punbh. 

•  too  round  ;]  i.  e.  too  rough,  too  unceremonious. 
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K,  Hen,  If  ever  I  live  to  see  it,  I  will  challenge  it. 

WiU.  Thou  darest  as  well  be  hanged 

K,  Hen,  Well,  I  will  do  it,  though  I  take  thee  in  the 
king's  company. 

WiU.  Keep  thy  word :  fere  thee  well 

Bates,  Be  friends,  you  English  fools,  be  friends ;  we 
have  French  quarrels  enough,  if  you  could  tell  how  to 
reckon. 

K.  Hen,  Indeed,  the  French  may  lay  twenty  French 
crowns  to  one,  they  will  beat  us ;  for  they  bear  them  on 
their  shoulders:  But  it  is  no  English  treason,  to  cut 
French  crowns ;  and,  to-morrow,  the  king  himself  will 
be  a  clipper.  [Exeunt  Soldiers. 

Upon  the  king  * !  let  us  our  lives,  our  souls, 
Our  debts,  our  careful  wives,  our  children,  and 
Our  sins,  lay  on  the  king ; — we  must  bear  all. 
0  hard  condition !  twin-bom  with  greatness, 
Subj^ted  to  the  breath  of  every  fool. 
Whose  sense  no  more  can  feel  but  his  own  wijpging ! 
What  infinite  heart's  ease  must  kings  neglect. 
That  private  men  enjoy ! 

And  what  have  kings,  that  privates  have  not  too, 
Save  ceremony,  save  general  ceremony  ? 
And  what  art  thou,  thou  idol  ceremony  ? 
Wliat  kind  of  god  art  thou,  that  suflFer'st  more 
Of  mortal  griefs,  than  do  thy  worshippers  ? 
What  are  thy  rents  ?  what  are  thy  comings-in  ? 
0  ceremony,  show  me  but  thy  worth  ! 
What  is  the  soul  of  adoration  ? 
Art  thou  aught  else  but  place,  degree,  and  form. 
Creating  awe  and  fear  in  other  men  ? 
Hierein  thou  art  less  happy  being  fear'd 

1  Upon  the  king  I  &c.]  There  is  something  very  striking  and 
>lemn  in  this  soliloquy,  into  which  the  king  breaks  immediately  as 
>on  as  he  is  left  aJone.  Something  like  thb,  on  less  occasions, 
rery  breast  has  felt.  Reflection  and  seriousness  rush  upon  th« 
lind  upon  the  separation  of  a  gay  company,  and  especially  after 
•rccd  and  unwilling  merriment.     Johnson. 
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Than  they  in  fearing. 

What  drink'st  thou  oft,  instead  of  homage  sweet, 

But  poison'd  flattery  ?  0,  be  sick,  great  greatness, 

And  bid  thy  ceremony  give  thee  cure  ! 

Think'st  thou,  the  fiery  fever  will  go  out 

With  titles  blown  from  adulation  ? 

Will  it  give  place  to  flexure  and  low  bending  ? 

Canst  thou,  when  thou  command'st  the  beggar's  knee, 

Command  the  health  of  it  ?  No,  thou  proud  dream, 

That  play'st  so  subtly  with  a  king's  repose ; 

I  am  a  king,  that  find  thee ;  and  I  know, 

'Tis  not  the  balm,  the  sceptre,  and  the  ball. 

The  sword,  the  mace,  the  crown  imperial. 

The  enter-tissued  robe  of  gold  and  pearl. 

The  farced  title  running  *  'fore  the  king. 

The  throne  he  sits  on,  nor  the  tide  of  pomp 

That  beats  upon  the  high  shore  of  this  world, 

No,  not  all  these,  thrice-gorgeous  ceremony. 

Not  all  these,  laid  in  bed  majestical. 

Can  sleep  so  soundly  as  the  wretched  slave  * ; 

Who,  with  a  body  fill'd,  and  vacant  mind. 

Gets  him  to  rest,  cramm'd  with  distressful  bread ; 

Never  sees  horrid  night,  the  child  of  hell ; 

But,  like  a  lackey,  from  the  rise  to  set. 

Sweats  in  the  eye  of  Phoebus,  and  all  night 

Sleeps  in  Elysium  ;  next  day,  after  dawn. 

Doth  rise,  and  help  Hyperion  to  his  horse  ; 

And  follows  so  the  ever-running  year 

With  profitable  labour,  to  his  grave  : 

And,  but  for  ceremony,  such  a  wretch. 

Winding  up  days  with  toil,  and  nights  with  sleep, 


'  farced  iiile  runmngy  &c.]     Farced  is  stt^fid.     The  tumid 

paOy  titles  with  which  a  king's  name  b  always  introduced.  This,  I 
think,  16  the  sense.    Johnson. 

>  Can  sleep  mo  ioundfy,  &cJ]  These  lines  are  exquisitely  pleasing. 
To  swetU  m  the  eye  of  Phcebus,  and  to  sleep  in  Elysium,  are  expres- 
sions very  poetical.     Johnson. 
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Had  the  fore-hand  and  vantage  of  a  king. 
The  slave,  a  member  of  the  country's  peace, 
Enjoys  it ;  but  in  gross  brain  little  wots, 
What  watch  the  king  keeps  to  maintain  the  peace, 
Whose  hours  the  peasant  best  advantages  \ 

Enter  Ebpingham. 

Erp.  My  lord,  your  nobles,  jealous  of  your  absence, 
Seek  through  your  camp  to  find  you. 

K.  Hen.  Good  old  knight. 

Collect  them  all  together  at  my  tent : 
rU  be  before  thee. 

Erp.  I  shall  do't,  my  lord.  [Eant 

K.  Hen.  0  God  of  battles !  steel  my  soldiers'  hearts ! 
Possess  them  not  with  fear ;  take  from  them  now 
The  sense  of  reckoning,  if  the  opposed  numbers 
Pluck  their  hearts  from  them ! — Not  to-day,  0  Lord, 

0  not  to-day,  think  not  upon  the  fault 
My  father  made  in  compassing  the  crown ! 

1  Richard's  body  have  interred  new ; 

And  on  it  have  bestow'd  more  contrite  tears. 
Than  from  it  issued  forced  drops  of  blood. 
Five  hundred  poor  I  have  in  yearly  pay. 
Who  twice  a  day  their  wither'd  haiids  hold  up 
Toward  heaven,  to  pardon  blood ;  and  I  have  bxiilt 
Two  chantries ',  where  the  sad  and  solemn  priests 


•  but Hale  wots. 


What  tpatch  the  king  keeps  to  maintain  the  peace. 
Whose  hows  the  peeuant  best  advantages.]  The  sense  of  this 
passage,  which  is  expressed  with  some  slight  obscurity,  seems  to  be 
^He  mtle  knows  at  the  expenoe  of  how  mudi  royal  vigilance,  that 
jeace,  which  brings  most  advantage  to  the  peasant,  is  maintained.  To 
idvantage  is  a  verb  elsewhere  used  by  Shakspeare. 

*  7^00  (^utniries,]  One  of  these  monasteries  was  for  Carthusian 
nonks,  and  was  called  Bethlehem  ;  the  other  was  for  religious  men 
md  women  of  the  order  of  Saint  Bridget,  and  was  named  Sion. 
They  were  on  opposite  sides  of  the  Thames,  and  adyoined  the  royal 
nanor  of  Sheen,  now  called  Richmond, 
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Sing  still  for  Richard's  souL    More  will  I  do : 
Though  all  that  I  can  do,  is  nothing  worth  ; 
Since  that  mj  penitence  comes  after  all, 
Imploring  pardon. 

Enter  Gloster. 

Oh.  MyUege! 

K.  Hen.  My  brother  Gloster's  voice  ? — Ay  ; 

I  know  thy  errand,  I  will  go  with  thee : — 
The  day,  my  friends,  and  all  things  stay  for  me. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 
The  French  Camp, 

Enter  Dauphin,  Obleans,  Rambubes,  and  Others, 

Orl.  The  sun  doth  gild  our  armour ;  up,  my  lords. 
Dau.  Montez    A    cheval :  —  My    horse !    valet !   lac- 
quay  !  ha! 
OrL  0  brave  spirit ! 

Dau.  Via  ! — lea  eaux  et  la  terre  • 

OrL  Bienpuis?  Vair  et  lefeu 

Dau.  Cid  !  cousin  Orleans. 

Enter  Constable. 

Now,  my  lord  constable ! 
C(m.  Hark,  how  our  steeds  for  present  service  ne 
Dau,  Mount  them,  and  make  incision  in  their  hi 
That  their  hot  blood  may  spin  in  English  eyes. 
And  dout  them '  with  superfluous  courage :  Ha ! 

•  Via  I — lei  eaux  et  la  terre  — ]  Tia  is  an  old  hortatory  exc 
tioD,  as  ailom  1 

7  And  dout  them  — ]  Dout  is  a  word  still  used  in  Warwick 
and  signifies  to  do  out,  or  extmguuh. 
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Ram,  What,  will  you  have  them  weep  our  horaes' 
blood? 
How  shaU  we  then  behold  their  natural  tears  ? 


Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  The  English  are  embattled,  you  French  peers. 

Con.  To    horse,    you    gallant    princes!    straight    to 
horse! 
Do  but  behold  yon  poor  and  starved  band, 
And  your  fair  show  shall  suck  away  their  souls, 
Leaving  them  but  the  shales  and  husks  of  men. 
Tliere  is  not  work  enough  for  all  our  hands ; 
Scarce  blood  enough  in  all  their  sickly  veins. 
To  give  each  naked  curtle-axe  a  stain, 
That  our  French  gallants  shall  to-day  draw  out, 
And  sheath  for  lack  of  sport :  let  us  but  blow  on  them, 
The  vapour  of  our  valour  will  o'ertum  them. 
Tis  positive  'gainst  all  exceptions,  lords. 
That  our  superfluous  lackeys,  and  our  peasants, — 
Who,  in  unnecessary  action,  swarm 
About  our  squares  of  battle, — were  enough 
To  purge  this  field  of  such  a  hilding  foe ' ; 
Though  we,  upon  this  moimtain's  basis  by 
Took  stand  for  idle  speculation : 
But  that  our  honours  must  not.     What's  to  say  ? 
A  very  little  little  let  us  do. 
And  all  is  done.     Then  let  the  trumpets  sound 
The  tucket-sonuance  *,  and  the  note  to  mount : 
For  oxu"  approach  shall  so  much  dare  the  field. 
That  England  shall  couch  down  in  fear,  and  yield. 


*  a  hilding  foe  ;]     Hilding^  or  kinderlingy  is  a  low  wretch. 

*  The  tucket'-ionuance,  &c.]  The  tucket^onuanee  waft,  {lerhaps, 
the  name  of  an  introductory  flourish  on  the  trumpet,  as  toccata  in 
Italian  is  the  prelude  of  a  sonata  on  the  harpMcbord,  and  toccar  ia 
tromba  is  to  blow  the  trumpet. 
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Enter  GRANDPRfe. 

Orand.  Why  do    you    stay  so    long,   my  lords    of 
France? 
Yon  island  carrions,  desperate  of  their  bones, 
lU-favonr'dly  become  the  morning  field : 
Their  ragged  curtains  poorly  are  let  loose  *, 
And  our  air  shakes  them  passing  scomftdly. 
Big  Mars  seems  bankrupt  in  their  beggar'd  host, 
And  faintly  through  a  rusty  beaver  peeps. 
Their  horsemen  sit  like  fixed  candlesticks. 
With  torch-staves  in  their  hand  * :  and  their  poor  jados 
Lob  down  their  heads,  dropping  the  hides  and  hips  ; 
The  gum  down-roping  from  their  pale-dead  eyes ; 
And  in  their  pale  dull  mouths  the  gimmal  bit' 
Lies  foul  with  chew'd  grass,  still  and  motionless  ; 
And  their  executors,  the  knavish  crows. 
Fly  o'er  them  all,  impatient  for  their  hour. 
Description  cannot  suit  itself  in  words, 
To  demonstrate  the  life  of  such  a  battle 
In  life  so  lifeless  as  it  shows  itself. 
Con.  They  have  said  their  prayers,  and  they  stay  for 

death. 
Dau,  Shall  we  go  send  them  dinners,  and  fresh  suits. 
And  give  their  fasting  horses  provender, 
And  after  fight  with  them  ? 

*  7%eir  ragged  curtains  poork/  are  lei  loose,]  By  their  ragged 
curtains  are  meant  their  colours.  The  idea  seems  to  have  been 
taken  from  what  every  man  must  baye  observed,  i.  e.  ragged  curtains 
put  in  motion  by  the  air,  when  the  windows  of  mean  houses  are  left 
opea. 

'  T^eir  horsemen  sit  Hke  fixed  candlesticks^ 

With  torch-staves  in  their  hand:]  Grandpre  alludes  to  the 
form  of  ancient  candlesticks,  which  frequently  represented  hu- 
man figures  holding  the  sockets  for  the  lights  in  their  extended 
bands. 

'  — —  gimmal  bit  — ]  Gimmal  b,  in  the  western  counties,  a 
rmg;  9^  gimmal  hit  is  therefore  a  ^t/  of  which  the  parts  played  one 
within  another. 
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Con.  I  stay  but  for  my  guard  * :  On,  to  the  field : 
I  will  the  banner  from  a  trumpet  take, 
And  use  it  for  my  haste.     Come,  come  away  ! 
The  sun  is  high,  and  we  outwear  the  day.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  IIL 
The  English  Camp. 

Enter  the  English  Host ;  Glosteb,  Bedford,  Exeter, 
Salisbury,  and  Westmoreland. 

do.  Where  is  the  king  ? 

Bed.  The  king  himself  is  rode  to  view  their  battle. 

West.  Of   fighting    men  they  have  fiill  threescore 
thousand. 

Exe.  There's  five  to  one ;  besides,  they  are  all  fresh. 

Sal.  Ood's  arm  strike  with  us !  'tis  a  fearful  odds. 
God  be  wi'  you,  princes  all ;  111  to  my  charge : 
If  we  no  more  meet,  till  we  meet  in  heaven, 
Then  joyfully, — ^my  noble  lord  of  Bedford, — 
My  dear  lord  Gloster, — and  my  good  lord  Exeter, — 
And  my  kind  kinsman, — ^warriors  all,  adieu ! 

Bed.  Farewell,   good  Salisbury;    and  good   luck  go 
with  thee ! 

Exe.  Farewell,  kind  lord,  fight  valiantly  to-day ; 
And  yet  I  do  thee  wrong,  to  mind  thee  of  it, 
For  thou  art  fram'd  of  the  firm  truth  of  valoiu*, 

[Exit  Salisbury. 

Bed.  He  is  as  full  of  valour,  as  of  kindness ; 
Princely  in  both. 

West.  0  that  we  now  had  here 


^  /  ttatf  but  for  my  guard  :]  It  seems,  by  what  follows,  that  guard 
in  this  place  means  rather  something  of  ornament  or  of  distinction, 
than  a  body  of  attendants.     Johnson. 
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Enter  King  Henbt. 

But  one  ten  thousand  of  those  men  in  England, 
That  do  no  work  to-day ! 

K.  Hen,  What's  he,  that  wishes  so  ? 

My  cousin  Westmoreland  ? — No,  my  fair  cousin  : 
If  we  are  marked  to  die,  we  are  enough 
To  do  our  country  loss ;  and  if  to  live, 
The  fewer  men,  the  greater  share  of  honour. 
God's  will !     I  pray  thee,  wish  not  one  man  more. 
By  Jove,  I  am  not  covetous  for  gold ; 
Nor  care  I,  who  doth  feed  upon  my  cost ; 
It  yearns  me  not*,  if  men  my  garments  wear ; 
Such  outward  things  dwell  not  in  my  desires : 
But,  if  it  be  a  sin  to  covet  honour, 
I  am  the  most  offending  soul  alive. 
No,  '&ith,  my  coz,  wish  not  a  man  from  England : 
Gt)d's  peace !  I  would  not  lose  so  great  an  honour, 
As  one  man  more,  methinks,  would  share  from  me, 
For  the  best  hope  I  hava     0,  do  not  wish  one  more : 
Rather  proclaim  it,  Westmoreland,  through  my  host. 
That  he,  which  hath  no  stomach  to  this  fight, 
Let  him  depart ;  his  passport  shall  be  made, 
And  crowns  for  convoy  put  into  his  purse : 
We  would  not  die  in  that  man's  company. 
That  fears  his  fellowship  to  die  with  us. 
This  day  is  call'd — the  feast  of  Crispian*: 
He  that  outlives  this  day,  and  comes  safe  home, 
Will  stand  a  tip-toe  when  this  day  is  nam'd, 
And  rouse  him  at  the  name  of  Crispian. 
He,  that  shall  live  this  day,  and  see  old  age, 
Will  yearly  on  the  vigil  feast  his  friends. 
And  say — to-morrow  is  saint  Crispian  ; 
Then  will  he  strip  his  sleeve,  and  show  his  scars, 
Ajid  say, — these  wounds  I  had  on  Crispin's  day. 

*  It  yearns  me  not,]     To  i/eam  is  to  grieve  or  vex. 

•  of  Crispian  :]     The  battle  of  Agincourt  was  fought 

the  25th  of  October,  St.  Crispin's  day. 
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Old  men  forget ;  yet  all  shall  be  forgot, 

But  he'll  remember,  with  advantages', 

What  feats  he  did  that  day :  Then  shall  our  names. 

Familiar  in  their  mouths  as  household  words, — 

Harry  the  king,  Bedford,  and  Exeter, 

Warwick  and  Talbot,  Salisbury  and  Gloster, — 

Be  in  their  flowing  cups  freshly  remembered  : 

This  story  shall  the  good  man  teach  his  son  ; 

And  Crispin  Crispian  shall  ne'er  go  by, 

From  this  day  to  the  ending'  of  the  world, 

But  we  in  it  shall  be  remembered  : 

We  few,  we  happy  few,  we  band  of  brothers  ; 

For  he,  to-day  that  sheds  his  blood  with  me, 

Shall  be  my  brother  ;  be  he  ne'er  so  vile. 

This  day  shall  gentle  his  condition*: 

And  gentlemen  in  England,  now  a-bed. 

Shall  think  themselves  a^jcurs'd,  they  were  not  here  ; 

And  hold  their  manhoods  cheap,  while  any  speaks, 

That  fought  with  us  upon  saint  Crispin's  day*. 

7  wUh    ^tdvoTUmges,]       Old     men,     notwithstanding    the 

natural  forgetfulness  of  age,  shall  remember  their  feats  of  this 
dai/,  and  remember  to  tell  them  with  advantage.  Age  is  com- 
monly boastful,  and  inclined  to  magnify  past  acts  and  past  times; 

JOHMSON. 

^  From  this  da^  to  the  ending  — ]  It  may  be  obsenred  that 
we  are  apt  to  promise  to  ourselves  a  more  lasting  memory  than 
the  changing  state  of  human  things  admits.  This  prediction  is 
not  verified  ;  the  feast  of  Crispin  passes  by  without  any  mention 
of  Agincourt.  Late  events  obliterate  the  former :  the  civil  wars 
have  left  in  this  nation  scarcely  any  tradition  of  more  ancient  history. 

* gentle  his  condition  :]     This  day  shall  advance  him  to  the 

rank  of  a  gentleman.     Johnson. 

King  Henry  V.  inhibited  any  person  but  such  as  had  a  right  by 
inheritance,  or  grant,  to  assume  coats  of  arms,  except  those  who 
fought  with  him  at  the  battle  of  Agincourt ;  and,  I  think,  these  last 
were  allowed  the  chief  seats  of  honour  at  all  feasts  and  publick 
meetings.     Tollet. 

»  upon  saint  Crispin*s  dai/,]     This  speech,  like  many  others 

of  the  declamatory  kind,  is  too  long.  Had  it  been  contracted  to 
about  half  the  number  of  lines,  it  might  have  gained  force,  and  lost 
none  of  the  sentiments.     .Tohnson. 
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ErUer  Salisbubt. 

8aL  My  sovereign  lord,  bestow  yourself  with  speed ; 
The  French  are  bravely  in  their  battles  set, 
And  will  with  all  expedience  charge  on  ns. 

K.  Hen.  All  things  are  ready,  if  our  minds  be  so. 

WesL  Perish  the  man,  whose  mind  is  backward  now ! 

K.  Hen.  Thou  dost  not  wish  more  help  from  England, 
cousin  ? 

West.  Gtod's  will,  my  liege,  'would  you  and  I  alone. 
Without  more  help,  might  fight  this  battle  out ! 

K.  Hen.  Why,  now  thou  hast  unwish'd  five  thousand 
men ; 
Which  likes  me  better,  than  to  wish  us  one. — 
You  know  your  places :  God  be  with  you  all ! 

Tticket.    Enter  Montjoy. 

Mont.  Once  more  I  come  to  know  of  thee,  king 
Harry, 
If  for  thy  ransome  thou  wilt  now  compound. 
Before  thy  most  assured  overthrow : 
Por,  certainly,  thou  art  so  near  the  gulf. 
Thou  needs  must  be  englutted.    Besides,  in  mercy, 
The  constable  desires  thee — ^thou  wilt  mind' 
Thy  followers  of  repentance  ;  that  their  souls 
May  make  a  peaceful  and  a  sweet  retire 
From  off  these  fields,   where   (wretches)  their    poor 

bodies 
Must  lie  and  fester. 

K.  Hen,  Who  hath  sent  thee  now  ? 

Mont  The  constable  of  France. 

K.  Hen.  I  pray  thee,  bear  my  former  answer  back  ; 
Bid  them  achieve  me,  and  then  sell  my  bones. 
Good  Qod  I  why  should  they  mock  poor  fellows  thus  ? 
The  man,  that  once  did  sell  the  lion's  skin 

' nmd  — ]  i.  e.  remind. 

VOL.  v.  P 
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While  the  beast  liv'd,  was  kiird  with  hunting  him. 

A  many  of  our  bodies  shall,  no  doubt, 

Find  native  graves ;  upon  the  which,  I  trust. 

Shall  witness  live  in  brass*  of  this  day's  work  : 

And  those  that  leave  their  valiant  bones  in  France, 

Dying  like  men,  though  buried  in  your  dunghills. 

They  shall  be  fem'd ;  for  there  the  sun  shall  greet  them, 

And  draw  their  honours  reeking  up  to  heaven  ; 

Leaving  their  earthly  parts  to  choke  your  clime, 

The  smell  whereof  shall  breed  a  plague  in  France. 

f  Mark  then  a  bounding  valour  in  our  English  ; 

That,  being  dead,  like  to  the  bullets  grazing. 

Break  out  into  a  second  course  of  mischief. 

Killing  in  relapse  of  mortality. 

Let  me  speak  proudly ; — Tell  the  constable. 

We  are  but  warriors  for  the  working-day*: 

Our  gayness,  and  our  gilt*,  are  all  besmirch'd 

With  rainy  marching  in  the  painful  field  ; 

There's  not  a  piece  of  feather  in  our  host, 

(Good  argument,  I  hope,  we  shall  not  fly,) 

And  time  hath  worn  us  into  slovenry : 

But,  by  the  mass,  our  hearts  are  in  the  trim : 

And  my  poor  soldiers  tell  me — ^yet  ere  night 

They'll  be  in  fresher  robes  ;  or  they  will  pluck 

The  gay  new  coats  o'er  the  French  soldiers'  heads, 

And  turn  them  out  of  service.     If  they  do  this, 

(As,  if  God  please,  they  shall,)  my  ransome  then 

Will  soon  be  levied.     Herald,  save  thou  thy  labour  ; 

Come  thou  no  more  for  ransome,  gentle  herald  ; 

They  shall  have  none,  I  swear,  but  these  my  joints  : 

Which  if  they  have  as  I  will  leave  'em  to  them. 

Shall  yield  them  little,  tell  the  constable. 

*  in  brtus  — ]  i.  e.  in  brazen  plates  anciently  let  into  tomb- 
stones. 

t  "  Mark  then  abounding/'  &c. — M  alone. 

*  warriort  for  the  working-day :]      We   are  soldiers,  but 

coarsely  dressed  ;  we  have  not  on  our  holiday  apparel. 

*  our  gilt,]  i.  e.  golden  show,  superficial  gilding.     Obsolete. 
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MonL  I  shall,  king  Hany.     And  so  fare  thee  well : 
Thou  never  shalt  hear  herald  any  more.  [Exit, 

K.  Hen.  I  fear,  thoult  once  mol^  come  again  for 
ransome. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  York. 

York.  My  lord,  most  humbly  on  my  knee  I  beg 
The  leading  of  the  vaward. 

K.  Hen.  Take  it,  brave  York — Now,  soldiers,  march 
away. 
And  how  thou  pleasest,  GK)d,  dispose  the  day !   [Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV. 
The  Field  of  BatOe. 

Alarums :  Excwrsions.    Enter  French  Soldier,  Pistol, 
and  Boy. 

PisL  Yield,  cur. 

Pr.  Sol.  Je  peme,  que  vov^  estes  le  gentiUiomme  de 
honne  qualitf. 

Pist.  Quality,  call  you  me  ? — Construe  mef,  art  thou 
a  gentleman  ?    What  is  thy  name  ?  discuss. 

Fr.  SoL  0  seigneur  Dieu  ! 

Pist.  0,  signieur  Dew  should  be  a  gentleman  : — 
Perpend  my  words,  0  signieur  Dew,  and  mark  ; — 
0  signieur  Dew,  thou  diest  on  point  of  fox*, 
Except,  0  signieur,  thou  do  give  to  me 
Egregious  ransome. 

Fr.  SoL  0,  pretmez  misericorde  !  ayez  piti^  de  may  ! 

Pist.  Moy  shall  not  serve,  I  will  have  forty  moys ; 

+  "  Quality  ?    Callino,  castore  me,  art  thou,**  &c.— MaIone. 

• thou  diest  on  point  of  fox,]   Fox  is  an  old  cant  word  for  a 

sword. 
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For  I  will  fetch  thy  rim  out  at  thy  throat, 
In  drops  of  crimson  blood. 

Fr.  Sol.  Est  il  impaa^fble  d'eachapper  la  force  de  ton 
bras? 

PisL  Brass,  cur ! 
Thou  damned  and  luxurioiis  mountain  goat', 
Offer'st  me  brass  ? 

Fr.  SoL  0  pardormez  moy  I 

Pist.  Say'st  thou  me  so  ?  is  that  a  ton  of  moys  *  ? 
Come  hither,  boy ;  Ask  me  this  slave  in  French, 
What  is  his  name. 

Boy.  Eacoutez  ;  Comment  estea  voua  appelUf 

Fr.  SoL  Monsieur  le  Fer. 

Boy.  He  says  his  name  is — ^master  Fer. 

PisL  Master  Fer !  Ill  fer  him,  and  firk  him*,  and 
ferret  him :— discuss  the  same  in  French  imto  him. 

Boy.  I  do  not  know  the  French  for  fer,  and  ferret,  and 
firk. 

Pist.  Bid  him  prepare,  for  I  will  cut  his  throat. 

Fr.  Sol.  Qtie  dit-U,  monsieur  f 

Boy.  n  me  commande  de  vous  dire  que  vousfaites  vous 
prest;  car  ce  soldat  icy  est  dispose  tout  d,  cette  heure  de 
couper  vostre  gorge. 

Pist.  Ouy,  couper  gorge,  par  ma  foy,  pesant, 
Unless  thou  give  me  crowns,  brave  crowns  ; 
Or  mangled  shalt  thou  be  by  this  my  sword. 

Fr.  Sol.  0,  je  vous  supplie  pour  Vamovr  de  DieUy  me 
pardonner  !  Je  suis  gentilhomme  de  bonne  maison  ;  gar- 
des ma,  vie,  etje  vous  donneray  deux  cents  escus. 

Pist.  What  are  his  words  ? 

Boy.  He  prays  you  to  save  his  life :  he  is  a  gentleman 

7  —  luxurious  mountain  goaQ  Luxurious  means  kudwnu. 

• a  ton  of  moys  ?]     Moi/^  sajs  Dr.  Johnson,  is  a  piece  of 

money  ;  whence  mot  dtor,  or  moi  of  gold ;  but  moy  also  was  a  measure 
of  com.     Which  is  meant  here,  the  reader  may  determine. 

• and  firk  Aim  J   The  word  firk  is  so  variously  used  by  the 

old  writers,  that  it  is  almost  impossible  to  ascertain  its  precise  mean- 
ing.    On  thb  occasion  it  may  mean  to  chastise. 
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of  a  good  house ;  and,  for  his  ransome,  he  will  give  you 
two  hundrqd  crowns. 

PisL  Tell  him, — ^my  iury  shall  abate,  and  I 
The  crowns  will  take. 

Fr.  Sol.  Petit  monsieur,  que  dit-U  t 

Boy.  Encore  qu'U  est  coMre8(mjurernent,depard(mner 
aucun  prisonnier;  neantmoins,  pour  les  escus  que  vous 
tavez  promts,  U  est  content  de  vous  donner  la  liberty,  le 
franchisement. 

Fr.  Sol.  Sur  m>es  genoux,je  vous  donne  mille  remer- 
ciemens :  etje  m*estime  heureux  que  je  suis  tomb^entre 
les  matins  d*wn  chevalier,  je  pense,  le  plus  brave,  valiant, 
et  tree  distingu^  seignewr  d'Angleterre. 

Pist  Expound  unto  me,  boy. 

Boy.  He  gives  you,  upon  his  knees,  a  thousand 
thanks:  and  he  esteems  himself  happy  that  he  hath 
(alien  into  the  hands  of  (as  he  thinks)  the  most  brave, 
valorous,  and  thrice-worthy  signieur  of  England. 

PisL  As  I  suck  blood,  I  will  some  mercy  show. — 
Follow  me,  cur.  [Eant  Pistol. 

Boy.  Suivez  vous  le  grand  capitaine. 

[Eadt  French  Soldier. 
I  did  never  know  so  fiill  a  voice  issue  from  so  empty  a 
heart :  but  the  saying  is  true, — the  empty  vessel  makes 
the  greatest  sound.  Bardolph,  and  Nym,  had  ten  times 
more  valour  than  this  roaring  devil  i'the  old  play,  that 
every  one  may  pare  his  nails  with  a  wooden  dagger ; 
and  they  are  both  hanged ;  and  so  would  this  be,  if  he 
durst  steal  any  thing  adventurously.  I  must  stay  with 
the  lackeys,  with  the  luggage  of  our  camp :  the  French 
might  have  a  good  prey  of  us,  if  he  knew  of  it ;  for 
there  is  none  to  guard  it,  but  boys.  [Eant 
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SCENE  V. 
Another  Part  of  the  Field  of  Battle. 

Alarums,    Enter  Dauphin,  Obleans,  Boubboh,  Con- 
stable, Rambubbs,  and  Others. 

Con.  0  diable  ! 

OrL  0  seignewr! — lejov/r  estperdu,  tout  est  perdu  ! 

Dau.  Mori  de  ma  vie!  all  is  confounded,  all ! 
Reproach  and  everlasting  shame 
Sits  mocking  in  our  plumes. — 0  msschante  fortwne  ! — 
Do  not  run  away.  [A  short  alarum^ 

Con.  Why,  all  our  ranks  are  broke. 

Dau,  0  perdurable  shame " ! — ^let's  stab  ourselves. 
Be  these  the  wretches  that  we  played  at  dice  for  ? 

Orl,  Is  this  the  king  we  sent  to  for  his  ransome  ? 

Bowr,  Shame,  and  eternal  shame,  nothing  but  shame ! 
Let  us  die  instant  f :  Once  more  back  again ; 
And  he  that  will  not  follow  Bourbon  now. 
Let  him  go  hence,  and,  with  his  cap  in  hand, 
Like  a  base  pander,  hold  the  chamber-^oor. 
Whilst  by  a  slave,  no  gentler"  than  my  dog, 
His  fairest  daughter  is  contaminate. 

Con.  Disorder,  that  hath  spoil'd  us,  friend  us  now ! 
Let  us,  in  heaps,  go  offer  up  our  lives 
Unto  these  English,  or  else  die  with  fame. 

Orl,  We  are  enough,  yet  living  in  the  field, 
To  smother  up  the  English  in  our  throngs, 
If  any  order  might  be  thought  upon. 

Bour  The  devil  take  order  now !  Ill  to  the  throng ; 
Let  life  be  short ;  else  shame  will  be  too  long.   [EoceunL 

>  O  perdurable  lAamf /J   Perdurable  \s\2Alas^. 

f  "  Let  us  die  in  fight  :*" — M alone. 

^  —  no  gentler  — ]    Who  has  no  more  gentiRty, 
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SCENE  VI. 
Another  Part  of  the  Field. 

Alarums,     Enter  King  Hbnby,  and  Forces;  Exbteb, 
and  Others. 

K.  Hen.  Well  have  we  done,  thrice-valiant  country- 
men: 
But  all's  not  done,  yet  keep  the  French  the  field. 

Exe.  The  duke  of  York  commends  him  to  your  ma- 
jesty. 

K.  Hen,  Lives  he,  good  uncle?  thrice  within  this  hour, 
I  saw  him  down  ;  thrice  up  again,  and  fighting ; 
From  hehnet  to  the  spur,  all  blood  he  was. 

Exe.  In  which  array,  (brave  soldier,)  doth  he  lie, 
Larding  the  plain :  and  by  his  bloody  side, 
(Yoke-fellow  to  his  honour-owing  wounds,) 
The  noble  earl  of  Suffolk  also  lies. 
Suffolk  first  died :  and  York,  all  haggled  over. 
Comes  to  him,  where  in  gore  he  lay  insteep'd. 
And  takes  him  by  the  beard  ;  kisses  the  gashes, 
That  bloodily  did  yawn  upon  his  face  ; 
And  cries  aloud, — Tarry ^  dear  cousin  Suffolk  ! 
My  soul  shaU  thine  keep  company  to  heaven  : 
Tarry,  sweet  soul,  for  mine,  then  fly  a-breast ; 
As,  in  this  glorious  and  weU-foughten  fiM, 
We  kept  together  in  our  chivalry  ! 
Upon  these  words  I  came,  and  cheer'd  him  up  : 
He  smil'd  me  in  the  face,  raught '  me  his  hand, 
And,  with  a  feeble  gripe,  says, — Dear  my  lord, 
Coimnend  my  service  to  my  sovereign. 
So  did  he  turn,  and  over  Suffolk's  neck 
He  threw  his  wounded  arm,  and  kiss'd  his  lips  ; 
And  so,  espous'd  to  death,  with  blood  he  seal'd 
A  testament  of  noble-ending  love. 

'   raught  — ]  i.  e.  reached. 
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The  pretty  and  sweet  manner  of  it  fore'd 

Those  waters  from  me,  which  I  would  have  stopp'd ; 

But  I  had  not  so  much  of  man  in  me> 

But  all  mj  mother  came  into  mine  eyes, 

And  gave  me  up  to  tears. 

K,  Hen.  I  blame  you  not ; 

For,  hearing  this,  I  must  perforce  oompoimd 
f  With  mistful  eyes,  or  they  will  issue  too. —    [Alarum. 
But,  hark !  what  new  alarum  is  this  same  ? 
The  French  have  reinforc'd  their  scattered  men  : — 
Then  every  soldier  kill  his  prisoners ; 
Give  the  word  through.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  VIL 
Another  Part  of  the  Fidd, 

Alarum.    Enter  Fluellen  and  Gower. 

Fhi.  Kill  the  poys  and  the  luggage!  'tis  expressly 
against  the  law  of  arms :  'tis  as  arrant  a  piece  of  kna- 
very, mark  you  now,  as  can  be  offered,  in  the  'orld  :  In 
your  conscience  now,  is  it  not  ? 

Oow.  THs  certain  there's  not  a  boy  left  alive ;  and 
the  cowardly  rascals,  that  ran  from  the  battle,  have  done 
this  slaughter :  besides,  they  have  burned  and  carried 
away  all  that  was  in  the  king's  tent ;  wherefore  the  king, 
most  worthily,  hath  caused  every  soldier  to  cut  his  pri- 
soner's throat.     0,  'tis  a  gallant  king ! 

Flu.  Ay,  he  was  pom  at  Monmouth,  captain  Gower : 
What  call  you  the  town's  name,  where  Alexander  the 
pig  was  bom  ? 

Oow.  Alexander  the  great 

Flu.  Why,  I  pray  you,  is  not  pig,  great?  The  pig, 
or  the  great,  or  the  mighty,  or  the  huge,  or  the  magna- 
nimous, are  all  one  reckonings,  save  the  phrase  is  a  little 
variations. 

f  "  With  wistful,"  &c.— Malone. 
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Gow.  I  think  Alexander  the  great  was  bom  in  Hace- 
don ;  his  &ther  was  called — Philip  of  Macedon,  as  I 
take  it. 

Flu.  I  think  it  is  in  Hacedon,  where  Alexander  is 
pom.  I  tell  you,  captain, — K  you  look  in  the  maps  of 
the  'orld,  I  warrant,  you  shall  find,  in  the  comparisons 
between  Macedon  and  Monmouth,  that  the  situations, 
look  you,  is  both  alike.  There  is  a  river  in  Macedon ; 
and  tiiere  is  also  moreover  a  river  at  Monmouth :  it  is 
called  Wye,  at  Monmouth  ;  but  it  is  out  of  my  prains, 
what  is  the  name  of  the  other  river ;  but  'tis  all  one, 
'tis  so  like  as  my  fingers  is  to  my  fingers,  and  there  is 
salmons  in  both.  If  you  mark  Alexander's  life  well> 
Harry  of  Monmouth's  life  is  come  after  it  indifierent 
well ;  for  there  is  figures  in  all  things.  Alexander  (God 
knows,  and  you  know,)  in  his  rages,  and  his  furies,  and 
his  wraths,  and  his  cholers,  and  his  moods,  and  his  dis- 
pleasures, and  his  indignations,  and  also  being  a  little 
intoxicates  in  his  prains,  did,  in  his  ales  and  his  angers, 
look  you,  kill  his  pest  friend,  Clytus. 

Cfow.  Our  king  is  not  like  him  in  that;  he  never 
killed  any  of  his  frienda 

Flu.  It  is  not  well  done,  mark  you  now,  to  take  tales 
out  of  my  mouth,  ere  it  is  made  an  end  and  finished. 
I  speak  but  in  the  figures  and  comparisons  of  it :  As 
Alexander  is  kill  his  friend  Clytus,  being  in  his  ales  and 
his  cups ;  so  also  Harry  Monmouth,  being  in  his  right 
wits  and  his  goot  judgments,  is  turn  away  the  fat 
knight*  with  the  great  peUy-doublet :  he  was  full  of 
jests,  and  gipes,  and  knaveries,  and  mocks ;  I  am  forget 
his  name. 

Oow.  Sir  John  Falstafi*. 

Flu.  That  is  he :  I  can  tell  you,  there  is  goot  men 
pom  at  Monmouth. 

Cfow.  Here  comes  his  majesty. 

4  i/ie  fat  knighi  — ]   Tbb  is  the  last  time  that  Falstaff  can 

make  sport.   The  poet  was  loath  to  part  with  him,  aud  has  continued 
his  memory  as  long  as  he  could. 
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Alarum.  Enter  King  Henbt  tvith  a  part  of  the 
English  Forces;  Wabwiok,  Glostbe,  Exeteb,  and 
Others. 

K.  Hen.  I  was  not  angry  since  I  came  to  France 
Until  this  instant. — ^Take  a  trumpet,  herald ; 
Bide  thou  unto  the  horsemen  on  yon  hill ; 
If  they  will  fight  with  us,  bid  them  come  down, 
Or  void  the  field ;  they  do  ofiend  our  sight : 
If  theyTl  do  neither,  we  will  come  to  them ; 
And  make  them  skirr  away,  as  swift  as  stones 
Enforced  from  the  old  Assyrian  slings : 
Besides,  we'll  cut  the  throats  of  those  we  have  ; 
And  not  a  man  of  them,  that  we  shall  take. 
Shall  taste  our  mercy : — Go,  and  tell  them  so. 

Enter  Montjoy. 

Exe.  Here  comes  the  herald  of  the  French,  my  liege. 

GU).  His  eyes  are  humbler  than  they  us'd  to  be. 

K.  Hen.  How  now  !  what  means  this,  herald  ?  know'st 
thou  not. 
That  I  have  fin'd  these  bones  of  mine  for  ransome  ? 
Com'st  thou  again  for  ransome  ? 

Mont.  No,  great  king : 

I  come  to  thee  for  charitable  licence. 
That  we  may  wander  o'er  this  bloody  field, 
To  book  our  dead,  and  then  to  bury  them  ; 
To  sort  our  nobles  from  our  common  men ; 
For  many  of  our  princes  (woe  the  while !) 
Lie  drown'd  and  soak'd  in  mercenary  blood  ; 
(So  do  our  vulgar  drench  their  peasant  limbs 
In  blood  of  princes ;)  and  their  wounded  steeds 
Fret  fetlock  deep  in  gore,  and,  with  wild  rage, 
York  out  their  armed  heels  at  their  dead  masters, 
Killing  them  twice.     0,  give  us  leave,  great  king. 
To  view  the  field  in  safety,  and  dispose 
Of  their  dead  bodies. 
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K.  Hen.  I  teU  thee  truly,  herald, 

I  know  not,  if  the  day  be  ours,  or  no  ; 
For  yet  a  many  of  your  horsemen  peer. 
And  gallop  o'er  the  field. 

Mont  The  day  is  yours. 

K.  Hen.  Pndsed  be  God,  and  not  our  strength,  for 
it!— 
What  is  this  castle  called,  that  stands  hard  by  ? 

MonL  They  call  it — ^Agincourt. 

K.  Hen.  Then  call  we  this — the  field  of  Agincourt, 
Fought  on  the  day  of  Crispin  Crispianus. 

Flu.  Your  grand&ther  of  famous  memory,  an't  please 
your  majesty,  and  your  great  uncle  Edward  the  plack 
prince  of  Wales,  as  I  have  read  in  the  chronicles,  fought 
a  most  prave  pattle  here  in  France. 

K.  Hen.  They  did,  Fluellen. 

Flit.  Your  majesty  says  very  true :  if  your  majesties 
is  remembered  of  it,  the  Welshmen  did  goot  service  in 
a  garden  where  leeks  did  grow,  wearing  leeks  in  their 
Monmouth  caps ;  which,  your  majesty  knows,  to  this 
hour  is  an  honourable  pa<^e  of  the  service ;  and,  I  do 
believe,  your  majesty  takes  no  scorn  to  wear  the  leek 
upon  saint  Tavy's  day. 

K.  Hen.  I  wear  it  for  a  memorable  honour : 
For  I  am  Welsh,  you  know,  good  countryman. 

Flu.  All  the  water  in  Wye  cannot  wadi  your  majesty's 
Welsh  plood  out  of  your  pody,  I  can  tell  you  that :  Got 
pless  it  and  preserve  it,  as  long  as  it  pleases  his  grace, 
and  his  majesty  too ! 

K.  Hen.  Thanks,  good  my  coimtryman. 

Flu.  By  Cheshu,  I  am  your  majesty's  coimtryman, 
I  care  not  who  know  it ;  I  will  confess  it  to  all  the 
'orld:  I  need  not  to  be  ashamed  of  your  majesty, 
praised  be  Got,  so  long  as  your  majesty  is  an  honest 
man 

K.  Hen.  God  keep  me  so ! — Our  heralds  go  with 
him; 


Digitized  by 


Google 


220  KING  HENRY  V.  Act  IV. 

Bring  me  just  notice  of  the  numbers  dead 
On  both  our  parts. — Call  yonder  fellow  hither. 

[Points  to  WiLLiAMa    Exeu/nt  Montjoy 
and  Others. 

Exe.  Soldier^  you  must  come  to  the  king. 

K.  Hen.  Soldier,  why  wear'st  thou  that  glove  in  thy 
cap? 

WHl  An't  please  your  majesty,  'tis  the  gage  of  one 
that  I  should  fight  withal,  if  he  be  alive. 

K.  Hen.  An  Englishman  ? 

WHL  An't  please  your  majesty,  a  rascal,  that  swag- 
gered with  me  last  night :  who,  if  'a  live,  and  ever  dare 
to  challenge  this  glove,  I  have  sworn  to  take  him  a  box 
o'the  ear :  or,  if  I  can  see  my  glove  in  his  cap  (which 
he  swore,  as  he  was  a  soldier,  he  would  wear,  if  alive,) 
I  will  strike  it  out  soimdly. 

K.  Hen.  What  think  you,  captain  FlueUen  ?  is  it  fit 
this  soldier  keep  his  oath  ? 

Flu.  He  is  a  craven  and  a  villain  else,  an't  please 
your  majesty,  in  my  conscience. 

K.  Hen.  It  may  be,  his  enemy  is  a  gentleman  of  great 
sort*,  quite  from  the  answer  of  his  degree*. 

Flu.  Though  he  be  as  goot  a  gentleman  as  the  tevil 
is,  as  Lucifer  and  Belzebub  himself  it  is  necessary,  look 
your  grace,  that  he  keep  his  vow  and  his  oath :  if  he  be 
peijured,  see  you  now,  his  reputation  is  as  arrant  a 
villain,  and  a  Jack  sauce,  as  ever  his  plack  shoe  trod 
upon  Grot's  ground  and  his  earth,  in  my  conscience,  la. 

K.  Hen.  Then  keep  thy  vow,  sirrah,  when  thou 
meet'st  the  fellow. 

WilL  So  I  will,  my  liege,  as  I  live. 

K.  Hen.  Who  servest  thou  imder  ? 

Will.  Under  captain  Gtower,  my  liege. 

*  great  twi,]    High  rank. 

•  quite  from  the  answer  qfhis  degree.]    A  man  of  such  station 

as  b  not  bound  to  hazard  his  person  to  answer  to  a  challenge  from 
one  of  the  soldier's  low  degree. 
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Flu.  Grower  is  a  goot  captain ;  and  is  good  knowledge 
and  literature  in  the  wars. 

K.  Hen,  Call  him  hither  to  me,  soldier. 

Wm  I  will,  my  liege.  [Exit. 

K,  Hen.  Here,  Fluellen ;  wear  thou  this  fovour  for 
me,  and  stick  it  in  thy  cap :  When  Alen9on  and  myself 
were  down  together,  I  plucked  this  glove  from  his  helm; 
if  any  man  challenge  this,  he  is  a  friend  to  Alen9on  and 
an  enemy  to  our  person ;  if  thou  encounter  any  such, 
apprehend  him,  an  thou  dost  love  me. 

Flu.  Your  grace  does  me  as  great  honours,  as  can 
he  desired  in  the  hearts  of  his  subjects :  I  would  fain 
see  the  man,  that  has  but  two  legs,  that  shall  find  him- 
self aggriefed  at  this  glove,  that  is  all ;  but  I  would 
&in  see  it  once:  an  please  Got  of  his  grace,  that  I 
might  see  it. 

K.  Hen.  Knowest  thou  G^wer? 

Flu.  He  is  my  dear  friend,  an  please  yoiL 

K.  Hen.  Pray  thee,  go  seek  him,  and  bring  him  to 
my  tent. 

Flu.  I  will  fetch  him.  [Exit. 

K.  Hen.  My    lord    of  Warwick, — and    my    brother 
Gloster, 
Follow  Fluellen  closely  at  the  heels  : 
The  glove,  which  I  have  given  him  for  a  favour. 
May,  haply,  purchase  him  a  box  o'the  ear ; 
It  is  the  soldier's :  I,  by  bargain,  should 
Wear  it  myself     Follow,  good  cousin  Warwick : 
If  that  the  soldier  strike  him,  (as,  I  judge 
By  his  blunt  bearing,  he  will  keep  his  word,) 
Some  sudden  mischief  may  arise  of  it ; 
For  I  do  know  Fluellen  valiant. 
And,  touched  with  choler,  hot  as  gunpowder. 
And  quickly  will  return  an  injury : 
Follow,  and  see  there  be  no  harm  between  them. — 
Go  you  with  me,  uncle  of  Exeter.  [Exeunt 
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SCENE  VIII. 
Before  King  Hekbt's  Pavilion. 

Enter  Qowbe  and  Williamr 
WUL  I  warrant,  it  is  to  knight  you,  captain. 

Enter  Flubllbn. 

Flu.  Got's  will  and  his  pleasure,  captain,  I  peseech 
you  now,  come  apace  to  the  king :  there  is  more  goot 
toward  you,  peradventure,  than  is  in  your  knowledge 
to  dream  of 

Will  Sir,  know  you  this  glove  ? 

Fill.  Know  the  glove  ?  I  know,  the  glove  is  a  glove. 

WiU,  I  know  this :  and  thus  I  challenge  it 

[Strikes  him. 

Fill.  'Sblud,  an  arrant  traitor,  as  an/s  in  the  imi- 
versal  'orld,  or  in  France,  or  in  England. 

Oow,  How  now,  sir  ?  you  villain ! 

Wm.  Do  you  think  IH  be  forsworn  ? 

Flu.  Stand  away,  captain  Gower ;  I  will  give  treason 
his  payment  into  plows,  I  warrant  you. 

Wdl  I  am  no  traitor. 

Flu.  That's  a  lie  in  thy  throat. — I  charge  you  in  his 
majesty's  name,  apprehend  him ;  he's  a  friend  of  the 
duke  Alen9on's. 

Enter  Warwick  and  Glosteb. 

War.  How  now,  how  now !  what's  the  matter  ? 
Flu.  My  lord  of  Warwick,  here  is  (praised  be  Got 
^-^r  it !)  a  most  contagious  treason  come  to  light,  look 
>u,  as  you  shall  desire  in  a  siunmer's  day.     Here  is 
s  majesty. 

Enter  King  Henet  and  Exeter. 
K.  Hen.  How  now !  what's  the  matter  ? 
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Fhi.  "itj  liege,  here  is  a  villain,  and  a  traitor,  that, 
look  your  grace,  has  struck  the  glove  which  your 
majesty  is  take  out  of  the  helmet  of  Alen9on. 

WHL  My  liege,  this  was  my  glove ;  here  is  the  fellow 
of  it :  and  he,  that  I  gave  it  to  in  change,  promised  to 
wear  it  in  his  cap ;  I  promised  to  strike  him,  if  he  did : 
I  met  this  man  with  my  glove  in  his  cap,  and  I  have 
been  as  good  as  my  word. 

FhL  Your  majesty  hear  now,  (saving  your  majesty's 
manhood,)  what  an  arrant,  rascally,  beggarly,  lowsy 
knave  it  is :  I  hope,  your  majesty  is  pear  me  testimony, 
and  witness,  and  avouchments,  that  this  is  the  glove  of 
Alen9on,  that  your  majesty  is  give  me,  in  your  con- 
science now. 

K.  Hen.  Give  me  thy  glove,  soldier ;  Look,  here  is 
the  fellow  of  it.  'Twas  I,  indeed,  thou  promised'st  to 
strike ;  and  thou  hast  given  me  most  bitter  terms. 

Flu,  An  please  your  majesty,  let  his  neck  answer  for 
it,  if  there  is  any  martial  law  in  the  'orld. 

K.  Hen.  How  canst  thou  make  me  satisfaction  ? 

Win.  All  offences,  my  liege,  come  fix)m  the  heart: 
never  came  any  from  mine,  that  might  offend  your 
niajesty. 

K.  Hen.  It  was  ourself  thou  didst  abuse. 

Win.  Your  majesty  came  not  like  yourself:  you 
appeared  to  me  but  as  a  common  man  ;  witness  the  night, 
your  garments,  your  lowliness ;  and  what  your  highness 
suffered  imder  that  shape,  I  beseech  you,  take  it  for 
your  own  fault,  and  not  mine :  for  had  you  been  as  I 
took  you  for,  I  made  no  offence ;  therefore,  I  beseech 
your  highness,  pardon  me. 

K.  Hen.  Here,  imcle   Exeter,   fill    this    glove  with 
crowns, 
And  give  it  to  this  fellow. — Keep  it,  fellow ; 
And  wear  it  for  an  honour  in  thy  cap. 
Till  I  do  challenge  it. — Give  him  the  crowns ; — 
Ajid,  captain,  you  must  needs  be  friends  with  him. 
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Flu,  By  this  day  and  this  light,  the  fellow  has  mettle 
enough  in  his  pelly : — Hold,  there  is  twelve  pence  for 
you,  and  I  pray  you  to  serve  Got,  and  keep  you  out  of 
prawls,  and  prabbles,  and  quarrels,  and  dissensions, 
and,  I  warrant  you,  it  is  the  petter  for  yoiL 

Win  I  will  none  of  your  money. 

Flu,  It  is  with  a  goot  will;  I  can  tell  you,  it  will 
serve  you  to  mend  your  shoes :  Come,  wherefore  should 
you  be  so  pashful?  your  shoes  is  not  so  goot:  'tis  a 
goot  silling,  I  warrant  you,  or  I  will  change  it. 

Enter  an  English  Herald. 

K.  Hen,  Now,  herald ;  are  the  dead  number'd  ? 

Her,  Here  is  the  number  of  the  slaughtered  French. 

[Ddivere  a  paper, 

K.  Hen.  What  prisoners  of   good    sort  are    taken, 
uncle? 

Exe.  Charles  duke  of  Orleans,  nephew  to  the  king ; 
John  duke  of  Bourbon,  and  lord  Bouciqualt : 
Of  other  lords,  and  barons,  knights,  and  'squires, 
Full  fifteen  hundred,  besides  common  men. 

K,  Hen,  Thb  note  doth  teU  me  of  ten  thousand 
French, 
That  in  the  field  lie  slain  :  of  princes,  in  this  number, 
And  nobles  bearing  banners,  there  lie  dead 
One  himdred  twenty-six  :  added  to  these. 
Of  knights,  esquires,  and  gallant  gentlemen. 
Eight  thousand  and  four  himdred ;  of  the  which. 
Five  himdred  were  but  yesterday  dubb'd  knights : 
So  that,  in  these  ten  thousand  they  have  lost. 
There  are  but  sixteen  hundred  mercenaries ; 
The  rest  are — princes,  barons,  lords,  knights,  'squires, 
And  gentlemen  of  blood  and  quality. 
The  names  of  those  their  nobles  that  lie  dead, — 
Charles  De-la-bret,  high  constable  of  France ; 
Jaques  of  Chatillon,  admiral  of  France ; 
The  master  of  the  cross-bows,  lord  Rambures ; 
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Great    master   of   Prance,   the    brave    sir    Guischard 

Dauphin ; 
John  duke  of  Alen§on ;  Antony  duke  of  Brabant, 
The  brother  to  the  duke  of  Burgundy ; 
And  Edward  duke  of  Bar :  of  lusty  earls, 
Grandpr^,  and  Roussi,  Fauconberg,  and  Foil, 
Beaumont,  and  Marie,  Vaudemont,  and  Lestrale. 

Here  was  a  royal  fellowship  of  death ! 

Where  is  the  niunber  of  our  English  dead  ? 

[Herald  presents  another  paper. 
Edward  the  duke  of  York,  the  earl  of  Suffolk, 
Sir  Richard  Ketly,  Davy  Cbm,  esquire : 
None  else  of  name ;  and,  of  all  other  men, 
But  five  and  twenty.     0  God,  thy  arm  was  here. 
And  not  to  us,  but  to  thy  arm  alone. 
Ascribe  we  alL — ^When,  without  stratagem. 
But  in  plain  shock,  and  even  play  of  battle. 
Was  ever  known  so  great  and  little  loss. 
On  one  part  and  on  the  other  ? — Take  it,  God, 
For  it  is  only  thine ! 

Exe.  'Tis  wonderful ! 

K.  Hen,  Come,  go  we  in  procession  to  the  village : 
And  be  it  death  proclaimed  through  our  host. 
To  boast  of  this,  or  take  that  praise  from  God, 
Which  is  his  only. 

Flu.  Is  it  not  lawful,  and  please  your  nugesty,  to  tell 
how  many  is  killed  ? 

K.  Hen.  Yes,  captain ;   but  with  this  acknowledg- 
ment. 
That  God  fought  for  us. 

Flu.  Yes,  my  conscience,  he  did  us  great  goot. 

K.  Hen.  Do  we  all  holy  rites ; 
Let  there  be  sung  Non  nobis^  and  Te  Deum. 
The  dead  with  charity  enclosed  in  clay, 
WeHl  then  to  Calais ;  and  to  England  then ; 
Where  ne'er  from  France  arriv'd  more  happy  men. 

[Exi 

VOL.  V.  Q 
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ACT  V. 

Evvter  Chorus. 

Chor,  Vouchsafe  to  those  that  have  not   read   the 
story, 
That  I  may  prompt  them :  and  of  such  as  have, 
I  himibly  pray  them  to  admit  the  excuse 
Of  time,  of  numbers,  and  due  course  of  things, 
Which  cannot  in  their  huge  and  proper  life 
Be  here  presented.     Now  we  bear  the  king 
Toward  Calais :  grant  him  there  ;  there  seen, 
Heave  him  away  upon  your  winged  thoughts, 
Athwart  the  sea :  Behold,  the  English  beach 
Pales  in  the  flood  with  men,  with  wives,  and  boys. 
Whose  shouts  and  claps  out-voice  the  deep-mouth'd  sea, 
Which,  like  a  mighty  whifiler '  'fore  the  king. 
Seems  to  prepare  his  way :  so  let  him  land ; 
And,  solemnly,  see  him  set  on  to  London. 
So  swift  a  pace  hath  thought,  that  even  now 
You  may  imagine  him  upon  Blackheath : 
Where  that  his  lords  desire  him,  to  have  borne  • 
His  bruised  helmet,  and  his  bended  sword. 
Before  him,  through  the  city :  he  forbids  it, 
Being  free  from  vainness  and  self-glorious  pride ; 
Giving  full  trophy  *,  signal,  and  ostent, 

7  a  mighiy  whiffler  — ]  An  oflBcer  who  walks  first  in  pro- 
cessions, or  before  persons  in  high  stations,  on  occasions  of  cere- 
mony. The  name  is  still  retained  in  London,  and  there  is  an 
officer  so  called  that  walks  before  their  companies  at  times  of 
publick  solemnity.  It  seems  a  corruption  from  the  French  word 
huitsier, 

^ to  have  borne,  &c]     The  construction  is,  to  have  Ym 

bruised  helmet,  &c.  borne  before  him  through  the  city :  i.  e.  to 
order  it  to  be  borne. 

'  Gknng  full  trophy^  Transferring  all  the  honours  of  conquest, 
all  trophies,  tokens,  and  shows,  from  himself  to  God. 
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Quite  from  himself  to  G-od     But  now  behold, 

In  the  quick  forge  and  workinghouse  of  thought, 

How  London  doth  pour  out  her  citizens ! 

The  mayor,  and  all  his  brethren,  in  best  sort, — 

Like  to  the  senators  of  the  antique  Rome, 

With  the  plebeians  swarming  at  their  heels^ — 

Go  forth,  and  fetch  their  conquering  Caesar  in : 

As,  by  a  lower  but  by  loving  likelihood ', 

Were  now  the  general  of  our  gracious  empress ' 

(As,  in  good  time,  he  may,)  from  Ireland  coming, 

Bringing  rebellion  broached  •  on  his  sword, 

How  many  would  the  peaceful  city  quit. 

To  welcome  him !  much  more,  and  much  more  cause. 

Did  they  this  Harry.     Now  in  London  place  him ; 

(As  yet  the  lamentation  of  the  French 

Invites  the  king  of  England's  stay  at  home : 

The  emperor's  coming  in  behalf  of  France, 

To  order  peace  between  them ;)  and  omit 

All  the  occurrences,  whatever  chanc'd. 

Till  Harry's  back-return  again  to  France ; 

There  must  we  bring  him ;  and  myself  have  play'd 

The  interim,  by  remembering  you — 'tis  past. 

Then  brook  abridgement ;  and  your  eyes  advance 

After  your  thoughts,  straight  back  again  to  France. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  I. 

France.    An  English  Court  of  Ouard. 

Enter  Fluellbn  and  Gowee. 

Oow,  Nay,  that's  right ;  but  why  wear  you  your  leel 
to-day  ?  Saint  Davy's  day  is  past. 

^  UkeUhood^     Likelihood  for  similitude.     Warburtoh. 

*  the  general  of  our  gradout  empress  — ]    The  earl  of  Esses 

tn  the  reign  of  queen  Elizabeth. 

'  Bringing  rebellion  broached  — ]     Spitted,  transfixed. 
Q2 
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FIaa.  There  is  occasions  and  causes  why  and  where- 
fore in  all  things :  I  will  tell  jou,  as  my  friend,  captain 
Gtower;  The  rascally,  scald,  beggarly,  lowsy,  pragging 
knave,  Pistol, — ^which  you  and  yourself,  and  all  the 
'orld,  know  to  be  no  potter  than  a  fellow,  look  you  now, 
of  no  merits, — he  is  come  to  me,  and  brings  me  pread 
and  salt  yesterday,  look  you,  and  bid  me  eat  my  leek : 
it  was  in  a  place  where  I  could  not  breed  no  contentions 
with  him ;  but  I  will  be  so  pold  as  to  wear  it  in  my  cap 
till  I  see  him  once  again,  and  then  I  will  tell  him  a 
little  piece  of  my  desires. 

Enter  Pistol. 

Oow,  Why,  here  he  comes,  swelling  like  a  turkey-cock. 

FUa.  Tis  no  matter  for  his  swellings,  nor  his  turkey- 
cocks. — Gt)t  bless  you,  ancient  Pistol !  you  scurvy,  lowsy 
knave.  Got  bless  you ! 

PxsL  Ha!  art  thou  Bedlam?  dost  thou  thirst,  base 
Trojan, 
To  have  me  fold  up  Parca's  fatal  web  *  ? 
Hence !  I  am  qualmish  at  the  smell  of  leek. 

Fhi.  I  peseech  you  heartily,  scurvy,  lowsy  knave,  at 
my  desires,  and  my  requests,  and  my  petitions,  to  eat, 
look  you,  this  leek ;  because,  look  you,  you  do  not  love 
it,  nor  your  affections,  and  your  appetites,  and  your  di- 
gestions, does  not  agree  with  it,  I  would  desire  you  to 
eat  it. 

PisL  Not  for  Cadwallader,  and  all  his  goats. 

Flvu  There  is  one  goat  for  you.  [Strikes  him. 

Will  you  be  so  goot,  scald  knave,  as  eat  it  ? 

Pist.  Base  Trojan,  thou  shalt  die. 

FhL  You  say  very  true,  scald  knave,  when  Got's  will 
is :  I  will  desire  you  to  live  in  the  mean  time,  and  eat 
your  victuals;  come,  there  is  sauce  for  it  [Striking 
him  again,]   You  called  me  yesterday,  mountain-squire  ; 

*  T\>  have  me  fold  up,  &c,]  Dost  thou  desire  to  have  me  put 
thee  to  death  ? 
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but  I  will  make  you  to-day  a  squire  of  low  degree.  I 
pray  you,  fidl  to ;  if  you  can  mock  a  leek,  you  can  eat  a 
leek. 

Oow.  Enough,  captain ;  you  have  astonished  him  *. 

FhL  I  say,  I  will  make  him  eat  some  part  of  my  leek, 
or  I  will  peat  his  pate  four  days : — Pite,  I  pray  you ; 
it  is  goot  for  your  green  wound,  and  your  ploody  cox- 
comb. 

PisL  Must  I  bite? 

Flu,  Yes,  certainly ;  and  out  of  doubt,  and  out  of 
questions  too,  and  ambiguitiea 

Fist.  By  this  leek,  I  will  most  horribly  revenge ;  I  eat, 
and  eke  I  swear. — 

Flu.  Eat,  I  pray  you:  Will  you  have  some  more 
sauce  to  your  leek  ?  there  is  not  enough  leek  to  swear  by. 

Fist.  Quiet  thy  cudgel ;  thou  dost  see,  I  eat. 

FJal  Much  goot  do  you,  scald  knave,  heartily.  Nay, 
pray  you,  throw  none  away ;  the  skin  is  goot  for  your 
proken  coxcomb.  When  you  take  occasions  to  see  leeks 
hereafter,  I  pray  you,  mock  at  them  ;  that  is  all. 

Fist  Good. 

FhL  Ay,  leeks  is  goot : — Hold  you,  there  is  a  groat 
to  heal  your  pate. 

Fist.  Me  a  groat ! 

Flu.  Yes,  verily,  and  in  truth,  you  shall  take  it ;  or  I 
have  another  leek  in  my  pocket,  which  you  shall  eat 

Fist.  I  take  thy  groat,  in  earnest  of  revenge. 

FIal  If  I  owe  you  any  thing,  I  will  pay  you  in  cud- 
gels ;  you  shall  be  a  woodmonger,  and  buy  nothing  of 
me  but  cudgels.  God  be  wi'  you,  and  keep  you,  and 
heal  your  pate.  [Exit 

Fist.  All  hell  shall  stir  for  this. 

0(yw.  Go,  go ;  you  are  a  counterfeit  cowardly  knave. 
Will  you  mock  at  an  ancient  tradition, — begun  upon 
an  honourable  respect,  and  worn  as  a  memorable  trophy 


«  ._^  astonished  him.']     That  is,  you  have  stunned  him  with  the 
blow. 
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of  pre-deceased  valour, — and  dare  not  avouch  in  your 
deeds  any  of  your  words  ?  I  have  seen  you  gleeking  *  and 
galling  at  this  gentleman  twice  or  thrice.  You  thought, 
because  he  could  not  speak  English  in  the  native  garb,  he 
could  not  therefore  handle  an  English  cudgel :  you  find 
it  otherwise;  and,  henceforth,  let  a  Welsh  correction 
teach  you  a  good  English  condition '.     Fare  ye  well 

[Eant 
PisL  Doth  fortune  play  the  huswife*  with  me  now ? 
News  have  I,  that  my  Nell  is  dead  i'the  spital 
Of  malady  of  France ; 
And  there  my  rendezvous  is  quite  cut  off 
Old  I  do  wax ;  and  from  my  weary  limbs 
Honour  is  cudgell'd.    Well,  bawd  will  I  turn. 
And  something  lean  to  cutpurse  of  quick  hand. 
To  England  will  I  steal,  and  there  I'll  steal : 
And  patches  will  I  get  imto  these  scars, 
And  swear,  I  got  them  in  the  Gallia  wars.  [Esdt*, 

SCENE  II. 

Troyes  in  Champagne.     An  Apartment  in  the  French 
King's  Palace, 

EnteVy  at  one  door,  King  Hbnbt,  Bbdpord,  Gloster, 
ExETEE,  Wabwick,  Westmorblaio),  a/nd  other  Lords ; 
at  another,  the  French  King,  Queen  Isabel,  the 
Princess  Kathabine,  Lords,  Ladies,  cfec.  the  Duke  of 
BuBGUNDY,  aTid  his  Train, 

K,  Hen,  Peace  to  this  meeting,  wherefore  we  are  met ! 
Unto  our  brother  France, — and  to  our  sister, 

'  —  gleeking  — ]  i.  e.  scoffing,  sneering.  Gleek  was  a  game  at 
cards. 

^ EnglUh  condition.]    Condition  is  temper,  disposition  of 

mind. 

^  Dolh  fortune  plaif  the  huswife  — ]  That  is,  the^iil^.  Hutwife  b 
here  used  in  an  ill  sense. 

'  The  comick  scenes  of  The  History  of  Henry  the  Fourth  and 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ScbnbII  KIKG  henry  V.         '  281 

Health  and  &ir  time  of  day :— joy  and  good  wishes 

To  our  most  £air  and  princely  <K>iisin  Katharine ; 

And  (as  a  branch  and  member  of  this  royalty, 

By  whom  this  great  assembly  is  contriv'd,) 

We  do  salute  you,  duke  of  Biurgundy ; — 

And,  princes  French,  and  peers,  health  to  you  all ! 

Fr,  King.  Right  joyous  are  we  to  behold  your  &ce. 
Most  worthy  brother  England ;  &irly  met : — 
So  are  you,  princes  English,  every  one. 

Q,  Isa,  So  happy  be  the  issue,  brother  England, 
Of  this  good  day,  and  of  this  gracious  meeting, 
As  we  are  now  glad  to  behold  your  eyes  : 
Your  eyes,  which  hitherto  have  borne  in  them 
Against  the  French,  that  met  them  in  their  bent. 
The  fatal  balls  of  murdering  basilisks : 
The  venom  of  such  looks,  we  fairly  hope, 
Have  lost  their  quality ;  and  that  this  day 
Shall  change  all  grie&,  and  quarrels,  into  love. 

K,  Hen.  To  cry  amen  to  that,  thus  we  appear. 

Q.  Im.  You  English  princes  all,  I  do  salute  you. 

Bur.  My  duty  to  you  both,  on  equal  love, 
(xreat  kings  of  France  and  England !     That  I  have 

laboured 
With  all  my  wits,  my  pains,  and  strong  endeavours, 
To  bring  your  most  imperial  majesties 
Unto  this  bar  *  and  royal  interview. 
Your  mightiness  on  both  parts  best  can  witness. 
Since  then  my  office  hath  so  fSw  prevailed. 
That  fece  to  fece,  and  royal  eye  to  eye. 
You  have  congreeted  ;  let  it  not  disgrace  me, 
K I  demand,  before  this  royal  view. 

Fifth  are  now  at  an  end,  and  all  the  comick  personages  are  now 
dismissed.  Falstaff  and  Mrs.  Quickly  are  dead  ;  Nym  and  Bardolph 
are  hanged ;  Gadshill  was  lost  immediately  after  the  robbery  ; 
Poins  and  Peto  have  vanished  since,  one  knows  not  how ;  and 
Pitftol  is  now  beaten  into  obscurity.  I  believe  every  reader  regrets 
their  departure.    Johnson. 

^  Unto  this  bar  — ]     To  this  barrier ;  to  this  place  of  congress. 
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What  rub,  or  what  impediment,  there  is, 
Why  that  the  naked,  poor,  and  mangled  peace. 
Dear  nurse  of  arts,  plenties,  and  joyful  births, 
Should  not,  in  this  best  garden  of  the  world, 
Our  fertile  France,  put  up  her  lovely  visage  ? 
Alas !  she  hath  from  France  too  long  been  chas'd  ; 
And  all  her  husbandly  doth  lie  on  heaps. 
Corrupting  in  its  own  fertility. 
Her  vine,  the  merry  cheerer  of  the  heart, 
Unpruned  dies :  her  hedges  even-pleached, — 
like  prisoners  wildly  over-grown  with  hair, — 
Put  forth  disordered  twigs :  her  fidlow  leas. 
The  darnel,  hemlock,  and  rank  fumitory. 
Doth  root  upon ;  while  that  the  coulter  rusts, 
That  should  deracinate '  such  savagery  : 
The  even  mead,  that  erst  brought  sweetly  forth 
The  freckled  cowslip,  bumet,  and  green  clover. 
Wanting  the  scythe,  all  uncorrected,  rank. 
Conceives  by  idleness ;  and  nothing  teems, 
But  hateful  docks,  rough  thistles,  kecksies,  burs. 
Losing  both  beauty  and  utility. 
And  as  our  vineyards,  fidlows,  meads,  and  hedges, 
Defective  in  their  natures,  grow  to  wildness ; 
Even  so  our  houses,  and  ourselves,  and  children, 
Have  lost,  or  do  not  learn,  for  want  of  time, 
The  sciences  that  should  become  our  country ; 
But  grow,  like  savages, — as  soldiers  will, 
That  nothing  do  but  meditate  on  blood, — 
To  swearing,  and  stem  looks,  diffused  attire', 
And  every  thing  that  seems  imnatural. 
Which  to  reduce  into  our  former  fitvour*. 
You  are  assembled :  and  my  speech  entreats, 
That  I  may  know  the  let,  why  gentle  peace 

*  deracinate  — ]      To    deracinate  U  to  force  up    by    the 

roots. 

'  diSiis'd  attire,]    Diffused  for  extravagant    The  iniliUiy 

habit  of  thote  times  was  extremely  so. 

*  former  fevour,]     Former  appearance. 
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Should  not  expel  these  inconveniencies, 
And  bless  us  with  her  former  qualities. 

K,  Hen.  If,  duke  of  Burgundy,  you  would  the  peace, 
Whose  want  gives  growth  to  the  imperfections 
Which  you  have  cited,  you  must  buy  that  peace 
With  fiill  accord  to  all  our  just  demands ; 
Whose  tenours  and  particular  effects 
You  have,  enschedul'd  briefly,  in  your  hands. 

Bur.  The  king  hath  heard  them ;  to  the  which,  as  yet, 
There  is  no  answer  mada 

K.  Hen.  Well  then,  the  peace, 

Which  you  before  so  urg'd,  lies  in  his  answer. 

Fr.  King.  I  have  but  with  a  cursorary  eye 
0*er-glanc'd  the  articles :  pleaseth  your  grace 
To  appoint  some  of  your  council  presently 
To  sit  with  us  once  more,  with  better  heed 
To  re -survey  them,  we  will,  suddenly. 
Pass  our  accept,  and  peremptory  answer*. 

K.  Hen.  Brother,  we  shall. — Oo,  uncle  Exeter, — 
And  brother  Clarence, — and  you,  brother  Gloster, — 
Warwick, — and  Huntington, — go  with  the  king : 
And  take  with  you  free  power,  to  ratify. 
Augment,  or  alter,  as  your  wisdoms  best 
Shall  see  advantageable  for  our  dignity, 
Any  thing  in,  or  out  of,  our  demands ; 
And  well  consign  thereto. — ^Will  you,  fair  sister. 
Go  with  the  princes,  or  stay  here  with  us  ? 

Q.  Isa.  Our  gracious  brother,  I  will  go  with  them  ; 
Ebiply,  a  woman's  voice  may  do  some  good. 
When  articles,  too  nicely  urg'd,  be  stood  on. 

K.  Hen,    Yet    leave    our    cousin    Katharine    here 
with  us; 


we  will,  suddenfy. 


Pau  our  accept,  and  peremptory  answer.]  i.  c.  we  will  pass 
our  acceptance  of  what  we  approve,  and  we  will  pass  a  peremptory 
answer  to  the  rest*  Politeness  might  forbid  his  saying,  we  will 
past  a  denial,  but  his  own  dignity  required  more  time  for 
deliberation. 
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She  is  our  capital  demand,  compris'd 
Within  the  fore  rank  of  our  articles. 

Q.  IwL  She  hath  good  leave. 

[ExeufU  all  but  Hbnbt,  Eathabihb, 
and  her  GfenilewamaAL 

K.  Hen.  Fair  Katharine,  and  most  fsur ! 

Will  you  vouchsafe  to  teach  a  soldier  terms, 
Such  as  will  enter  at  a  lady's  ear, 
And  plead  his  love-suit  to  her  gentle  heart  ? 

Kath.  Your  majesty  shall  mock  at  me;  I  cannot 
speak  your  England. 

K.  Hen,  0  fidr  Katharine,  if  you  will  love  me 
soundly  with  your  French  heart,  I  will  be  glad  to  hear 
you  confess  it  brokenly  with  your  English  tongue.  Do 
you  like  me,  Kate  ? 

Kath.  Pardormez  moy^  I  cannot  tell  vat  is — like  me. 

K,  Hen,  An  angel  is  like  you,  Kate ;  and  you  are 
like  an  angel. 

Kath.  Que  dit-U  t  queje  suie  semblable  ct  lee  anges  f 

Alice.  Ouy,  vrayment,  {eauf  vostre  grace)  ainei  dU-il, 

K.  Hen,  I  said  so,  dear  Katharine ;  and  I  must  not 
blush  to  affirm  it 

KatL  0  bon  Dieu!  lee  lofigvss  dee  hommes  soni 
pleines  dee  tromperiee, 

K,  Hen.  What  says  she,  fistir  one  ?  that  the  tongues 
of  men  are  full  of  deceits  ? 

Alice.  Ouy ;  dat  de  tongues  of  de  mans  b  be  full  of 
deceits :  dat  is  de  princess. 

K,  Heii.  The  princess  is  the  better  English-woman, 
rfeith,  Kate,  my  wooing  is  fit  for  thy  understanding : 
I  am  glad,  thou  canst  speak  no  better  English ;  for, 
if  thou  couldst,  thou  would'st  find  me  such  a  plain 
king  •,  that  thou  would'st  think,  1  had  sold  my  fium  to 


«  — —  n(c4  a  plain  kmg^  I  know  not  why  Shakspeare  now  gi^M 
the  king  nearly  such  a  character  as  he  made  him  formerly  ridicale 
in  Percy.  This  military  grossness  and  unsklUulness  in  all  the  softer 
arts  does  not  suit  very  well  with  the  gaieties  of  his  youth,  with  the 
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buy  my  ctowil  I  know  no  ways  to  mince  it  in  love, 
but  directly  to  say — I  love  you :  then,  if  you  urge  me 
further  than  to  say — ^Do  you  in  fetith  ?  I  wear  out  my 
suit  GKve  me  your  answer ;  i'&ith,  do ;  and  so  clap 
hands  and  a  bargain :  How  say  you,  lady  ? 

EatL  Sau/vostre  hormevr,  me  understand  well. 

K,  Hen,  Marry,  if  you  would  put  me  to  verses,  or  to 
dance  for  your  sake,  Eate,  why  you  undid  me :  for  the 
one,  I  have  neither  words  nor  measure ;  and  for  the 
other,  I  have  no  strength  in  measure  ^  yet  a  reasonable 
measure  in  strengtL  If  I  could  win  a  lady  at  leap-frog, 
or  by  vaulting  into  my  saddle  with  my  armour  on  my 
back,  under  the  correction  of  bragging  be  it  spoken,  I 
should  quickly  leap  into  a  wife.  Or,  if  I  might  buffet  for 
my  love,  or  boimd  my  horse  for  her  fetvours,  I  could  lay 
on  like  a  butcher,  and  sit  like  a  jack-an-apes,  never  off: 
but,  before  God,  I  cannot  look  greenly  *,  nor  gasp  out 
my  eloquence,  nor  I  have  no  cxmning  in  protestation  ; 
only  downright  oaths,  which  I  never  use  till  urged,  nor 
never  break  for  urging.  If  thou  canst  love  a  fellow  of 
this  temper,  Kate,  whose  &ce  is  not  worth  sun-burning, 
that  never  looks  in  his  glass  for  love  of  any  thing  he 
sees  there,  let  thine  eye  be  thy  cook.  I  speak  to  thee 
plain  soldier:  If  thou  canst  love  me  for  this,  take 
me :  if  not,  to  say  to  thee — that  I  shall  die,  is  true : 
but — ^for  thy  love,  by  the  Lord,  no ;  yet  I  love  thee  too. 
And  while  thou  Uvest,  dear  Kate,  take  a  fellow  of  plain 


general  knowledge  ascribed  to  him  at  his  accession,  or  with  the 
contemptuous  message  sent  him  by  the  Dauphin,  who  represents 
him  as  fitter  for  a  ball-room  than  the  field,  and  tells  him  that  he  is 
not  to  revel  into  duckies,  or  win  provinces  ivith  a  nimble  galBard,  The 
truth  is,  that  the  poet's  matter  failed  him  in  the  fifth  Act,  and  he 
was  glad  to  fill  it  up  with  whatever  he  could  get ;  and  not  even 
Shakspeare  can  write  well  without  a  proper  subject.  It  is  a  vain 
endeavour  for  the  most  skilfiil  hand  to  cultivate  barrenness,  or  to 
paint  upon  vacuity.    Johnson. 

' no  strength  in  measure,]  i.  e.  in  dancing. 

• loolc  greenly,]  i.  e.  like  a  young  lover,  aukwardly. 
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and  uncoined  constancy*;  for  he  perforce  must  do  thee 
right,  because  he  hath  not  the  gift  to  woo  in  other  places : 
for  these  fellows  of  infinite  tongue,  that  can  rhyme 
themselves  into  ladies'  fitvours, — they  do  always  reason 
themselyes  out  again.  What !  a  speaJ^er  is  but  a  prater ; 
a  rhyme  is  but  aballad.  A  good  leg  will  fitU ;  a  straight 
back  will  stoop ;  ablack  beard  Mrill  turn  white  ;  acurled 
pate  will  grow  bald ;  a  Mr  fEtce  will  wither ;  a  full  eye 
wiU  wax  hollow;  but  a  good  heart,  Kate,  is  the  sim 
and  moon ;  or,  rather  the  sim,  and  not  the  moon  ;  for 
it  shines  bright,  and  never  changes,  but  keeps  his  course 
truly.  If  thou  would  have  such  a  one,  take  me :  And 
take  me,  take  a  soldier ;  take  a  soldier,  take  a  king : 
And  what  sayest  thou  then  to  my  love  ?  speak,  my  fair, 
and  fjEiirly,  I  pray  thee. 

Kctth.  Is  it  possible  dat  I  should  love  de  enemy  of 
France? 

K.  Hen.  No ;  it  is  not  possible,  you  should  love  the 
enemy  of  Prance,  Kate :  but,  in  loving  me,  you  should 
bve  the  friend  of  France ;  for  I  love  France  so  well, 
that  I  will  not  part  with  a  village  of  it ;  I  will  have  it 
all  mine :  and,  Kate,  when  France  is  mine,  and  I  am 
yours,  then  yours  is  France,  and  you  are  mine. 

Kath.  I  cannot  teU  vat  is  dat. 

KHen,  No,  Kate?  I  will  tell  thee  in  French; 
which,  I  am  sure,  will  hang  upon  my  tongue  like  a 
new-married  wife  about  her  husband's  neck,  hardly  to 
be  shook  off  Quand  fay  la  possession  de  France,  et 
quand  vove  avez  le  possession  de  moi,  (let  me  see,  what 
then  ?  Saint  Dennis  be  my  speed  !) — done  vostre  est 
France,  et  vovs  estes  mienne.  It  is  as  easy  for  me,  I£ate, 
to  conquer  the  kingdom,  as  to  speak  so  much  more 
French :  I  shall  never  move  thee  in  French,  unless  it 
be  to  laugh  at  me. 


9  fake  a  fellow  of  plain  and  uncoined  constancy ;]     Uncoined 

constancy  signifies  real  and  true  constancy,  unrefined  and  unadorned. 

Johnson. 
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Eath.  Sauf  vostre  honrieiir^le  Franf 018  qm  vans  parlez, 
est  meiUeur  que  VAnghis  lequdje  parte. 

K,  Hen.  No,  'jGsdth,  is't  not,  Kate :  but  thy  speaking 
of  my  tongue,  and  I  thine,  moat  truly  fidsely,  must 
needs  be  granted  to  be  much  at  one.  But,  Kate,  dost 
thou  understand  thus  much  English  ?  Canst  thou  love 
me? 

Kccth,  I  cannot  telL 

K.  Hen.  Can  any  of  your  neighbours  tell,  Kate  ?  Ill 
ask  them.  Come,  I  know  thou  lovest  me :  and  at  night 
when  you  come  into  your  closet,  you'll  question  this 
gentlewoman  about  me ;  and  I  know,  Kate,  you  will, 
to  her,  dispraise  those  parts  in  me,  that  you  love  with 
your  heart :  but,  good  Kate,  mock  me  mercifully ;  the 
rather,  gentle  princess,  because  I  love  thee  cruelly.  If 
ever  thou  be'st  mine,  Kate,  (as  I  have  a  saving  foith 
within  me,  tells  me, — ^thou  shalt,)  I  get  thee  with  scam- 
bling,  and  thou  must  therefore  needs  prove  a  good 
soldier-breeder:  Shall  not  thou  and  I,  between  saint 
Dennis  and  saint  Greorge,  compound  a  boy,  half  French, 
half  English,  that  shall  go  to  Constantinople,  and  take 
the  Turk  by  the  beard  ?  shall  we  not  ?  what  sayest  thou, 
my  feiir  flower-de-luce  ? 

Kaik.  I  do  not  know  dat. 

K.  Hen.  No ;  'tis  hereafter  to  know,  but  now  to  pro- 
mise: do  but  now  promise,  Kate,  you  will  endeavour 
for  your  French  part  of  such  a  boy ;  and,  for  my  English 
moiety,  take  the  word  of  a  king  and  a  bachelor.  How 
answer  you,  la  plus  belle  Katharine  du  mondey  mon 
tree  chere  et  divine  deesse  f 

Kath.  Your  majesty  'ave  fauase  French  enough  to 
deceive  de  most  mge  damoiseUe  dat  is  en  Framce. 

K.  Hen,  Now,  fye  upon  my  fisdse  French !  By  mine 
honour,  in  true  English,  I  love  thee,  Kate :  by  which 
honour  I  dare  not  swear,  thou  lovest  me ;  yet  my  blood 
begins  to  flatter  me  that  thou  dost,  notwithstanding  the 
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poor  and  untempering  effect*  of  my  visage.  Now 
beshrew  my  father's  ambition !  he  was  thinking  of  civil 
wars  when  he  got  me ;  therefore  was  I  created  with  a 
stubborn  outside,  with  an  asp^t  of  iron,  that,  when  I 
come  to  woo  ladies,  I  fright  them.  But,  in  fSaith,  Kate, 
the  elder  I  wax,  the  better  I  shall  appear :  my  comfort 
is,  that  old  age,  that  ill-layer-up  of  beauty,  can  do  no 
more  spoil  upon  my  £etce :  thou  hast  me,  if  thou  hast 
me,  at  the  worst ;  and  thou  shalt  wear  me,  if  thou  wear 
me,  better  and  better ;  And,  therefore,  tell  me,  most  fimr 
Katharine,  will  you  have  me?  Put  off  your  maiden 
blushes :  avouch  the  thoughts  of  your  heart  with  the 
looks  of  an  empress ;  take  me  by  the  hand,  and  say — 
Harry  of  England,  I  am  thine :  which  word  thou  shalt 
no  sooner  bless  mine  ear  withal,  but  I  wiU  tell  thee 
aloud — England  is  thine,  Ireland  is  thine,  France  is 
thine,  and  Henry  Plantagenet  is  thine ;  who,  though  I 
speak  it  before  his  fiu5e,  if  he  be  not  fellow  with  the 
best  king,  thou  shalt  find  the  best  king  of  good  fellows. 
Come,  your  answer  in  broken  musick ;  for  thy  voice  is 
musick,  and  thy  English  broken :  therefore,  queen  of 
all,  Katharine,  break  thy  mind  to  me  in  broken  English, 
Wilt  thou  have  me  ? 

Kath.  Dat  is,  as  it  shall  please  de  roy  mon  pere. 

K,  Hen,  Nay,  it  will  please  him  weU,  Kate ;  it  shall 
please  him,  Kate. 

Kaih.  Den  it  shall  also  content  me. 

K,  Hen.  Upon  that  I  will  loss  your  hand,  and  I  call 
you — ^my  queen. 

KatL  Laissez,  mon  seigneur,  laiasez,  Imseez :  ma  foy, 
je  ne  veux  point  que  vous  ahbaissez  vostre  grandeur,  en 
baisant  la  main  d'une  vostre  indigne  serviteure ;  excuses 
mx>y,  je  vous  supplie,  mon  tres  puissant  seigneur. 

*  untempering  effect  — ]     The  sense  is,  that  you  love  me 

notwithstanding  my  (ace  has  no  power  to  temper,  i.  e.  soften  you 
to  my  purpose. 
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K,  Hen,  Then  I  will  kiss  your  lips,  Kate. 

Eath.  Les  damesy  et  damoiselles,  powr  esbre  haiaSea 
devant  lewr  nopces,  U  n'estpas  le  coiUome  de  France, 

K,  Hen,  Madam  my  interpreter,  what  says  she  ? 

Alice.  Dat  it  is  not  be  de  feshion  pour  lee  ladies  of 
Prance, — I  cannot  tell  what  is,  baiser,  en  English. 

K,  Hen,  To  kiss. 

Alice,  Your  majesty  entendre  bettre  qm  may. 

K,  Hen,  It  is  not  the  fashion  for  the  maids  in  France 
to  kiss  before  they  are  married,  would  she  say  ? 

Alice.  Owy,  vrayment. 

K.  Hen,  0,  Kate,  nice  customs  curt'sy  to  great 
kinga  Dear  Eate,  you  and  I  cannot  be  confined 
within  the  weak  list'  of  a  country's  fashion:  we  are 
the  makers  of  manners,  E^ate ;  and  the  liberty  that  fol- 
lows our  places,  stops  the  mouths  of  all  find-faults; 
as  I  will  do  yours,  for  upholding  the  nice  fashion  of 
your  country,  in  denying  me  a  kiss:  therefore  pa- 
tiently, and  yielding.  [Kissing  her,]  You  have  witch- 
craft in  your  lips,  Kate :  there  is  more  eloquence  in  a 
sugar  touch  of  them,  than  in  the  tongues  of  the  French 
council;  and  they  should  sooner  persuade  Harry  of 
England,  than  a  general  petition  of  monarchs.  Here 
comes  your  father. 

Enter  the  French  King  and  Queen,  Buroundt,  Bed- 
ford, GlostbBj  Exbtbb,  Westmoreland,  and  other 
French  and  English  Lords. 

Bur,  God  save  your  majesty !  my  royal  cousin,  teach 
you  our  princess  English  ? 

K,  Hen,  I  would  have  her  learn,  my  fair  cousin,  how 
perfectly  I  love  her ;  and  that  is  good  English. 

Bur,  Is  she  not  apt  ? 

K.  Hen,  Our  tongue  is  rough,  coz ;  and  my  condi- 
tion is  not  smooth  * :  so  that,  having  neither  the  voice, 

'  weak  list  — ]  i.  e.  slight  barrier. 

'  my  condition  is  not  smooth  :]     Condition  is  temper. 
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nor  the  heart  of  flattery  about  me,  I  cannot  so  conjure 
up  the  spirit  of  love  in  her,  that  he  will  appear  in  his 
true  likeness. 

Bwr.  Pardon  the  frankness  of  my  mirth  *,  if  I  answer 
you  for  thai  If  you  would  conjure  in  her  you  must 
make  a  circle :  if  conjure  up  love  in  her  in  his  true  like- 
ness, he  must  appear  naked,  and  blind :  Can  you  blame 
her  then,  being  a  maid  yet  rosed  over  with  the  virgin 
crimson  of  modesty,  if  she  deny  the  appearance  of  a 
naked  blind  boy  in  her  naked  seeing  self?  It  were,  my 
lord,  a  hard  condition  for  a  maid  to  consign  ta 

K.  Hen,  Yet  they  do  wink,  and  yield ;  as  love  is 
blind,  and  enforces. 

Bvr.  They  are  then  excused,  my  lord,  when  they  see 
not  what  they  do. 

K.  Hen.  Tlien,  good  my  lord,  teach  your  cousin  to 
consent  to  winking. 

Btir.  I  win  wink  on  her  to  consent,  my  lord,  if  you 
will  teach  her  to  know  my  meaning:  for  maids  well 
siunmered  and  warm  kept,  are  like  flies  at  Bartholomew* 
tide,  blind,  though  they  have  their  eyes  ;  and  then  they 
will  endure  handling,  which  before  would  not  abide 
looking  on. 

K.  Hen.  This  moral  *  ties  me  over  to  time,  and  a  hot 
summer ;  and  so  I  will  catch  the  fly,  your  cousin,  in  the 
latter  end,  and  she  must  be  blind  too. 

Bur.  As  love  is,  my  lord,  before  it  loves. 

K.  Hen.  It  is  so ;  and  you  may,  some  of  you,  thank 
love  for  my  blindness;  who  cannot  see  many  a  fedr 
French  city,  for  one  fair  French  maid  that  stands  in 
my  way. 

Fr.  King.  Yes,  my  lord,  you  see  them  perspectively, 

^  Pardon  the  fimJcneu  of  my  mrUi^  We  bave  here  bot  a 
mean  dialogue  for  princes ;  the  merriment  is  very  gross,  and  the 
sentiments  are  very  worfhiess.    Johnson. 

Thu  moral  — ]  That  is,  the  application  of  this  fable.  The 
mora  being  the  application  of  a  fable,  our  author  calls  any 
application  a  moral. 
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the  cities  turned  into  a  maid ;  for  they  are  all  girdled 
with  maiden  walls,  that  war  hath  never  entered. 
K.  Hen,  Shall  Kate  be  my  wife  ? 
Fr.  King.  So  please  yon. 

K,  Hen.  I  am  content ;  so  the  maiden  cities  you  talk 
of,  may  wait  on  her :  so  the  maid,  that  stood  in  the  way 
of -f  my  wish,  shall  show  me  the  way  to  my  will. 
Fr.  King,  We  have  consented  to  all  terms  of  reason. 
K.  Hen.  Is't  so,  my  lords  of  England? 
West  The  king  hath  granted  every  article : 
His  daughter,  first ;  and  then,  in  sequel,  all, 
According  to  their  firm  proposed  natures. 

Exe.  Only,  he  hath  not  yet  subscribed  this : — ^Where 
your  majesty  demands, — ^That  the  king  of  France, 
having  any  occasion  to  write,  for  matter  of  grant,  shall 
name  your  highness  in  this  form,  and  with  this  addi- 
tion, in  French, — Notre  tree  cherfilz  Henry  roy  d' Angle- 
ierrey  heretier  de  France;  and  thus  in  Latin, — Free- 
darissimus  JUiua  noster  Henricus,  rex  AnglicBy  et  hceres 
Francice. 

Fr.  King.  Nor  this  I  have  not,  brother,  so  denied. 
But  your  request  shall  make  me  let  it  pass. 

K.  Hen.  I  pray  you  then,  in  love  and  dear  alliance, 
Let  that  one  article  rank  with  the  rest : 
And,  thereupon,  give  me  your  daughter, 
Fr.  King.  Take  her,  fair  son ;  and  fit>m  her  blood 
raise  up 
Issue  to  me :  that  the  contending  kingdoms 
Of  France  and  England,  whose  very  shores  look  pale 
With  envy  of  each  other's  happiness, 
May  cease  their  hatred ;  and  this  dear  conjunction 
Pkait  neighbourhood  and  christian-like  accord 
In  their  sweet  bosoms,  that  never  war  advance 
His  bleeding  sword  'twixt  England  and  fair  France. 
AU.  Amen! 

t  Mr.  Steevens,  in  edit.  1798,  15  vols,  reads  "for  my  wish." 
VOL   V.  R 
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K,  Hen,  Now  welcome,  Kate : — and  bear  me  witness 
all. 
That  here  I  kiss  her  as  my  sovereign  queen.    [Flourish 

Q.  Isa,  God,  the  best  maker  of  all  marriages, 
Combine  your  hearts  in  one,  your  realms  in  one ! 
As  man  and  wife,  being  two,  are  one  in  love, 
So  be  there  'twixt  your  kingdoms  such  a  spousal, 
That  never  may  ill  office,  or  fell  jealousy, 
Which  troubles  oft  the  bed  of  blessed  marriage, 
Thrust  in  between  the  paction  of  these  kingdoms. 
To  make  divorce  of  their  incorporate  league ; 
That  English  may  as  French,  R^nch  Englishmen, 
Receive  each  other ! — God  speak  this  Amen ! 

AU.  Amen! 

K,  Hen,  Prepare  we  for  our  marriage : — on   which 

day, 
My  lord  of  Burgundy,  we'll  take  your  oath. 
And  all  the  peers',  for  surety  of  our  leagues. — 
Then  shall  I  swear  to  Kate,  and  yoii  to  me ; 
And  may  our  oaths  well  kept  and  prosperous  be ! 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Chorus. 

Thus  £ar,  with  rough,  and  all  unable  pen, 

Oiur  bending  author*  hath  pursu'd  the  story ; 
In  little  room  confining  mighty  men. 

Mangling  by  starts '  the  full  course  of  their  glory. 
Small  time,  but,  in  that  small,  most  greatly  liv'd 

This  star  of  England :  fortune  made  his  sword ; 
By  which  the  world's  best  garden  *  he  achiev'd. 

And  of  it  left  his  son  imperial  lord. 
Henry  the  sixth,  in  infant  bands  crown'd  king 

Of  France  and  England,  did  this  king  succeed ; 

'  Our  bending  author  ^]     By  bending^  our  author  meant  unequal 
to  the  weight  of  hit  tubject ;  and  bending  beneath  it. 

'  Mangling  by  itartt  ^     By  touching  only  on  select  parts. 
» the  world's  best  garden  — ]  i.  e.  France. 
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Whose  state  so  many  had  the  managing, 

That    they   lost    France,    and    made    his    Engla 
bleed : 
Which  oft  our  stage  hath  shown  ;  and,  for  their  sake, 
In  your  fair  minds  let  this  acceptance  take.  [Ex'i 

*  This  play  has  many  scenes  of  high  digmty,  and  many  of  c 
merriment.  The  character  of  the  king  is  well  supported,  excep 
his  courtship,  where  he  has  neither  the  viTacity  of  Hal,  nor 
grandeur  of  Henry.  The  humour  of  Pistol  is  yery  happily  c 
tinued  :  his  character  has  perhaps  been  the  model  of  all  the  bul 
thai  have  yet  appeared  on  the  English  stage. 

The  lines  given  to  the  Chorus  have  many  admirers ;  but 
truth  is,  that  in  them  a  little  may  be  praised,  and  much  must 
forgiven ;  nor  can  it  be  easily  discovered  why  the  intellige 
given  by  the  Chorus  is  more  necessary  in  thb  play  than  in  mi 
others  where  it  is  omitted.  The  great  defect  of  thb  play  is 
emptiness  and  narrowness  of  the  last  act,  which  a  very  li 
<Uligence  might  have  easily  avoided.    Johnson. 


b2 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Digitized  by 


Google 


KING  HENRY  VI 

PART  I. 
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The  historical  tranaaclioni  coDtained  in  this  play  take  in  the 
compass  of  above  thirty  years.  I  most  obsenre,  howeTor,  that 
our  author  in  the  three  parts  of  Henry  VL  has  not  been  very 
predse  to  the  date  and  disposition  of  his  facts  ;  but  shuffled  them, 
backwards  and  forwards,  out  of  dme.  For  instance,  the  lord 
Talbot  b  killed  at  the  end  of  the  Fourth  Act  of  this  play,  who  in 
reality  did  not  fall  till  the  ISth  of  July,  1453 :  and  The  Second 
Part  of  Henry  VL  opens  with  the  marriage  of  the  king,  which 
was  solemnixed  eight  years  before  Talbot's  death,  in  the  year 
1445.  Again,  in  the  Second  Part,  dame  Eleanor  Cobham  is 
introduced  to  insult  Queen  Margaret  I  though  her  penance  and 
banishment  for  sorcery  happened  three  years  before  that  princess 
came  over  to  England.  I  could  point  out  many  other  trans- 
gressions against  history,  as  far  as  the  order  of  time  is  concerned. 
Indeed,  though  there  are  several  masterstrokes  in  these  three 
plays,  which  incontestably  betray  the  workmanship  of  Shakspeare  ; 
yet  I  am  almost  doubtful,  whether  they  were  entirely  of  his  writing. 
And  unless  they  were  wrote  by  him  very  early,  I  should  rather 
imagine  them  to  have  been  brought  to  him  as  a  director  of  the 
stage ;  and  so  have  received  some  finishing  beauties  at  his  hand. 
An  accurate  observer  will  easily  see,  the  diction  of  them  is  more 
obsolete,  and  the  numbers  mora  mean  and  prosaical,  than  in  the 
generality  of  his  genuine  compositions.    Theobald. 

Like  many  others,  I  was  long  struck  with  the  many  evident 
Shakipearianisms  in  these  plays,  which  appeared  to  me  to  carry 
such  decisive  weight,  that  I  could  scarcely  bring  myself  to  examine 
with  attention  any  of  the  arguments  that  have  been  urged  against 
his  being  the  author  of  them.  But  I  should  have  adverted  to  a 
very  striking  circumstance  which  distinguishes  thb  JSrst  part  from 
the  other  parts  of  King  Henry  VL  This  cuxumstance  is,  that  none 
of  these  Shakspearian  passages  are  to  be  found  here,  though  several 
are  scattered  through  the  two  other  parts.  I  am  therefore  dedsiyely 
of  opinion  that  this  play  was  not  written  by  Shakspeare.  I  would  here 
request  the  reader  to  attend  particularly  to  the  versification  of 
this  piece,  (of  which  almost  every  line  has  a  pause  at  the  end,) 
which  is  so  different  from  that  of  Shakspeare's  undoubted  plays, 
and  of  the  greater  part  of  the  two  succeeding  pieces,  as  altered  by 
him,  and  so  exactly  corresponds  with  that  of  the  tragedies  ^litten 
by  others  before  and  about  the  time  of  his  first  commencing  author, 
that  this  alone  might  decide  the  question,  without  taking  into  the 
account  the  numerous  classical  allusions  which  are  found  in  this 
first  part. 

With  respect  to  the  second  and  third  parts  of  King  Henry  VL 
or,  as  they  were  originally  called,  The  Contention  of  the  7\m> 
famous    Houses    of    Yorkc    and  Lancaster,    they    stand,    in    my 
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apprehension,  on  a  Tery  different  ground  from  that  of  this  first 
part,  or,  as  I  belieye  it  was  anciently  called,  The  Play  of  King 
Henry  VL — The  Contention,  &c.  printed  in  two  parts,  in  quarto, 
1600,  was,  I  conceive,  the  production  of  some  plajrwright  who 
preceded,  or  was  contemporary  with  Shakspeare ;  and  out  of  that 
piece  he  formed  the  two  plays  which  are  now  denominated  the 
SectmdvsiA  Tlwrd  Parts  oi  King  Henry  VL;  as,  out  of  the  old  plays 
of  King  John  and  The  Taming  of  the  Shrew,  he  formed  two  other 
l^ys  with  the  same  titles. 

This  old  play  of  King  Henry  VL  now  before  us,  or  as  our 
anthor^s  editors  have  called  it,  the  firgt  part  of  King  Henry  FL,  I 
suppose  to  have  been  written  in  1589,  or  before.  The  disposition 
of  &cts  in  these  three  plays,  not  always  corre^;>onding  with  the 
dates,  which  Mr.  Theobald  mentions,  and  the  want  of  uniformity 
and  consistency  in  the  series  of  eyents  exhibited,  may  perhaps  be 
in  some  measure  accounted  for  by  the  hypothesis  now  stated.  As 
to  our  author^s  having  accepted  these  pieces  as  a  director  of  the  stage, 
he  had,  I  fear,  no  pretension  to  such  a  situation  at  so  early  a  period. 
Malonb. 

The  chief  argument  on  which  the  first  paragraph  of  the  fore- 
going note  depends,  is  not,  in  my  opinion,  conclusive.  This 
historical  play  might  have  been  one  of  our  author's  earliest 
dramatick  efforts  :  and  almost  every  young  poet  begins  his  career 
by  imitation.  Shakspeare,  therefore,  till  he  felt  his  own  strength, 
perhaps  servilely  cooibrmed  to  the  style  and  manner  of  his  prede- 
Stebvbns. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


King  Ubi^ry  Hie  Sixth. 

Duke  q/*GL08TEB,  Unde  to  the  King,  and  Protector. 

Duke  of  Bedford,  Unde  to  the  King,  and  Regent  of 
France. 

Thomas  Beaufort,  Duke  of  Exeter,  great  Unde  to 
the  King. 

Henry  Beaufort,  great  Unde  to  the  King,  Bishop  of 
Winchester,  and  afterwards  Cardinal. 

John  Beaufort,  Earl  c/ Somerset ;  afterwards  Duke. 

Richard  Plantagenet,  eldest  Son  of  Richard  late  Earl 
(/Cambridge ;  afterwards  DvJce  of  York. 

Earl  of  Warwick.  Earl  of  Salisbury.  Earl  of  Suf- 
folk.    . 

Lord  Talbot,  afterwards  Earl  q/^  Shrewsbury : 

John  Talbot,  his  Son. 

Edmund  Mortimer,  Earl  q/*  March. 

Mortimer's  Keeper^  and  a  Lawyer. 

Sir  John  Fastolfb.    Sir  William  Lucy. 

Sir  William  Glansdalb.    Sir  Thomas  Gargravk 

Mayor  q/^  London.    Woodvillb,  Lieut,  of  the  Tower. 

Vernon,  of  the  White  Rose,  or  York  Faction. 

Basset,  of  the  Red  Rose,  or  Lancaster  Faction. 

Charles,  Dauphin,  and  afterwards  King  (>/*  France. 

Reiqnier,  Duke  q/*  Anjou,  and  titular  King  q/*  Naples. 

Duke  of  Burgundy.    Duke  of  ALEN90N. 

Oovemor  of  Paris.     Bastard  of  Orleans. 

MoMer-Ounner  of  Orleans,  and  his  Son. 

General  ofihe  French  Forces  in  Bourdeaux. 

A  French  Sergeant.    A  Porter. 

An  old  Shepherd,  Father  to  Joan  la  Pucelle. 

Margaret,  Daughter  to  Reignier;  afterwards  married 
to  Kingllenrj. 

Countess  of  Auvergne. 

Joan  la  Pucelle,  commonly  called  Joan  of  Arc. 

Fiends  appearing  to  La  Pucelle,  Lords,  Warders  of  the 
Tower,  Heralds,  Officers,  Soldiers,  Messengers,  and 
several  Attendants  both  on  the  English  aiid  French. 

SCENE,  partly  in  England,  and  partly  in  France. 
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FIRST  PART  OF 

KING  HENRY  VL 


ACT  L 

SCENE  I.— Westminster  Abbey. 

Bead  March.  Corpse  of  King  Henby  the  Fifth  dis- 
covered, lying  in  state;  attended  on  by  the  Dukes  of 
Bedford,  Glosteb,  and  Exeteb  ;  the  Earl  of  War- 
wick, the  Bishop  0/ Winchester,   Heralds,  Ac, 

Bed,  Hung  be  the  heavens  with  black ',  yield  day  to 
night ! 
Comets,  importing  change  of  times  and  states. 
Brandish  your  crystal  tresses  in  the  sky ; 
And  with  them  scourge  the  bad  revolting  stars. 
That  have  consented  unto  Henry's  death ! 
f  Henry  the  fifth,  too  famous  to  live  long ! 
England  ne'er  lost  a  king  of  so  much  worth. 

Olo.  England  ne'er  had  a  king,  until  his  time. 
Virtue  he  had,  deserving  to  command : 
EUs  brandish'd  sword  did  blind  men  with  his  beams ; 
His  arms  spread  wider  than  a  dragon's  wings  ; 
His  sparkling  eyes  replete  with  wrathful  fire. 
More  dazzled  and  drove  back  his  enemies, 
Than  mid-day  sun,  fierce  bent  against  their  faces. 

>  Hung  be  the  heavens  with  black,]     Alluding  to   our  ancient 
stage-practice  when  a  tragedy  was  to  be  expected, 
t  "  King  Henry,"  &c.— Malone. 
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FIRST  PART  OF  Act  I. 

hould  I  say  ?  his  deeds  exceed  all  speech : 
3r  lift  up  his  hand  but  conquered. 
We  mourn  in  black;   Why  mourn  we  not  in 

blood? 
is  dead,  and  never  shall  revive : 
,  wooden  coffin  we  attend ; 
jath's  dishonoiirable  victory 
h  our  stately  presence  glorify, 
kptives  boimd  to  a  triumphant  car. 
shall  we  curse  the  planets  of  mishap, 
lotted  thus  our  glory's  overthrow  ? 
1  we  think  the  subtle-witted  French  * 
3rs  and  sorcerers,  that,  afraid  of  him, 
fick  verses  have  contrived  his  end  ? 
.  He  was  a  king  bless'd  of  the  King  of  king& 
be  French  the  dreadful  judgment  day 
uiful  will  not  be,  as  was  his  sight 
ttles  of  the  Lord  of  hosts  he  fought : 
urch's  prayers  made  him  so  prosperous. 
The  church!  where  is  it?  had  not  churchmen 

pra/d, 
read  of  life  had  not  so  soon  deca/d : 
lo  you  like  but  an  effeminate  prince, 
like  a  school-boy,  you  may  over-awe. 
.  Gloster,  whate'er  we  like,  thou  art  protector ; 
okest  to  command  -the  prince,  and  realm, 
fe  is  proud ;  she  holdeth  thee  in  awe, 
dan  God,  or  religious  churchmen,  may. 
Name  not  religion,  for  thou  lov'st  the  flesh ; 
j'er  throughout  the  year  to  church  thou  go'st, 
it  be  to  pray  against  thy  foes. 

-  the   tubfU-wUted    French,   &c,]     There    was    a    notioo 

it  a  long  time,  that  life  might  be  taken  away  by  metrical 

As    superstition    grew    weaker,    these    charms    were 

I  only   to  have  power  on    irrational  animals.       In  our 

time  it  was  supposed  that  the  Irish  could  kill  rats  by  a 
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ScbhbI.  king  henry  VI.  251 

Bed.  Cease,  cease  these  jars,  and  rest  your  minds  in 
peace! 
Let's  to  the  altar : — Heralds,  wait  on  ns : — 
Instead  of  gold,  we'll  offer  up  our  arms ; 
Since  arms  avail  not,  now  that  Henry's  dead. — 
Posterity,  await  for  wretched  years. 
When  at  their  mothers'  moist  eyes  f  babes  shall  suck  ; 
Our  isle  be  made  a  marish  of  salt  tears, 
And  none  but  women  left  to  wail  the  dead.-r- 
Henry  the  fifth !  thy  ghost  I  invocate ; 
Prosper  this  realm,  keep  it  from  civil  broils ! 
Combat  with  adverse  planets  in  the  heavens ! 
A  fitr  more  glorious  star  thy  soul  will  make, 
Than  Julius  Csesar,  or  bright 


Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess,  My  honourable  lords,  health  to  you  all ! 
Sad  tidings  bring  I  to  you  out  of  France, 
Of  loss,  of  slaughter,  and  discomfiture : 
Guienne,  Champaigne,  Rheims,  Orleans, 
Paris,  Guysors,  Poictiers,  are  all  quite  lost. 

Bed.  What  say'st  thou,  man,  before  dead  Henry's 
corse? 
Speak  softly ;  or  the  loss  of  those  great  towns 
Will  make  him  burst  his  lead,  and  rise  from  death. 

Oh.  Is  Paris  lost  ?  is  Roiien  yielded  up  ? 
If  Henry  were  recalled  to  life  again, 
These  news  would  cause  him  once  more  yield  the  ghost. 

Ea^.  How  were  they  lost  ?  what  treachery  was  used  ? 

Mess.  No  treachery ;  but  want  of  men  and  money. 
Among  the  soldiers  this  is  muttered, — 
That  here  you  maintain  several  factions ; 
And,  whilst  a  field  should  be  despatched  and  fought, 


f  *' mobten'd  eyes  "* — Malone. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


252  FIRST   PART   OF  Act  L 

1  are  disputing  of  your  generals. 

)  would  have  lingering  wars,  with  little  cost ; 

)ther  would  fly  swift,  but  wanteth  wings  ; 

.  third  man  thinks,  without  expence  at  all, 

guileful  fietir  words  peace  may  be  obtain'd. 

ake,  awake,  English  nobility ! 

not  sloth  dim  your  honours,  new-begot ; 

pp'd  are  the  flower-de-luces  in  your  arms ; 

England's  coat  one  half  is  cut  away. 

Ixe.  Were  our  tears  wanting  to  this  funeral, 

«e  tidings  would  call  forth  her  flowing  tides*. 

fed.  Me  they  concern ;  regent  I  am  of  France : — 

e  me  my  steeled  coat,  I'll  fight  for  France. — 

ay  with  these  disgraceful  wailing  robes ! 

mds  I  will  lend  the  French,  instead  of  eyes, 

wreep  their  intermissive  miseries  *. 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

Mess,  Lords,  view  these  letters,  full  of  bad  mis- 
chance, 
nee  is  revolted  from  the  English  quite ; 
«pt  some  petty  towns  of  no  import : 

Dauphin  Charles  is  crowned  king  in  Rheims  ; 

bastard  of  Orleans  with  him  is  join'd ; 
^er,  duke  of  Anjou,  doth  take  his  part ; 

duke  of  Alen9on  flieth  to  his  side. 
fxe.  The  dauphin  crowned  king !  all  fly  to  him ! 
thither  shall  we  fly  from  this  reproach  ? 
■lo.  We  will  not  fly,  but  to  our  enemies'  throats : — 
ford,  if  thou  be  slack,  I'll  fight  it  out. 
'ed,  Gloster,  why  doubt'st  thou  of  my  forwardness  ? 


"  A  third  thinks,**  Ac— Malone. 

her  Jlowing  tides,]  i.  e.  England's  flowing  tides. 

their  intermissive  miseries,]  i.  e.  their  miseries  which  have 

only  a  short  intermission  firom    Henry   the    Fifth's  death  to 
oming  amongst  them. 
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An  army  have  I  mustered  in  my  thoughts, 
Wherewith  already  France  is  over-run. 

Ihiter  a  third  Messenger. 

3  Mess.  My  gracious  lords, — to  add  to  your  laments, 
Wherewith  you  now  bedew  king  Henry's  hearse, — 
I  must  inform  you  of  a  dismal  fight. 
Betwixt  the  stout  lord  Talbot  and  the  French. 

WifL  What !  wherein  Talbot  overcame  ?  is't  so  ? 

3  Mess.  0,  no ;  wherein  lord  Talbot  was  overthrown : 
The  circumstance  111  tell  you  more  at  large. 
The  tenth  of  August  last,  this  dreadfiil  lord, 
Retiring  from  the  siege  of  Orleans, 
Having  full  scarce  six  thousand  in  his  troop. 
By  three  and  twenty  thousand  of  the  French 
Was  round  encompassed  and  set  upon : 
No  leisure  had  he  to  enrank  his  men ; 
He  wanted  pikes  to  set  before  his  archers ; 
Instead  whereof,  sharp  stakes,  pluck'd  out  of  hedges. 
They  pitched  in  the  groimd  confusedly. 
To  keep  the  horsemen  off  from  breaking  in. 
More  than  three  hours  the  fight  continued  ; 
Where  valiant  Talbot,  above  human  thought, 
Enacted  wonders  with  his  sword  and  lane^. 
Hundreds  he  sent  to  hell,  and  none  durst  stand  him  ; 
Here,  there,  and  every  where,  enrag'd  he  slew  : 
The  French  exclaimed,  The  devil  was  in  arms ; 
All  the  whole  army  stood  agaz'd  on  him : 
His  soldiers,  spying  his  undaunted  spirit, 
A  Talbot !  a  Talbot !  cried  out  amain, 
And  rush'd  into  the  bowels  of  the  battle. 
Here  had  the  conquest  fully  been  seal'd  up, 
If  sir  John  Fastolfe*  had  not  play'd  the  coward ; 

*  If  m  John  Foitolfe,  &c.]     For  an  account  of  thb  sir  John 
Fastolfe,  see  Anstis*s  Treatue  on  the  Order  of  the  Garter;  Parkins's 
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He  being  in  the  vaward,  (plac'd  behind, 

With  purpose  to  relieve  and  follow  them,) 

Cowardly  fled,  not  having  struck  one  stroke. 

Hence  grew  the  general  wreck  and  massacre ; 

Enclosed  were  they  with  their  enemies : 

A  base  Walloon,  to  win  the  Dauphin's  grace, 

Thrust  Talbot  with  a  spear  into  the  back ; 

Whom  all  France,  with  their  chief  assembled  strength, 

Ihmi  not  presume  to  look  once  in  the  face. 

Bed.  Is  Talbot  slain  ?  then  I  vdll  slay  myself. 
For  living  idly  here,  in  pomp  and  ease. 
Whilst  such  a  worthy  leader,  wanting  aid, 
Unto  his  dastard  foe-men  is  betra/d. 

3  Mess.  0  no,  he  lives ;  but  is  took  prisoner, 
And  lord  Scales  with  him,  and  lord  Hungerford : 
Most  of  the  rest  slaughter'd,  or  took,  likewise. 

Bed.  His  ransome  there  is  none  but  I  shall  pay : 
111  hale  the  Dauphin  headlong  from  his  throne. 
His  crown  shall  be  the  ransome  of  my  friend ; 
Four  of  their  lords  111  change  for  one  of  ours. — 
Farewell,  my  masters ;  to  my  task  will  I ; 
Bonfires  in  France  forthwith  I  am  to  make, 
To  keep  our  great  saint  Gteorge's  feast  withal : 
Ten  thousand  soldiers  with  me  I  will  take. 
Whose  bloody  deeds  shall  make  all  Europe  quake. 

3  Mess.  So  you  had  need ;  for  Orleans  is  besieg'd ; 
The  English  army  is  grown  weak  and  feint : 
The  earl  of  Salisbury  craveth  supply, 
And  hardly  keeps  his  men  from  mutiny, 
Since  they,  so  few,  watch  such  a  multitude. 

Exe.  Remember,  lords,  your  oaths  to  Henry  sworn ; 


Supplement  to  BhmJSeid't  JTutory  of  Norfolk:  Tanner's  BibSo- 
theca  Britanmca  ;  or  CapeFs  notes,  vol.  ii.  p.  221 ;  Sir  John  Fenn*s 
CoUedum  of  the  Paston  Letters ;  and  Biographia  Britanmca,  vol.  t.  ; 
an  elaborate  article  by  Mr.  Gough,  which  none  of  the  commentatorB 
appear  to  have  consulted. 
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Either  to  quell  the  Dauphin  utterly, 
Or  bring  him  in  obedience  to  your  yoke. 

Bed.  I  do  remember  it ;  and  here  take  leave, 
To  go  about  my  preparation.  [Exit. 

Olo.  Ill  to  the  Tower,  with  all  the  haste  I  can, 
To  view  the  artillery  and  mimition ; 
And  then  I  will  proclaim  young  Henry  king.  [Exit. 

Exe.  To  Eltham  will  I,  where  the  young  king  is, 
Being  ordain'd  his  special  governor ; 
And  for  his  safety  there  ni  best  devise.  [Exit 

Win.  Each  hath  his  place  and  function  to  attend : 
I  am  left  out ;  for  me  nothing  remains. 
But  long  I  will  not  be  Jack-out-of-office  ; 
The  king  from  Eltham  I  intend  to  send. 
And  sit  at  chiefest  stem  of  publick  weal. 

[Exit    Scene  closes. 


SCENE  II. 
France.    Before  Orleans. 

Enter  Chables,  with  his  Forces ;  Albn^on,  Reionier, 
cmd  Others. 

Char.  Mars  his  true  moving,  even  as  in  the  heavens, 
So  in  the  earth,  to  this  day  is  not  known  : 
Late  did  he  shine  upon  the  English  side ; 
Now  we  are  victors,  upon  us  he  smiles. 
What  towns  of  any  moment,  but  we  have  ? 
At  pleasure  here  we  lie,  near  Orleans  ; 
Otherwhiles,  the  famish'd  English,  like  pale  ghosts, 
Faintly  besiege  us  one  hour  in  a  month. 

Alen.  They  want  their  porridge,  and  their  fet  bull- 
beeves: 
Either  they  must  be  dieted  like  mules, 
And  have  their  provender  tied  to  their  mouths, 
Or  piteous  they  will  look,  like  drowned  mice. 

Reig.  Let's  raise  the  siege ;  Why  live  we  idly  here  ? 
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Talbot  18  taken,  whom  we  wont  to  fear : 
Remaineth  none,  but  mad-brain'd  Salisbury ; 
And  he  may  well  in  fretting  spend  his  gall. 
Nor  men,  nor  money,  hath  he  to  make  war. 

Char,  Soimd,  sound  alarum ;  we  will  rush  on  them. 
Now  for  the  honour  of  the  forlorn  French : 
Him  I  forpve  my  death,  that  kiUeth  me, 
When  he  sees  me  go  back  one  foot,  or  fly.  [Exeunt 


Alarwms;  Excursions;  afterwards  a  Retreat, 
Re-enter  Charlbs,  ALKN90N,  Rbignibr,  and  Others 

Char,  Who  ever  saw  the  Jike  ?  what  men  have  I  ? — 
Dogs !  cowards !  dastards ! — ^I  would  ne'er  have  fled, 
But  that  they  left  me  'midst  my  enemies. 

Reig,  Salisbury  is  a  desperate  homicide : 
He  fighteth  as  one  weary  of  his  lifa 
The  other  lords,  like  lions  wanting  food. 
Do  rush  upon  us  as  their  hungry  prey', 

AUn,  Froissard,  a  countryman  of  ours,  records, 
England  all  Olivers  and  Rowlands  bred'. 
During  the  time  Edward  the  third  did  reign. 
More  truly  now  may  this  be  verified  ; 
For  none  but  Samsons,  and  Goliasses, 
It  sendeth  forth  to  skirmish.     One  to  ten ! 
Lean  raw-bon'd  rascals !  who  would  e'er  suppose 
They  had  such  courage  and  audacity  ? 

^  as  their  hungry  prey,]   i.  e.  the  prey  for  which  they  are 

hungry, 

**  England  ail  Olivers  and  Rowlands  bred,]  These  were  two  of  the 
most  famous  10  the  list  of  Charlemagne's  tweWe  peers ;  and  their 
exploits  are  rendered  so  ridiculously  and  equally  extravagant  bjr  the 
old  romancers,  that  from  thence  arose  that  saying  amongst  oor  plain 
and  sensible  ancestors,  o£ giving  one  a  Rowland  for  his  Okver^  to  sig- 
nify the  matching  one  incredible  lie  with  another.     Warburton. 

Rather,  to  oppose  one  hero  to  another  ;  i.  e.  to  give  a  person  as 
good  a  one  at  he  brings,    Steevbns. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ScKNElI.  KING  HENRY  VI.  257 

Char.  Let's  leave  this  town ;  for  thej  are  hair-brain'd 


And  hunger  will  enforce  them  to  be  more  eager : 
Of  old  I  know  them  ;  rather  with  their  teeth 
The  waUs  they'll  tear  down,  than  forsake  the  siege. 

Reig.  I  think,  by  some  odd  gimmals*  or  device, 
Their  arms  are  set,  like  clocks,  still  to  strike  on ; 
Else  ne'er  could  they  hold  out  so,  as  they  do. 
By  my  consent,  we'll  e'en  let  them  alone. 

Alen.  Be  it  so. 


Enter  the  Bastard  of  Orleans. 

Bast,  Where's  the  prince  Dauphin  ?  I  have  news  for 
him. 

Char.  Bastard  of  Orleans*,  thrice  welcome  to  us. 

BaM.  Methinks,  your    looks    are    sad,    your    cheer 
appall'd ; 
Hath  the  late  overthrow  wrought  this  offence  ? 
Be  not  dismay'd,  for  succour  is  at  hand : 
A  holy  maid  hither  with  me  I  bring. 
Which,  by  a  vision  sent  to  her  from  heaven, 
Ord^ned  is  to  raise  this  tedious  siege. 
And  drive  the  English  forth  the  bounds  of  France. 
The  spirit  of  deep  prophecy  she  hath, 

' ghnmali  — ]   A  gmrnal  is  a  piece  of  jointed  work,  where 

one  piece  moyes  within  another,  whence  it  is  taken  at  large  for  an 
engme.    It  is  now  by  the  ?  ulgar  called  a  gimcrack, 

^  Bastard  of  Orleans,]  That  this  in  former  times  was  not  a 
term  of  reproach,  see  Bishop  Hurd*s  Letters  on  Ckhaky  and 
Bamtmce,  in  the  third  Tolume  of  his  Dialogues,  p.  233,  who  observ- 
ing on  circorastances  of  agreement  between  the  heroick  and  Gothick 
manners,  says,  that  "  Bastardy  was  in  credit  with  both."  One  of 
William  the  Conqueror's  charters  begins,  "  Ego  OuUelmus  cogno* 
menio  BastardusJ*  Nor  was  bastardy  reckoned  a  disgrace  among 
the  andents.  See  the  eighth  lUad,  in  which  the  illegitimacy  of 
Teocer  is  mentioned  as  a  panegyrick  upon  him,  vcr.  284 

VOL.  V.  S 
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~      teding  the  nine  sibyls  of  old  Rome  * ; 

b's  past,  and  what's  to  come,  she  can  descry 

k,  shall  I  call  her  in  ?  Believe  my  words, 

they  are  certain  and  nnfallible. 

var,  GK>,  call  her  in:  \E(Xfii  Bastard.]  But  first  to 

try  her  skiU, 
nier,  stand  thou  as  Dauphin  in  my  place : 
ition  her  proudly,  let  thy  looks  be  stem  : — 
his  means  shall  we  sound  what  skill  she  hath. 

Inter  La  Pucbllb,  Bastard  o/"  Orleans,  and  Others, 

eig.  Fair  maid,  is't  thou  wilt  do  these  wond'rous 

feats  ? 
Mc.  Reignier,  is't  thou  that  thinkest  to  beguile  me  ? 
ire  is  the  Dauphin  ? — come,  come  from  behind ; 
ow  thee  well,  though  never  seen  before, 
lot  amaz'd,  there's  nothing  hid  from  me  : 
•rivate  will  I  talk  with  thee  apart ; — 
id  back,  you  lords,  and  give  us  leave  a  while. 
eig.  She  takes  upon  her  bravely  at  first  dash, 
tie.  Dauphin,  I  am  by  birth  a  shepherd's  daughter, 
wit  untrain'd  in  any  kind  of  art 
ven,  and  our  Lady  gracious,  hath  it  pleased 
ihine  on  my  contemptible  estate : 
whilst  I  waited  on  my  tender  lambs, 
I  to  sun's  parching  heat  displayed  my  cheeks, 
's  mother  deigned  to  appear  to  me  ; 
I,  in  a  vision  full  of  majesty, 
I'd  me  to  leave  my  base  vocation, 
I  free  my  country  from  calamity  : 
aid  she  promis'd,  and  assur'd  success : 

nine  sibyls  of  old  Rome ;]    There  were  no  mne  sibyls  of 

le  ;  but  he  confounds  things,  and  mistakes  this  for  the  nine 
3  of  Sibylline  oracles,  brought  to  one  of  the  Tarquins. 
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In  complete  glory  she  reveal'd  herself ; 
And,  whereas  I  was  black  and  swart  before, 
With  those  clear  rays  which  she  infus'd  on  me, 
That  beauty  am  I  bless'd  with,  which  you  see  f. 
Ask  me  what  question  thou  canst  possible, 
And  I  will  answer  impremeditated : 
My  courage  try  by  combat,  if  thou  dar'st. 
And  thou  shalt  find  that  I  exceed  my  sex. 
Resolve  on  this':  Thou  shalt  be  fortunate, 
If  thou  receive  me  for  thy  warlike  mate. 

Char,  Thou  hast  astonished  me  with  thy  high  terms ; 
Only  this  proof  I'll  of  thy  valour  make, — 
In  single  combat  thou  shalt  buckle  with  me  ; 
And  if  thou  vanquishest,  thy  words  are  true  ; 
Otherwise,  I  renounce  all  confidence. 

Puc,  I  am  prepared :  here  is  my  keen-edg'd  sword, 
Deck'd  with  five  flower-de-luces  on  each  side  ; 
The  which,  at  Touraine,  in  saint  Katharine's  church- 
yard, 
JOut  of  a  deal  of  old  iron  I  chose  forth. 

Cfhar.  Then  come,  o'God's  name,  I  fear  no  woman. 

Pttc.  And,  while  I  live,  ITl  ne'er  fly  from  a  man. 

[TheyfglU, 

Char,  Stay,  stay  thy  hands  ;  thou  art  an  Amazon, 
And  fightest  with  the  sword  of  Deborah. 

Puc.  Christ's    mother  helps  me,   else  I    were    too 
weak. 

Char,  Whoe'er  helps  thee,  'tis  thou  that  must  help 
me: 
Impatiently  I  bum  with  thy  desire ; 
My  heart  and  hands  thou  hast  at  once  subdu'd. 
Excellent  Pucelle,  if  thy  name  be  so. 
Let  me  thy  servant,  and  not  sovereign,  be  ; 
'Tis  the  French  Dauphin  sueth  to  thee  thus. 


f  •*  which  you  may  see.** — Malone. 

'  Resolve  on  this :]  i.  e.  be  firmly  persuaded  of  it. 

t  "  Out  of  a  great  deal,**  &c.— -Malonb. 

s2 
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Piu>.  I  must  not  yield  to  any  rites  of  love, 
For  my  profession's  sacred  from  above : 
When  I  have  chased  all  thy  foes  fix)m  hence, 
Then  will  I  think  upon  a  recompense. 

Char,  Mean  time,  look  gracious  on  thy   prostrate 
thrall. 

Reig,  My  lord,  methinks,  is  very  long  in  talk. 

Alen.  Doubtless,  he  shrives  this  woman  to  her  smock  ; 
Else  ne'er  could  he  so  long  protract  his  speech. 

Reig.  Shall  we  disturb  him,  since  he  keeps  no  mean  ? 

Alerk  He  may  mean  more  than  we  poor  men  do 
know : 
These  women  are  shrewd  tempters  with  their  tongues. 

Reig.  My  lord,  where  are  you  ?  what  devise  you  on  ? 
Shall  we  give  over  Orleans,  or  no  ? 

Pmc  Why,  no,  I  say,  distrustful  recreants ! 
Fight  till  the  last  gasp  ;  I  will  be  your  guard. 

Char,  What  she  says,  I'll  confirm  ;  we'll  fight  it  out. 

Ptu).  Assign'd  am  I  to  be  the  English  scourge. 
This  night  the  siege  assuredly  I'll  raise : 
Expect  saint  Martin's  summer*,  halcyon  days, 
Since  I  have  entered  into  these  wara 
Glory  is  like  a  circle  in  the  water, 
Which  never  ceaseth  to  enlarge  itself. 
Till,  by  broad  spreading,  it  disperse  to  nought. 
With  Henry's  death,  the  English  circle  ends  ; 
Dispersed  are  the  glories  it  included. 
Now  am  I  like  that  proud  insulting  ship, 
Which  Caesar  and  his  fortune  bare  at  once. 

Char.  Was  Mahomet  inspired  with  a  dove  ? 
Thou  with  an  eagle  art  inspired  then. 
Helen,  the  mother  of  great  Constantino, 
Nor  yet  saint  Philip's  daughters',  were  like  thee. 

^  Exped  tamt  MartiiCt  summer,]  That  is,  expect  protpen^ 
after  mirfortune,  like  fair  weather  at  Martlemas,  after  winter  has 
begun. 

'  N^or  yet  taint  PhiBp't  daughters,]  Meaning  the  four  daughters  of 
Philip  mentioned  in  the  Acts, 
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Bright  star  of  Venus,  fiJl'ii  down  on  the  earth, 
How  may  I  reverently  worship  thee  enough  ? 

Alen,  Leave  off  delays,  and  let  lis  raise  the  siege. 

Reig.  Woman,   do  what    thou    canst    to    save    our 
honours ; 
Drive  them  from  Orleans,  and  be  immortaliz'd. 

Char,  Presently  well  try : — Come,  let's  away  about  it : 
No  prophet  will  I  trust,  if  she  prove  false.  [Eweu/nt. 


SCENE  III. 

London.    HtU  before  the  Tower, 

Enter,  at  the  Gates,  the  Duke  of  Glostbb,  with  his 
Serving-men,  in  Uue  Coats. 

Olo,  I  am  come  to  survey  the  Tower  this  day  ; 
Since  Henry's  death,  I  fear,  there  is  conveyance  •. 
Where  be  these  warders,  that  they  wait  not  here  ? 
Open  the  gates  ;  Gloster  it  is  that  calls.  [Servants  AtwxjAt. 

1  Ward,  [within.']  Who  is  there  that  knocks  so  im- 
periously ? 

1  Serv,  It  is  the  noble  duke  of  Gloster. 

2  Ward.  \wiOiin,'\  Whoe'er  he  be,  you  may  not  be  let 

in. 
]  Serv,  Answer  you  so  the  lord  protector,  villains  ? 
1  Ward,    [williin^    The  Lord  protect  him!    so  we 
answer  him : 
We  do  no  otherwise  than  we  are  will'd. 

Olo.  Who   willed  you?    or  whose  will   stands,   but 
mine? 
There's  none  protector  of  the  realm,  but  I. — 
Break  up  the  gates',  I'll  be  your  warrantize ; 
Shall  I  be  flouted  thus  by  dunghill  grooms  ? 

*  there  it  conveyance.]     Conveyance  means  theft. 

7  Break  up  the  gates,]    To  break  np  in  Shakspeare's  age  was  the 
same  as  to  break  open. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


FIRST  PART  OF  Act  I. 

J  ru«A  at  the  Tower  Oates.    Enter,  to  the  Oates, 
WooDviLLB,  the  Lieutenant 

[within,^    What  noise  is  this?   what  traitors 

have  we  here  ? 

ieutenant,  is  it  you,  whose  voice  I  hear  ? 
5  gates ;  here's  Gloster,  that  would  enter, 

[m^in.]  Have  patience,  noble  duke ;  I  may 

not  open ; 

inal  of  Winchester  forbids  : 
Q  I  have  express  commandment, 
u,  nor  none  of  thine,  shall  be  let  in. 
aint-hearted  Woodville,  prizest  him  'fore  me  ? 
;  Winchester  ?  that  haughty  prelate, 
enry,  our  late  sovereign,  ne'er  could  brook  ? 

no  friend  to  God,  or  to  the  king : 
I  gates,  or  111  shut  thee  out  shortly. 
.  Open  the  gates  unto  the  lord  protector ; 
burst  them  open,  if  that  you  come  not  quickly. 

Winchester,  attended  by  a  train  of  Servants  in 
tawny  Coats*, 

How  now,  ambitious  Humphrey?  what  means 

this? 
iel'd  priest',  dost  thou  command  me  to  be  shut 

out? 

[  do,  thou  most  usurping  proditor, 
protector  of  the  king  or  realm, 
tand  back,  thou  manifest  conspirator  ; 
at  contriv'dst  to  murder  our  dead  lord ; 
at  giv'st  whores  indulgences  to  sin': 

aumy  Coats.]     Tawny  was  a  colour  worn  for  mourning,  as 
ck :  and  was  therefore  the  suitable  and  sober  habit  of  any 
ployed  in  an  ecclesiastical  court. 
priest,]    Alluding  to  his  shaven  crown.     Malone  reads 

that  givst  whores  indulgences  to  sin  .*]    The  publick  atews 
erly  under  the  district  of  the  bishop  of  Winchester. 
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in  canvas  thee  *  in  thy  broad  cardinal'B  hat, 
If  thou  proceed  in  this  thj  insolence. 

Win.  Nay,  stand  thou  back,  I  will  not  budge  a  foot ; 
This  be  Damascus,  be  thou  cursed  Cain  *, 
To  slay  thy  brother  Abel,  if  thou  wilt. 

Olo.  I  will  not  slay  thee,  but  I'U  drive  thee  back : 
Thy  scarlet  robes,  as  a  child's  bearing  cloth 
111  use,  to  carry  thee  out  of  this  place. 

Win,  Do  what  thou  dar'st ;  I  beard  thee  to  thy  &ce. 

Oh.  What  ?  am  I  dar'd,  and  bearded  to  my  face  ? — 
Draw,  men,  for  all  this  privil^ed  place ; 
Blue-coats  to  tawny-coata    Priest,  beware  your  beard  ; 
[Glosteb  and  his  Men  attack  the  Bishop. 
I  mean  to  tug  it,  and  to  cuff  you  soundly : 
Under  my  feet  I  stamp  thy  cardinal's  hat ; 
In  spite  of  pope,  or  dignities  of  church. 
Here  by  the  cheeks  I'll  drag  thee  up  and  down. 

Win,  Gloster,  thoult  answer  this  before  the  pope. 

Olo.  Winchester  goose  *,  I  cry — a  rope !  a  rope ! 
Now  beat  them  hence.  Why  do  you  let  them  stay  ?— 
Thee  I'll  chase  hence,  thou  wolf  in  sheep's  array. — 
Out,  tawny-coats !— out,  scarlet  hypocrite ! 

Here  a  great  Twmult,    In  the  midst  of  it,  Enter  the 
Mayor  o/*  London,  and  Officers. 

May.  Fye,  lords!   that  you,  being  supreme  magis- 
trates, 
Thus  contumeliously  should  break  the  peace ! 

Olo.  Peace,  mayor ;  thou  know'st  little  of  my  wrongs; 
Here's  Beaufort,  that  regards  nor  God  nor  king, 
Hath  here  distrain'd  the  Tower  to  his  use. 


s  rU  canyas  thee  —]  i.  e.  Ill  sift  thee. 

3  7^  be  DamatetUt  be  thou  cursed  Cam,]  About  four  miles 
from  DmmascuB  is  a  high  hill,  reported  to  be  the  sane  on  which 
Cain  slew  his  brother  Abel. 

^  Winchester  gootei]  A  strumpet,  or  the  consequences  of  her 
knw,  was  a  Winchester  goose. 
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Win,  Here's  Qloster  too,  a  foe  to  citizens ; 
One  that  still  motions  war,  and  never  peace, 
O'ercharging  your  free  purses  witii  large  fines ; 
That  seeks  to  overthrow  religion, 
Because  he  is  protector  of  the  realm  ; 
And  would  have  armour  here  out  of  the  Tower, 
To  crown  himself  king,  and  suppress  the  prince. 

Olo.  I  will  not  answer  thee  with  words,  but  blows. 

[Here  they  skirmish  again. 

May.  Nought  rests  for  me,  in  this  tumultuous  strife, 
But  to  make  open  ptt»clamation : — 
Come,  officer,  as  loud  as  e'er  thou  canst. 

Off.  AU  manner  ofm>en,  assembled  here  in  arms  this  day, 
against  God's  pea^  and  the  king's,  we  charge  and 
command  you,  in  his  highness'  name,  to  repair  to  your 
several  dweUvng-places ;  and  not  to  wear,  handle,  or 
use,  any  sword,  weapon,  or  dagger,  henceforward,  upon 
pain  of  death, 

Olo,  Cardinal,  111  be  no  breaker  of  the  law : 
But  we  shall  meet,  and  break  our  minds  at  large. 

Win,  Gloster,  well  meet ;  to  thy  dear  cost,  be  sure : 
Thy  heart-blood  I  will  have,  for  this  day's  work 

May,  I'll  call  for  clubs,  if  you  will  not  away  • : — 
This  cardinal  is  more  haughty  than  the  devil. 

Oh.  Mayor,  fEirewell :  thou  dost  but  what  thou  may'st 

Win.  Abominable  Gloster!  guard  thy  head ; 
For  I  intend  to  have  it,  ere  long.  [ExeuiU. 

May,  See  the  coast  clear'd,  and  then  we  will  depart — 
Good  God!  that  nobles  should  such  stomachs*  bear! 
I  myself  fight  not  once  in  forty  year'.  [Exemt. 


*  rU  coil  for  clubs,  if  you  will  not  away:]  Thb  was  an  out- 
cry for  assistance,  on  any  riot  or  quarrel  in  the  streets. 

* slomachs  — ]      Stomach    is    pride,    a    haughty  spirit  of 

resentment. 

7  /  myself  JSghl  not  once  in  forty  year,]  The  mayor  of  London 
was  not  brought  in  to  be  laughed  at,  as  is  plain  by  his  manner  of 
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SCENE  IV. 
France.    Before  Orleans. 

EnieTy  an  the  Walls,  the  Master  Gxuiner  (md  his  Son. 

Jf .  Chm.  Sirrah,  thou  knoVst  how  Orleans  is  besieg'd ; 
And  how  the  English  have  the  suburbs  won. 

Son.  Father,  I  know ;  and  oft  have  shot  at  them, 
However,  unfortunate,  I  miss'd  my  aim. 

M.  Chm,  But  now  thou  shalt  not    Be  thou  rul'd 
by  me: 
Chief  master  gunner  am  I  of  this  town ; 
Something  I  must  do,  to  procure  me  grace. 
The  prince's  espials  *  have  informed  me. 
How  the  English,  in  the  suburbs  close  intrench'd, 
Wont,  through  a  secret  grate  of  iron  bars 
In  yonder  tower,  to  overpeer  the  city ; 
And  thence  discover,  how,  with  most  advantage. 
They  may  vex  us,  with  shot,  or  with  assault. 


interfering  in  the  quarrel,  where  he  all  along  presenres  a  sufficient 
dignity.  In  the  line  preceding  these,  he  directs  his  officer,  to 
whom,  without  doubt,  these  two  lines  should  be  g^ven.  They 
suit  his  character,  and  are  yeiy  ezpressiye  of  the  pacific  temper  of 
the  city  guards.     Wabburton. 

I  see  no  reason  for  thb  change.  The  mayor  speaks  first  as  a 
magistrate,  and  afterwards  as  a  citizen.    Johnson. 

Notwithstanding  Warburton's  note  in  support  of  the  dignity  of 
the  mayor,  Shakspeare  certainly  meant  to  represent  him  as  a  poor, 
well-meaning,  simple  man,  for  that  is  the  character  he  invariably 
giyes  to  hb  mayors.  The  mayor  of  London,  in  Richard  III,,  is 
just  of  the  same  stamp.  And  so  is  the  mayor  of  York  in  the 
Third  Part  of  this  play,  where  he  refuses  to  admit  Edward  as 
king,  but  lets  him  into  tibe  city  as  duke  of  York,  on  which  Gloster 


**  A  wise  stout  captain  I  and  persuaded  soon. 
** HasU  The  good  old  man  would  fiiin  that  all  were  well.' 
Such  are  all  Shakspeare 's  mayors.     M.  Mason. 
'  The  prince's  espials  --]     Etpials  are  spies. 
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To  intercept  this  inconvenience, 

A  piece  of  ordnance  'gainst  it  I  have  plac'd  ; 

And  fully  even  these  three  days  have  I  watch'd, 

If  I  could  see  them.     Now,  boy,  do  thou  watch  -f. 

For  I  can  stay  no  longer. 

If  thou  spy'st  any,  run  and  bring  me  word ; 

And  thou  shalt  find  me  at  the  governor's.  [Exit. 

Son,  Father,  I  warrant  you ;  take  you  no  care ; 
I'll  never  trouble  you,  if  I  may  spy  them. 

Enter,  in  an  tipper  Chamber  of  a  Tower,  the  Lords  Saus- 
BUEY  and  Talbot,  Sir  William  Glansdalb,  Sir 
Thomas  Gabgbavs,  and  Others, 

Sal,  Talbot,  my  life,  my  joy,  again  retum'd ! 
How  wert  thou  handled,  being  prisoner  ? 
Or  by  what  means  got'st  thou  to  be  released  ? 
Discourse,  I  pr'ythee,  on  this  turret's  top. 

Tal.  The  duke  of  Bedford  had  a  prisoner. 
Called — ^the  brave  lord  Ponton  de  Santrailles ; 
For  him  I  was  exchang'd  and  ransomed. 
But  with  a  baser  man  of  arms  by  &r. 
Once  in  contempt,  they  woidd  have  barter'd  me : 
Which  I,  disdaining,  scom'd ;  and  craved  death 
Rather  than  I  would  be  so  pil'd  esteem'd  •. 
In  fine,  redeem'd  I  was  as  I  desir'd. 
But,  0  !  the  treacherous  Fastolfe  wounds  my  heart ! 
Whom  with  my  bare  fists  I  would  execute, 
If  I  now  had  him  brought  into  my  power. 

Sal,  Yet  tell'st  thou  not,  how  thou  wert  entertain'd. 

Tal,  With  sco£fs  and  scorns,  and  contumelious  taunts. 
In  open-market  place  produc'd  they  me. 
To  be  a  publick  spectacle  to  all ; 

f  •*  Now  do  thou  watch,  for  I  can  stay  no  longer.** — Malons. 

'  so  pil'd  etteenCd.]     Mr.  Malone  roads — »o  y\\e'€steewC<L 

— So  pUTd,  may  mean — to  pillaged,  to  stripped  cf  hommrt ;  bat 
Mr.  Steevens  thinks  Shakspeare  wrote  Philistin'd ;  i.  e.  treated  as 
Samson  was  by  the  Philistines. 
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Here,  said  they,  is  the  terror  of  the  French, 

The  scare-crow  that  afirights  our  children  so. 

Then  broke  I  from  the  oflScers  that  led  me  ; 

And  with  my  nails  digged  stones  out  of  the  ground, 

To  hurl  at  the  beholders  of  my  shame. 

My  grisly  countenance  made  others  fly ; 

None  durst  come  near,  for  fear  of  sudden  death. 

In  iron  walls  they  deem'd  me  not  secure ; 

So  great  fear  of  my  name  'mongst  them  was  spread. 

That  they  supposed  I  could  rend  bars  of  steel, 

And  spurn  in  pieces  posts  of  adamant : 

Wherefore  a  guard  of  chosen  shot  I  had, 

That  walk'd  about  me  every  minute-while : 

And  if  I  did  but  stir  out  of  my  bed. 

Ready  they  were  to  shoot  me  to  the  heart. 

Sai.  I  grieve  to  hear  what  torments  you  endur'd ; 
But  we  will  be  reveng'd  sufficiently. 
Now  it  is  supper-time  in  Orleans : 
Here,  through  this  grate,  I  can  count  every  one  f, 
And  view  the  Frenchmen  how  they  fortify ; 
Let  us  look  in,  the  sight  will  much  delight  thee. — 
Sir  Thomas  GUrgrave,  and  sir  William  Glansdale ! 
Let  me  have  your  express  (pinions. 
Where  is  best  place  to  make  our  battery  next. 

Gar.  I  think,  at  the  north  gate ;  for  there  stand  lords. 

6lan.  And  I,  here,  at  the  bulwark  of  the  bridge. 

Tai.  For  aught  I  see,  this  city  must  be  famish'd. 
Or  with  light  skirmishes  enfeebled. 

[Shot  from  the  Town.    Salisbury  and 
Sir  Thomas  Gaegravb/oS. 

Sai.  0  Lord,  have  mercy  on  us,  wretched  sinners ! 

Chir.  0  Lord,  have  mercy  on  me,  woeful  man ! 

Tal,  What  chance  is  this  that  suddenly  hath  crossed 
us?— 
Speak,  Salisbury ;  at  least,  if  thou  canst  speak ; 
How  ferest  thou,  mirror  of  all  martial  men  ? 

f  *•  Here  through  this  gmte,  I  count  each  one." — Malone. 
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One  of  thy  eyes,  and  thy  cheek's  side  struck  off ' ! — 

Accursed  tower !  accursed  fettal  hand, 

That  hath  contriv'd  this  woeful  tragedy ! 

In  thirteen  battles  Salisbury  o'ercame ; 

Henry  the  fifth  he  first  train'd  to  the  wars ; 

Whilst  any  trump  did  sound,  or  drum  struck  up, 

His  sword  did  ne'er  leave  striking  in  the  field. — 

Yet  liv'st  thou,  Salisbury  ?  though  thy  speech  doth  fail, 

One  eye  thou  hast,  to  look  to  heaven  for  grace : 

The  sun  with  one  eye  vieweth  all  the  world. — 

Heaven,  be  thou  gracious  to  none  alive. 

If  Salisbury  wants  mercy  at  thy  hands ! — 

Bear  hence  his  body,  I  will  help  to  bury  it. — 

Sir  Thomas  G^grave,  hast  thou  any  life  ? 

Speak  imto  Talbot ;  nay,  look  up  to  him. 

Salisbury,  cheer  thy  spirit  with  this  comfort ; 

Thou  shalt  not  die,  whiles 

He  beckons  with  his  hand,  and  smiles  on  me ; 
As  who  should  say.  When  I  am  dead  and  gone^ 
Remember  to  avenge  ms  onthe  French, — 
Plantagenet,  I  will ;  and  Nero-like  f. 
Play  on  the  lute,  beholding  the  towns  bum : 
Wretched  shall  France  be  only  in  my  name. 

[Thunder  heard;  afterwards  an  Alanm. 
What  stir  is  this  ?  what  tumult's  in  the  heavens  ? 
Whence  cometh  this  alarum,  and  the  noise  ? 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess,  My  lord,  my  lord,  the  French  have  gather'd 
head: 

*  My    cheeUt   tide    struck    off!]      Camden    says    in    his 

Renumei  that  the  French  scarce  knew  the  use  of  great  ordnance, 
till  the  siege  of  Mans  in  1455,  when  a  breach  was  made  in  the 
walls  of  that  town  by  the  English,  under  the  conduct  of  this  earl 
of  Salbbury ;  and  that  he  was  the  first  Englbh  gentleman  that  was 
slain  by  a  cannon-ball. 

f  —  "and  like  thee,  Nero,** — M alone. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Scene  V.  KING  HENRY  VI.  269 

The  Dauphin,  with  one  Joan  la  Pucelle  join'd, — 

A  holy  prophetess,  new  risen  up, — 

Is  come  with  a  great  power  to  raise  the  siege. 

[Salisbury  groans, 
Tai.  Hear,  hear,  how  dying  Salisbury  doth  groan ! 
It  irks  his  heart,  he  cannot  be  reveng'd. — 
Frenchmen,  I'll  be  a  Salisbury  to  you : — 
Pucelle  or  puzzle  *,  dolphin  or  dogfish, 
Your  hearts  I'll  stamp  out  with  my  horse's  heels, 
And  make  a  quagmire  of  your  mingled  brains. — 
Convey  me  Salisbury  into  his  tent. 
And  then  well  try  what  these  dastard  Frenchmen  dare. 

[Exeimt,  bearing  ovi  the  bodies. 


SCENE  V. 
The  same.     Before  one  of  the  Oates. 

Alarum.  Skirmishings.  Talbot  pwrsueCh  lite  Dauphin, 
and  driveth  him  in;  then  enter  Joan  la  Pucelle, 
driving  Englishmen  before  her.     Then  enter  Talbot. 

Tal.  Where  is  my  strength,  my  valour,  and  my  force  ? 
Our  English  troops  retire,  I  cannot  stay  them ! 
A  woman,  clad  in  armour,  chaseth  them. 

Enter  La  Pucelle. 

Here,  here  she  comes : I'll  have  a  bout  with  thee ; 

Devil,  or  devil's  dam,  I'll  conjure  thee : 
Blood  will  I  draw  on  thee ',  thou  art  a  witch. 
And  straightway  give  thy  soul  to  him  thou  serv'st. 

*  Pocelle  or  puzzle,]  Pu$sel  means  a  dirty  wench  or  a  drah^  from 
puaa,  ].  e.  mains  foetor,  says  Minsheu. 

*  Bhod  wiU  I  draw  on  thee,]  The  superstition  of  these  times 
taught  that  he  that  could  draw  the  witch's  blood,  was  free  from  her 
power.    Johnson. 
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Pwc.  Come,  come,  'tis  only  I  that  must  disgrace  thee. 

[TheyfigkL 

Tai.  Heavens,  can  you  suffer  hell  so  to  prevail  ? 
My  breast  111  burst  with  straining  of  my  courage, 
And  from  my  shoulders  crack  my  arms  asunder. 
But  I  will  ch&stise  this  high-minded  strumpet. 

Puc  Talbot,  fifiu^well ;  thy  hour  is  not  yet  come  : 
I  must  go  victual  Orleans  forthwith. 
Overtake  me,  if  thou  canst ;  I  scorn  thy  strengtL 
Go,  go,  cheer  up  thy  hunger-starved  men ; 
Help  Salisbury  to  make  his  testament  : 
This  day  is  ours,  as  many  more  shall  be. 

[PucBLLB  enters  the  Town,  with  Soldiers, 

TaiL  My  thoughts  are  whirled  like  a  potter's  wheel ; 
I  know  not  where  I  am,  nor  what  I  do  : 
A  witch,  by  fear  *,  not  force,  like  Hannibal, 
Drives  back  our  troops,  and  conquers  as  she  lists : 
So  bees  with  smoke,  and  doves  with  noisome  stench, 
Are  from  their  hives,  and  houses,  driven  away. 
They  call'd  us,  for  our  fierceness,  English  dogs ; 
Now,  like  to  whelps,  we  crying  run  away, 

\A  short  Alarum, 
Hark,  coimtrymen !  either  renew  the  fight. 
Or  tear  the  lions  out  of  England's  coat ; 
Renoimce  your  soil,  give  sheep  in  lions'  stead : 
Sheep  run  not^half  so  timorous  from  the  wol^ 
Or  horse,  or  oxen,  from  the  leopard, 
As  you  fly  from  your  oft  subdued  slaves. 

[Alarwm.    Another  Skirmitk, 
It  will  not  be : — Retire  into  your  trenches : 
You  all  consented  unto  Salisbury's  death. 
For  none  woidd  strike  a  stroke  in  his  revenge. 
Pucelle  is  enter'd  into  Orleans, 
In  spite  of  us  or  aught  that  we  could  do. 


*  by  feoTy  &c.]    See   Hannibal^s  stratigem   to  escape  bj 

fixing  bundles  of  lighted  twigs  on  the  horns  of  oxen,  recorded  in 
Liry,  lib.  xxii.  c.  16. 
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O,  would  I  were  to  die  with  Salisbury ! 

The  shame  hereof  will  make  me  hide  my  head ! 

[Alarum.    Retreat.    Ewewnt  Talbot  and  his 
Forces,  &c. 

SCENE  VI. 

The  same. 

Enter,   on  the    Walls,    Pucelle,    Charles,    Reiqnier, 
ALEN90N,  and  Soldiers. 

Puc.  Advance  our  waving  colours  on  the  walls  ; 
Rescued  is  Orleans  from  the  English  wolves  f : — 
Thus  Joan  la  Pucelle  hath  performed  her  word. 

Char.  Divinest  creature,  bright  Astreea's  daughter, 
How  shall  I  honour  thee  for  this  success  ? 
Thy  promises  are  like  Adonis'  gardens, 
That  one  day  bloom'd,  and  fruitful  were  the  next. — 
France,  triumph  in  thy  glorious  prophetess ! — 
Recover'd  is  the  town  of  Orleans : 
More  blessed  hap  did  ne'er  befall  our  state. 

Reig.  Why  ring  not  out   the  bells  throughout  tlie 
town  J? 
Dauphin,  command  the  citizens  make  bonfires. 
And  feast  and  banquet  in  the  open  streets, 
To  celebrate  the  joy  that  God  hath  given  us. 

Alen.  All  France  will  be  replete  with  mirth  and  joy, 
When  they  shall  hear  how  we  have  play'd  the  men. 

Char.  'Tis  Joan,  not  we,  by  whom  the  day  is  won  ; 
For  which,  I  will  divide  my  crown  with  her : 
And  all  the  priests  and  friars  in  my  realm 
Shall,  in  procession,  sing  her  endless  praise. 
A  statelier  pyramis  to  her  I'll  rear. 
Than  Rhodope's  *,  or  Memphis',  ever  was : 

f  "  from  the  English  :" — Ma  lone. 

X  "the  bells  aloud  throughout,"  &c.— Malone. 

*  Than    Rhodope'sJ     Rhodope    was   a    famous    strumpet,    who 
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when  she  is  dead, 
m  more  precious 
il'd  coffer  of  Darius  •, 
1)0  at  high  festivals 
nd  queens  of  France. 

Dennis  will  we  cry, 

e  shall  be  France's  saint. 

us  banquet  royaUy, 

lay  of  victory.       [FlouriJi,     Exeunt 


ACT  II. 

DENE  I.     The  same, 

tUes,  a  French  Sergeant,  and  two 
Sentinels. 

your  places,  and  be  vigilant : 

Idier,  you  perceive, 

by  some  apparent  sign, 

edge  at  the  court  of  guard '. 

k,  you  shall  [Exit  Sergeant. 

3  poor  servitors 

by  her  trade.  The  least,  but  roost  finished 
lids,  was  built  by  her.  She  is  said  afterwards 
immetichus,  king  of  Egypt.  Dr.  Johnson 
iiin  means  to  call  Joan  of  Arc  a  strumpet,  all 
:  this  loud  praise  of  her. 
tttf,]  When  Alexander  the  Great  took  the 
ropolb  of  Syria,  amidst  the  other  spoils  and 
sured  up  there,  he  found  an  exceeding  rich 
ist  or  casket,  and  asked  those  about  him  what 
>  be  laid  up  in  it.  When  they  had  seyerally 
»ns,  he  told  them  he  esteemed  nothing  so 
d  in  it  as  Homer's  I&ad. 
vf.]  The  same  phrase  occurs  again  in  OtAello, 
&c.  and  is  equivalent  to  the  modern  term — 
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(When  others  sleep  upon  their  quiet  beds) 
Constrain 'd  to  watch  in  darkness,  rain,  and  cold. 

Enter  Talbot,  Bedford,  Burgundy,  and  Forces,  with 
scaling  Ladders;  their  drums  beating  a  dead  march. 

Tai.  Lord  regent, — ^and  redoubted  Burgundy, — 
By  whose  approach,  the  regions  of  Artois, 
Walloon,  and  Picardy,  are  friends  to  us, — 
This  happy  night  the  Frenchmen  are  secure. 
Having  all  day  carous'd  and  banqueted : 
Embrace  we  then  this  opportimity  ; 
As  fitting  best  to  quittance  their  deceit. 
Contrived  by  art,  and  baleful  sorcery. 

Bed.  Coward  of  France ! — ^how  much  he  wrongs  his 
fame, 
Despairing  of  his  own  arm's  fortitude. 
To  join  with  witches,  and  the  help  of  hell. 

Bmt.  Traitors  have  never  other  company. — 
But  what's  that  Pucelle,  whom  they  term  so  pure  ? 

Tai.  A  maid,  they  say. 

Bed.  A  maid !  and  be  so  martial  f 

Bv/r.  Pray  God,  she  prove  not  masculine  ere  long ; 
If  underneath  the  standard  of  the  French, 
She  carry  armour,  as  she  hath  begun. 

Tai.  Well,  let    them    practise    and    converse    with 
spirits : 
God  is  our  fortress ;  in  whose  conquering  name. 
Let  us  resolve  to  scale  their  flinty  bulwarks. 

Bed.  Ascend,  brave  Talbot ;  we  will  follow  thee. 

Tai.  Not  all  together :  better  far,  I  guess, 
That  we  do  make  our  entrance  several  ways  ; 
That,  if  it  chance  the  one  of  us  do  fail. 
The  other  yet  may  rise  against  their  force. 

Bed.  Agreed  ;  111  to  yon  comer. 

Bur.  And  I  to  this. 

Tai.  And  here    will    Talbot    mount,   or  make    his 
grave. — 
Now,  Salisbury  !  for  thee,  and  for  the  right 

VOL.  V.  T 
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f  English  Henry,  shall  this  night  appear 
!ow  much  in  duty  I  am  bound  to  both. 

[The  English  scale  the  WaUs,  crying  St  GFeorge  ! 
a  Talbot !  and  aU  enter  by  the  Town, 
Sent,  [within,]  Arm,   arm !    the  enemy  doth  make 
assault. 

he  French  leap  over  the  WaUs  in  their  shirts.  Enter , 
several  ways.  Bastard,  ALEN90N,  Rbiqnieb,  half 
ready,  and  half  unready, 

Alen,  How  now,  my  lords  ?  what,  all  unready  so  *  ? 

BaM,  Unready  ?  ay,  and  glad  we  'scap'd  so  welL 

Reig,  'Twas  time,  I  trow,  to  wake  and  leave  our  beds, 

earing  alarums  at  our  chamber  doors. 

Alen,  Of  all  exploits,  since  first  I  follow'd  arms, 

e'er  heard  I  of  a  warlike  enterprize 

ore  venturous,  or  desperate  than  this. 

Ba^  I  think,  this  Talbot  be  a  fiend  of  helL 

Reig.  If  not  of  hell,  the  heavens,  sure,  fiavour  him. 

Alen,  Here  cometh  Charles ;  I  marvel,  how  he  sped. 

Enter  Charles  and  La  Pucelle. 

BaM,  Tut !  holy  Joan  was  his  defensive  guard. 

Char,  Is  this  thy  cunning,  thou  deceitful  dame  ? 

idst  thou  at  first,  to  flatter  lis  withal, 

ake  us  partakers  of  a  little  gain, 

dat  now  our  loss  might  be  ten  times  so  much  ? 

Puc,  Wherefore  is  Charles  impatient  with  his  friend  ? 

t  all  times  will  you  have  my  power  alike  ? 

eeping,  or  waking,  must  I  still  prevail, 

r  will  you  blame  and  lay  the  fault  on  me  ? 

nprovident  soldiers  !  had  your  watch  been  good, 

iis  sudden  mischief  never  could  have  fall'n. 

Char,  Duke  of  Alen9on,  this  was  your  default ; 

"  unready  «o  f]    Unreadtf  was  the  current  word  in  those 

(168  for  undressed. 
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That,  being  captain  of  the  watch  to-night, 
Did  look  no  better  to  that  weighty  charge. 

Alen,  Had  all  your  quarters  been  as  safely  kept, 
As  that  whereof  I  had  the  government. 
We  had  not  been  thus  shamefully  surpriz'd. 

Bast.  Mine  was  secure. 

Reig.  And  so  was  mine,  my  lord. 

Char.  And,  for  myself  most  part  of  all  this  night. 
Within  her  quarter,  and  my  own  precinct, 
I  was  employed  in  passing  to  and  fix), 
About  relieving  of  the  sentinels : 
Then  how,  or  which  way,  should  they  first  break  in  ? 

Pvo.  Question,  my  lords,  no  fiirther  of  the  case. 
How,  or  which  way ;  'tis  sure,  they  found  some  place 
But  weakly  guarded,  where  the  breach  was  made. 
And  now  there  rests  no  other  shift  but  this, — 
To  gather  our  soldiers,  scatter'd  and  dispers'd, 
And  lay  new  platforms^  to  endamage  them. 

Alarum.    Enter  an  English  Soldier,  crying  a  Talbot !  a 
Talbot !  They  fly y  leaving  their  Ghihes  behind. 

Sold.  I'll  be  so  bold  to  take  what  they  have  left. 
The  cry  of  Talbot  serves  me  for  a  sword  ; 
For  I  have  loaden  me  with  many  spoils, 
Using  no  other  weapon  but  his  name.  [Eant 

SCENE  II. 
Orleans.     Within  the  Town. 

Enter  Talbot,  Bedford,  Burgundy,  a  Captain,  and 
Others. 

Bed.  The  day  begins  to  break,  and  night  is  fled, 
Whose  pitchy  mantle  over-veil'd  the  eartL 
Here  sound  retreat,  and  cease  our  hot  pursuit. 

[Retreat  sounded. 

•  platforms  — ]  i.  e.  plans,  schemes. 

T  2 
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Tal.  Bring  forth  the  body  of  old  Salisbury  : 

nd  here  advance  it  in  the  market-place, 

be  middle  centre  of  this  cursed  town. — 

ow  have  I  paid  my  vow  unto  his  soul ; 

)r  every  drop  of  blood  was  drawn  from  him, 

aere  hath  at  least  five  Frenchmen  died  to-night. 

nd,  that  hereafter  ages  may  behold 

hat  ruin  happened  in  revenge  of  him, 

ithin  their  chiefest  temple  I'll  erect 

tomb,  wherein  his  corpse  shall  be  interred  : 
pon  the  which,  that  every  one  may  read, 
mil  be  engrav'd  the  sack  of  Orleans  ; 
le  treacherous  manner  of  his  mournful  death, 
nd  what  a  terror  he  had  been  to  France, 
it,  lords,  in  all  our  bloody  massacre, 
muse,  we  met  not  with  the  Dauphin's  grace  ; 
is  new-come  champion,  virtuous  Joan  of  Arc  ; 
or  any  of  his  false  confederates. 

Bed.  'Tis  thought,  lord  Talbot,  when  the  fight  began, 
aus'd  on  the  sudden  from  their  drowsy  beds, 
ley  did,  amongst  the  troops  of  armed  men, 
jap  o'er  the  walls  for  refuge  in  the  field. 

Bur.  Myself  (as  far  as  I  could  well  discern, 
)r  smoke,  and  dusky  vapours  of  the  night,) 
m  sure,  I  scar'd  the  Dauphin,  and  his  trull ; 
hen  arm  in  arm  they  both  came  swiftly  running, 
ke  to  a  pair  of  loving  turtle-doves, 
lat  could  not  live  asunder  day  or  night, 
fter  that  things  are  set  in  order  here, 
e'll  follow  them  with  all  the  power  we  have. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  All   hail,   my  lords !    which   of  this   princely 

train 
ill  ye  the  warlike  Talbot,  for  his  acts 
)  much  applauded  through  the  realm  of  France  ? 

Tal.  Here  is  the  Talbot ;  who  would  speak  with  him  ? 

Mess.  The  virtuous  lady,  countess  of  Auvergne, 
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With  modesty  admiring  thy  renown, 

By  me  entreats,  good  lord,  thou  wouldst  vouchsafe 

To  visit  her  poor  castle  where  she  lies  * ; 

That  she  may  boast,  she  hath  beheld  the  man 

Whose  glory  fills  the  world  with  loud  report. 

Bur.  Is  it  even  so  ?    Nay,  then,  I  see,  our  wars 
Will  turn  unto  a  peaceful  comick  sport. 
When  ladies  crave  to  be  encountered  with. — 
You  may  not,  my  lord,  despise  her  gentle  suit. 

Tal.  Ne'er  trust  me  then ;  for,  when  a  world  of  men 
Could  not  prevail  with  aU  their  oratory. 
Yet  hath  a  woman's  kindness  over-ruled : — 
And  therefore  tell  her,  I  return  great  thanks  ; 
And  in  submission  will  attend  on  her. — 
WiU  not  your  honours  bear  me  company  ? 

Bed,  No,  truly  ;  it  is  more  than  manners  will : 
And  I  have  heard  it  said, — Unbidden  guests 
Are  often  welcomest  when  they  are  gone. 

TaL  Well  then,  alone,  since  there's  no  remedy, 
I  mean  to  prove  this  lady's  courtesy. 
Come   hither,  captain,  [whispers.] — You   perceive   my 
mind. 

Capt.  I  do,  my  lord ;  and  mean  accordingly.  [Exeuv* 


SCENE  III. 

Auvergne.     Court  of  the  Castle. 

Enter  the  Coimtess  cmd  her  Porter. 

Cotmt.  Porter,  remember  what  I  gave  in  charge  ; 

And  when  you  have  done  so,  bring  the  keys  to  me. 
Port.  Madam,  I  will.  [JEn 

Cotmt.  The  plot  is  laid :  if  all  things  fall  out  right, 

I  shall  as  famous  be  by  this  exploit. 

As  Scythian  Thomyris  by  Cyrus'  death. 

*  where  she  lies  ;]  i.e.  where  she  dwells. 
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at  is  the  rumour  of  this  dreadful  knight, 
i  his  achievements  of  no  less  account : 
1  would  mine  eyes  be  witness  with  mine  ears, 
five  their  censure  *  of  these  rare  reports. 

Enter  Messenger  <md  Talbot. 

(ess.  Madam, 

ording  as  your  ladyship  desir'd, 

message  crav'd,  so  is  lord  Talbot  come. 

ourU,  And  he  is  welcome.    What !  is  this  the  man  ? 

(ess.  Madam,  it  is. 

^ount.  Is  this  the  scourge  of  France  ? 

bis  the  Talbot  so  much  fear'd  abroad, 

t  with  his  name  the  mothers  still  their  babes  ? 

e,  report  is  fabulous  and  false : 

ought,  I  should  have  seen  some  Hercules, 

&cond  Hector,  for  his  grim  asp^t, 

I  large  proportion  of  his  strong-knit  limbs. 

3 !  this  is  a  child,  a  silly  dwarf: 

annot  be,  this  weak  and  writhled'  shrimp 

old  strike  such  terror  to  his  enemies. 

(d.  Madam,  I  have  been  bold  to  trouble  you  : 

,  since  your  ladyship  is  not  at  leisure, 

jort  some  other  time  to  visit  you. 

oimt  What  means  he  now  ? — Go  ask  him,  whither 

he  goes. 
less.  Stay,  my  lord  Talbot ;  for  my  lady  craves 
enow  the  cause  of  your  abrupt  departure. 
al.  Marry,  for  that  she's  in  a  wrong  belief, 
to  certify  her,  Talbot's  here. 

Re-enter  Porter,  with  Keys. 

owit.  If  thou  be  he,  then  art  thou  prisoner. 
(d.  Prisoner  !  to  whom  ? 

'  their  censure  — ]  i.  e.  their  opinion. 

writhled  — 1  i.  e.  wrinkled. 
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Count.  To  me,  blood-thirsty  lord  ; 

And  for  that  cause  I  train'd  thee  to  my  house. 
Long  time  thy  shadow  hath  been  thrall  to  me, 
For  in  my  gallery  thy  picture  hangs : 
But  now  the  substance  shall  endure  the  like ; 
And  I  will  chain  these  legs  and  arms  of  thine, 
That  hast  by  tyranny,  these  many  years, 
Wasted  our  coimtry,  slain  our  citizens, 
And  sent  our  sons  and  husbands  captivate. 

Tal.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

CovmL  Laughest  thou,  wretch  ?  thy  mirth  shall  turn 
to  moan. 

Tal,  I  laugh  to  see  your  ladyship  so  fond  *, 
To  think  that  you  have  aught  but  Talbot's  shadow. 
Whereon  to  practice  your  severity. 

Covmt,  Why,  art  not  thou  the  man  ? 

Tai,  I  am  indeed. 

Cownit.  Then  have  I  substance  too. 

Tal.  No,  no,  I  am  but  shadow  of  myself : 
You  are  deceived,  my  substance  is  not  here  ; 
For  what  you  see,  is  but  the  smallest  part 
And  least  proportion  of  humanity  : 
I  tell  you,  madam,  were  the  whole  frame  here, 
It  is  of  such  a  spacious  lofty  pitch, 
Your  roof  were  not  sufficient  to  contain  it. 

Covmt.  This  is  a  riddling  merchant  for  the  nonce  ; 
He  will  be  here,  and  yet  he  is  not  here  : 
How  can  these  contrarieties  agree  ? 

Tal.  That  will  I  show  you  presently. 

He  wmds  a  Horn.    Drv/ma  heard;  then  a  Peal  of  Ord- 
nance.    The  Gates  being  forced,  enter  Soldiers. 

How  say  you,  madam  ?  are  you  now  persuaded. 
That  Talbot  is  but  shadow  of  himself  ? 

*  so  fond,]  i.  e.  so  foolish. 
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)  are  his  substance,  sinews,  arms,  and  strength, 
which  he  yoketh  your  rebellious  necks  ; 
ih  your  cities,  and  subverts  your  towns, 
in  a  moment  makes  them  desolate. 
mt.  Victorious  Talbot !  pardon  my  abuse : 
thou  art  no  less  than  fame  hath  bruited  *, 
nore  than  may  be  gathered  by  thy  shape. 
ly  presumption  not  provoke  thy  wrath  ; 
am  sorry,  that  with  reverence 
not  entertain  thee  as  thou  art. 
L  Be  not  disma/d,  £adr  lady  ;  nor  misconstrue 
lind  of  Talbot,  as  you  did  mistake 
utward  composition  of  his  body, 
you  have  done,  hath  not  offended  me : 
her  satis£etction  do  I  crave, 
nly  (with  your  patience,)  that  we  may 
of  your  wine,  and  see  what  cates  you  have ; 
)ldiers'  stomachs  always  serve  them  well. 
mt.  With  all  my  heart ;  and  think  me  honoured 
tst  so  great  a  warrior  in  my  house.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV. 

London.     The  Temple  Garden. 

the  Earls  of  Somebset,  Suffolk,  and  Warwick  ; 
iHAKD  Plantaoenet,  Vernon,  and  another 
vjer. 

n.  Great  lords,  and  gentlemen,  what  means  this 

silence  ? 
Qo  man  answer  in  a  case  of  truth  ? 
'  Within  the  Temple  hall  we  were  too  loud  ; 
arden  here  is  more  convenient. 

—  bruited^]     To  bruit  is  to  proclaim  with  noise,  to  announce 
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Plan.  Then  say  at  once,  If  I  maintain'd  the  truth  ; 
Or,  else,  was  wrangling  Somerset  in  the  error  ? 

8uf,  Taith,  I  have  been  a  truant  in  the  law  ; 
And  never  yet  could  frame  my  will  to  it ; 
And,  therefore,  frame  the  law  unto  my  will 

Som.  Judge   you,   my  lord  of    Warwick,   then  be- 
tween us. 

War.  Between   two  hawks,   which  flies  the  higher 
pitch, 
Between  two  dogs,  which  hath  the  deeper  mouth. 
Between  two  blades,  which  bears  the  better  temper, 
Between  two  horses,  which  doth  bear  him  best  *, 
Between  two  girls,  which  hath  the  merriest  eye, 
I  have,  perhaps,  some  shallow  spirit  of  judgment : 
But  in  these  nice  sharp  quillets  of  the  law, 
Qood  faith,  I  am  no  wiser  than  a  daw. 

Pkm,  Tut,  tut,  here  is  a  mannerly  forbearance : 
The  truth  appears  so  naked  on  my  side. 
That  any  purblind  eye  may  find  it  out. 

80m.  And  on  my  side  it  is  so  well  apparell'd. 
So  clear,  so  shining,  and  so  evident. 
That  it  will  glimmer  through  a  blind  man's  eye. 

Pkm.  Since  you  are  tongue-t/d,  and  so    loath    to 


In  dumb  significants  proclaim  your  thoughts : 
Let  him,  that  is  a  true-bom  gentleman. 
And  stands  upon  the  honour  of  his  birth. 
If  he  suppose  that  I  have  pleaded  truth, 
From  off  this  brier  pluck  a  white  rose  with  me. 

Som.  Let  him  that  is  no  coward,  nor  no  flatterer, 
But  dare  maintain  the  party  of  the  truth. 
Pluck  a  red  rose  from  off  this  thorn  with  me. 

War.  I  love  no  colours ' ;  and,  without  all  colour 
Of  base  insinuating  flattery, 
I  pluck  this  white  rose,  with  Plantagenet. 

•  bear  him  best,]  i.  e.  regulate  his  motions  most  adroitly. 

7  I  love  no  colours  ;]  Colours  is  here  used  ambiguously  for  tints 
and  deceits. 
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8uf.  I  pluck  this  red  rose,  with  young  Somerset ; 

id  say  withal,  I  think  he  held  the  right. 

Ver,  Stay,  lords,  and  gentlemen  ;  and  pluck  no  more, 

11  you  conclude — ^that  he,  upon  whose  side 

le  fewest  roses  are  cropp!d  from  the  tree, 

all  yield  the  other  in  the  right  opinion. 

80m,  Good  master  Vernon,  it  is  well  objected  • ; 

I  have  fewest,  I  subscribe  in  silence. 

Pkm,  And  I. 

Ver,  Then,  for  the  truth  and  plainness  of  the  case, 

>luck  this  pale  and  maiden  blossom  here, 

nng  my  verdict  on  the  white  rose  side. 

Som,  Prick  not  your  finger  as  you  pluck  it  off; 

st,  bleeding,  you  do  paint  the  white  rose  red, 

id  fidl  on  my  side  so  against  your  will. 

Ver,  If  I,  my  lord,  for  my  opinion  bleed, 

inion  shall  be  surgeon  to  my  hurt, 

id  keep  me  on  the  side  where  still  I  am. 

Som,  Well,  well,  come  on  :  Who  else  ? 

Law.  Unless  my  study  and  my  books  be  &lse, 

e  argument  you  held,  was  wrong  in  you ; 

[To  Somerset. 
sign  whereof,  I  pluck  a  white  rose  too. 
FUm.  Now,  Somerset,  where  is  your  argument  ? 
?om.  Here,  in  my  scabbard  ;  meditating  that, 
all  die  your  white  rose  in  a  bloody  red. 
Plan,  Mean  time,   your  cheeks  do  counterfeit  our 

roses; 
r  pale  they  look  with  fear,  as  witnessing 
e  truth  on  our  side. 
Som.  No,  Plantagenet, 

9  not  for  fear  ;  but  anger, — that  thy  cheeks 
ish  for  pure  shame,  to  coimterfeit  our  roses  ; 
id  yet  thy  tongue  will  not  confess  thy  error. 
Plan.  Hath  not  thy  rose  a  canker,  Somerset  ? 


well  objected;]     Properly  thrown  in  our  way,  justly  pro- 

cd. 
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Som,  Hath  not  thy  rose  a  thorn,  Plantagenet  ? 

Plan,  Ay,  sharp  and  piercing,  to  maintain  his  tmth  ; 
Whiles  thy  consuming  canker  eats  his  feilsehood. 

8om.  Well,  I'll  find  fiiends  to  wear  my  bleeding- 
roses. 
That  shall  maintain  what  I  have  said  is  true, 
Where  fidse  Plantagenet  dare  not  be  seen. 

Plan.  Now,  by  this  maiden  blossom  in  my  hand, 
I  scorn  thee  and  thy  fashion -f,  peevish  boy. 

Suf.  Turn  not  thy  scorns  tliis  way,  Plantagenet. 

Plan.  Proud  Poole,  I  will ;  and  scorn  both  him  and 
thee. 

8uf.  m  turn  my  part  thereof  into  thy  throat. 

Som.  AwB,j,  away,  good  William  De-la-Poole ! 
We  grace  the  yeoman,  by  conversing  with  him. 

War.  Now,  by  God's  will,  thou  wrong'st  him,   So- 
merset; 
His  grandfether  was  Lionel,  duke  of  Clarence, 
Third  son  to  the  third  Edward  king  of  England ; 
Spring  crestless  yeomen'  from  so  deep  a  root  ? 

Pla/n.  He  bears  him  on  the  place's  privilege  *, 
Or  durst  not,  for  his  craven  heart,  say  thus. 

Som.  By  him  that  made  me.  111  maintain  my  words 
On  any  plot  of  ground  in  Christendom : 
Was  not  thy  fitther,  Richard,  earl  of  Cambridge, 
For  treason  executed  in  our  late  king's  days  ? 
And,  by  his  treason,  stand'st  not  thou  attainted. 
Corrupted,  and  exempt  *  from  ancient  gentry  ? 
His  trespass  yet  lives  guilty  in  thy  blood ; 
And,  till  thou  be  restor'd,  thou  art  a  yeoman. 

Plan.  My  father  was  attached,  not  attainted ; 
Condemn'd  to  die  for  treason,  but  no  traitor ; 

t  ••fiMrtion," — Malone. 

• crestless  yeomen  — ]    i.  e.  those  who  have    no  right  to 

arms. 

>  He  bears  him  on  the  places  privilege,]  The  Temple,  being  a 
religious  house,  was  an  asylum,  a  place  of  exemption  from  violence, 
revenge,  and  bloodshed.    Johnson. 

*  Corrupiedy  and  exempt  — ]     Exempt  for  excluded. 
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And  that  I'll  prove  on  better  men  than  Somerset, 
Were  growing  time  once  ripen'd  to  my  will 
For  your  partaker  Poole  *,  and  you  yourself, 
111  note  you  in  my  book  of  memory, 
To  scourge  you  for  this  apprehension  * : 
Look  to  it  well ;  and  say  you  are  well  wam'd. 

Som.  Ay,  thou  shalt  find  us  ready  for  thee  stiU : 
And  know  us,  by  these  colours,  for  thy  foes ; 
For  these  my  friends,  in  spite  of  thee,  shall  wear. 

Plan.  And,  by  my  soul,  this  pale  and  angry  rose, 
As  cognizance  of  my  blood-drinking  hate, 
Will  I  for  ever,  and  my  fetction,  wear ; 
Until  it  wither  with  me  to  my  grave. 
Or  flourish  to  the  height  of  my  degree. 

Suf.  Go  forward,  and  be  chok'd  with  thy  ambition  ! 
And  so  fitrewell,  until  I  meet  thee  next.  [Exit. 

Som.  Have  with  thee,   Poole. — Farewell,  ambitious 
Richard.  [Exit 

Plan.  How   I   am    brav'd,   and    must    perforce    en- 
dure it ! 

War.  This  blot,  that  they  object  against  your  house. 
Shall  be  wip'd  out  in  the  next  parliament, 
Call'd  for  the  truce  of  Winchester  and  Gloster : 
And,  if  thou  be  not  then  created  York, 
I  will  not  live  to  be  accounted  Warwick. 
Mean  time,  in  signal  of  my  love  to  thee. 
Against  proud  Somerset,  and  William  Poole, 
Will  I  upon  thy  party  wear  this  rose : 
And  here  I  prophesy, — This  brawl  to-day, 
Grown  to  this  faction,  in  the  Temple  garden. 
Shall  send,  between  the  red  rose  and  the  white, 
A  thousand  souls  to  death  and  deadly  night. 

Plait.  Good  master  Vernon,  I  am  bound  to  you, 
That  you  on  my  behalf  would  pluck  a  flower. 

'  For  your  partaker  Pooled  Partaker  in  ancient  language  signi- 
fies one  who  taket  part  with  another,  an  accomplice^  a  confederate. 

^  To  scourge  you  for  this  apprehension  :]  Apprehension,  i.  e. 
opinion. 
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Ver,  In  your  behalf  still  will  I  wear  the  same. 

Law.  And  so  will  I. 

Plan,  Thanks,  gentle  sir. 
Come,  let  us  four  to  dinner :  I  dare  say, 
This  quarrel  will  drink  blood  another  day.  [Eaaeunt, 


SCENE  V. 
The  same.     A  Room  in  the  Tower. 

Enter  Mortimer,  brought  in  a  Chair  by  two  Keepers. 

Mar.  Kind  keepers  of  my  weak  decaying  age, 
Let  dying  Mortimer  here  rest  himself — 
Even  like  a  man  new  haled  from  the  rack, 
So  fare  my  limbs  with  long  imprisonment : 
And  these  grey  locks,  the  pursuivants  of  death  *, 
Nestor-like  aged,  in  an  age  of  care. 
Argue  the  end  of  Edmund  Mortimer. 
These  eyes, — ^like  lamps  whose  wasting  oil  is  spent, — 
Wax  dim,  as  drawing  to  their  exigent  * : 
Weak  shoulders,  overborne  with  burd'ning  grief; 
And  pithless  arms,  like  to  a  withered  vine 
That  droops  his  sapless  branches  to  the  ground : — 
Yet  are  these  feet — whose  strengthless  stay  is  numb, 
Unable  to  support  this  lump  of  clay, — 
Swift-winged  with  desire  to  get  a  grave. 
As  witting  I  no  other  comfort  have. — 
But  tell  me,  keeper,  will  my  nephew  come  ? 

1  Keep.  Richard  Plantagenet,  my  lord,  will  come. 
We  sent  unto  the  Temple,  to  his  chamber ; 
An  answer  was  retum'd,  that  he  will  come. 

Mor.  Enough  ;  my  soul  shall  then  be  satisfied. — 
Poor  gentleman !  his  wrong  doth  equal  mine. 
Since  Henry  Monmouth  first  began  to  reign, 

• pursuivants    of  deaths]       PumiivantSf  the   heralds  that, 

forerunning  death,  proclaim  its  approach. 

•  as  draioing  to  their  exigent :]     Exigent^  end . 


Digitized  by 


Google 


286  FIRST  PART  OF  Act  IL 

(Before  whose  glory  I  was  great  in  anns,) 

This  loathsome  sequestration  have  I  had ; 

And  even  since  then  hath  Richard  been  obscur'd, 

Deprived  of  honour  and  inheritance : 

But  now,  the  arbitrator  of  despairs, 

Just  death,  kind  umpire '  of  men's  miseries. 

With  sweet  enlargement  doth  dismiss  me  hence ; 

I  would,  his  troubles  likewise  were  expir'd. 

That  so  he  might  recover  what  was  lost. 

Ihiter  Richard  Plantagenet. 

1  Keep.  My  lord,  your  loving  nephew  now  is  come. 

Mor,  Richard  Plantagenet,  my  friend  ?  Is  he  come  ? 

Plan,  Ay,  noble  uncle,  thus  ignobly  us'd. 
Your  nephew,  late-despised*  Richard,  comes. 

Mor.  Direct  mine  arms,  I  may  embrace  his  neck, 
And  in  his  bosom  spend  my  latter  gasp : 
0,  tell  me,  when  my  lips  do  touch  his  cheeks," 
That  I  may  kindly  give  one  fainting  kiss. — 
And  now  declare,  sweet  stem  fix)m  York's  great  stock. 
Why  didst  thou  say— of  late  thou  wert  despis'd  ? 

Plan.  First,  lean  thine  aged  back  against  mine  arm ; 
And,  in  that  ease,  I'll  tell  thee  my  disease*. 
This  day,  in  argument  upon  a  case, 
Some  words  there  grew  'twixt  Somerset  and  me : 
Among  which  terms,  he  used  his  lavish  tongue. 
And  did  upbraid  me  with  my  father's  death  ; 
Which  obloquy  set  bars  before  my  tongue, 
Else  with  the  like  I  had  requited  him : 
Therefore,  good  uncle, — for  my  fether's  sake, 
In  honour  of  a  true  Plantagenet, . 


'  the  arbitrator  of  despairs. 


Just  death,  kind  umpire  — ]  That  is,  he  that  terminates  or 
concludes  misery.     The  ezpression  is  harsh,  and  forced.     Johnson. 

« laie^spised  — ]  i.  e.  lately  despised. 

*  rU  tell  thee  my  disease.]    Disease  seems  to  be  here  im- 

easiness,  or  discontent. 
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And  for  alliance'  sake, — declare  the  cause 
My  fether,  earl  of  Cambridge,  lost  his  head. 

Mor.  That  cause,  fair  nephew,  that  imprisoned  me, 
And  hath  detained  me,  all  my  flowering  youth, 
Within  a  loathsome  dungeon,  there  to  pine. 
Was  cursed  instrument  of  his  decease. 

Plaiu  Discover  more  at  large  what  cause  that  was ; 
For  I  am  ignorant,  and  cannot  guess. 

Mor.  I  will ;  if  that  my  fading  breath  permit, 
And  death  approach  not  ere  my  tale  be  done. 
Henry  the  fourth,  grand&ther  to  this  king, 
Depos'd  his  nephew  Richard ;  Edward's  son. 
The  first-begotten,  and  the  lawftd  heir 
Of  Edward  king,  the  third  of  that  descent : 
During  whose  reign,  the  Percies  of  the  north. 
Finding  his  usurpation  most  unjust, 
Endeavour'd  my  advancement  to  the  throne : 
The  reason  moved  these  warlike  lords  to  this. 
Was — ^for  that  (young  king  Richard  thus  removed, 
Leaving  no  heir  begotten  of  his  body,) 
I  was  the  next  by  birth  and  parentage ; 
For  by  my  mother  I  derived  am 
From  Lionel  duke  of  Clarence,  the  third  son 
To  king  Edward  the  third,  whereas  he 
From  John  of  Guunt  doth  bring  his  pedigree. 
Being  but  fourth  of  that  heroick  line. 
But  mark ;  as,  in  this  haughty  great  attempt  *, 
They  laboured  to  plant  the  rightfiil  heir, 
I  lost  my  liberty,  and  they  their  lives. 
Long  after  this,  when  Henry  the  fifth, — 
Succeeding  his  isXher  Bolingbroke, — did  reign, 
Thy  fether,  earl  of  Cambridge, — ^then  deriv'd 
From  famous  Edmund  Langley,  duke  of  York, — 
Marrying  my  sister,  that  thy  mother  was, 
Again,  in  pity  of  my  hard  distress, 
Iievied  an  army ;  weening  to  redeem, 

*  m  thit  haughty  great  attempt,]     Haughty  is  high. 
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Aiid  have  installed  me  in  the  diadem : 
But,  as  the  rest,  so  fell  that  noble  earl. 
And  was  beheaded     Thus  the  Mortimers, 
In  whom  the  title  rested,  were  suppress'd. 

Plan.  Of  which,  my  lord,  your  honour  is  the  last. 

Mor.  True ;  and  thou  seest,  that  I  no  issue  have ; 
And  that  my  fainting  words  do  warrant  death : 
Thou  art  my  heir ;  the  rest,  I  wish  thee  gather* ; 
And  yet  be  wary  in  thy  studious  care. 

Plan.  Thy  grave  admonishments  prevail  with  me : 
But  yet,  methinks,  my  father's  execution 
Was  nothing  less  than  bloody  tyranny. 

Mor.  With  silence,  nephew,  be  thou  politick  ; 
Strong  fixed  is  the  house  of  Lancaster, 
And,  like  a  mountain,  not  to  be  removed. 
But  now  thy  uncle  is  removing  hence  ; 
As  princes  do  their  courts,  when  they  are  cloy'd 
With  long  continuance  in  a  settled  place. 

Plan.  0,  uncle,  'would  some  part  of  my  young  years 
Might  but  redeem  the  passage  of  your  age ! 

Mor.  Thou  dost  then  wrong  me  ;  as  the  slaught'rer 
doth, 
Which  giveth  many  wounds,  when  one  will  kill. 
Mourn  not,  except  thou  sorrow  for  my  good ; 
Only,  give  order  for  my  ftineral ; 
And  so  farewell ;  and  fair  be  all  thy  hopes ! 
And  prosperous  be  thy  life,  in  peace,  and  war !      [Dies. 

Plan.  And  peace,  no  war,  befal  thy  parting  soul ! 
In  prison  hast  thou  spent  a  pilgrimage. 
And  like  a  hermit  overpass'd  thy  days. — 
Well,  I  will  lock  his  coimsel  in  my  breast ; 
And  what  I  do  imagine,  let  that  rest. — 
Keepers,  convey  him  hence :  and  I  myself 
Will  see  his  burial  better  than  his  life. — 

[Exeunt  Keepers,  bearing  out  Mortimer, 

'  Thou  art  my  heir ;  the  rest,  I  wish  thee  gather ;]  The  sense 
is — I  acknowledge  thee  to  be  my  heir  ;  the  consequences  which 
may  be  collected  from  thence,  I  recommend  it  to  thee  to  draw. 
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Here  dies  the  dusky  torch  of  Mortimer, 

Chok'd  with  ambition  of  the  meaner  sort : — 

And,  for  those  wrongs,  those  bitter  injuries, 

Which  Somerset  hath  offer'd  to  my  house, — 

I  doubt  not,  but  with  honour  to  redress : 

And  therefore  haste  I  to  the  parliament ; 

Either  to  be  restored  to  my  blood, 

Or  make  my  ill  *  the  advantage  of  my  good.  [Eajit, 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I,— The  same.    The  ParKament  House, 

Flourish,  Enter  King  Hbney,  Exbtbb,  Gloster, 
Waewiok,  Somersbt,  and  Suffolk;  the  Bishop  of 
Winchester,  Riohabd  PLAirrAaBNET,  and  Others, 
Glostkb  offers  to  put  wp  ahiU* ;  Winchester  snatches 
it,  and  tears  it 

Win.  Com'st  thou  with  deep  premeditated  lines. 
With  written  pamphlets  studiously  devis'd, 
Humphrey  of  Gloster?  if  thou  canst  accuse, 
Or  aught  intend'st  to  lay  unto  my  charge. 
Do  it  without  invention  suddenly ; 
As  I  with  sudden  and  extemporal  speech 
Purpose  to  answer  what  thou  canst  object. 

Olo.  Presumptuous  priest !  this  place  commands  my 
patience, 
Or  thou  should'st  find  thou  hast  dishonoured  me. 
Think  not,  although  in  writing  I  preferr'd 
The  manner  of  thy  vile  outrageous  crimes. 
That  therefore  I  have  forged,  or  am  not  able 
Verbatim  to  rehearse  the  method  of  my  pen : 

'  Or  make  my  ill  — ]     My  iU^  is  my  ill  usage. 

^  put  up  a  biii;]  i.  e.  articles  of  accusatiou,  for  in  this  sense 

the  word  bill  was  sometimes  used. 

VOL.  V.  U 
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prelate ;  such  is  thy  audacious  wickedness, 

lewd,  pestiferous,  and  dissentious  pranks, 
rery  in&nts  prattle  of  thy  pride, 
u  art  a  most  pernicious  usurer ; 
vard  by  nature,  enemy  to  peace ; 
^vious,  wanton,  more  than  well  beseems 
lan  of  thy  profession,  and  degree ; 
I  for  thy  treachery.  What's  more  manifest  ? 
hat  thou  laidst  a  trap  to  take  my  life, 
wrell  at  London  bridge,  as  at  the  Tower  ? 
ide,  I  fear  me,  if  thy  thoughts  were  sifted, 

king,  thy  sovereign,  is  not  quite  exempt 
Qtt  envious  malice  of  thy  swelling  heart. 
Tin.  Gloster,  I  do  defy  thee. — Lords,  vouchsafe 
five  me  hearing  what  I  shall  reply. 

were  covetous,  ambitious,  or  perverse, 
be  will  have  me.  How  am  I  so  poor  ? 
low  haps  it,  I  seek  not  to  advance 
raise  myself,  but  keep  my  wonted  calling  ? 
I  for  dissention.  Who  preferreth  peace 
■e  than  I  do, — except  I  be  provoked  ? 
my  good  lords,  it  is  not  that  offends ; 
3  not  that,  that  hath  incens'd  the  duke : 
5,  because  no  one  should  sway  but  he ; 
one,  but  he,  should  be  about  the  king ; 
1  that  engenders  thunder  in  his  breast, 
1  makes  him  roar  these  accusations  forth. 

he  shall  know,  I  am  as  good 

%.  As  good  ? 

u  bastard  of  my  grandfiither ' ! — 

Vin,  Ay,  lordly  sir ;  For  what  are  you,  I  pray, 

one  imperious  in  another's  throne  ? 
'fo.  Am  I  not  the  protector,  saucy  priest  ? 
Vin,  And  am  I  not  a  prelate  of  the  church  ? 

^-^  TTtou  bastard  of  my  grandjather !]  The  bUhop  of  Win- 
ter was  an  illegitimate  son  of  John  of  Gaunt,  duke  of  Lan- 
;r,  by  Catharine  Swynford,  whom  the  duke  afterwards 
•ied. 
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Olo.  Yes,  as  an  outlaw  in  a  castle  keeps, 
And  useth  it  to  patronage  his  theft. 

Win.  Unreverent  Gloster ! 

Olo.  Thou  art  reverent 

Touching  thy  spiritual  function,  not  thy  life. 

Win.  This  Rome  shall  remedy  f . 

War.  Roam  thither  then  *. 

Som.  My  lord,  it  were  your  duty  to  forbear. 

War.  Ay,  see  the  bishop  be  not  overborne. 

Som.  Methinks,  my  lord  should  be  religious. 
And  know  the  office  that  belongs  to  such. 

War.  Methinks,  his  lordship  should  be  humbler ; 
It  fitteth  not  a  prelate  so  to  plead. 

Som.  Yes,  when  his  holy  state  is  touched  so  near. 

War.  State  holy,  or  unhallow'd,  what  of  that  ? 
Is  not  his  grace  protector  to  the  king  ? 

Plan.  Plantagenet,  I  see,  must  hold  his  tongue ; 
Lest  it  be  said,  SpeaJc,  sirrah,  when  you  shotUd; 
Must  your  bold  verdict  enter  talk  with  lords  t 
Else  would  I  have  a  fling  at  Winchester.  yAside. 

K.  Hen.  Uncles  of  Gloster,  and  of  Winchester, 
The  special  watchmen  of  our  English  weal ; 
I  would  prevail,  if  prayers  might  prevail. 
To  join  your  hearts  in  love  and  amity. 
0,  what  a  scandal  is  it  to  our  crown. 
That  two  such  noble  peers  as  ye,  should  jar ! 
Believe  me,  lords,  my  tender  years  can  tell. 
Civil  dissention  is  a  viperous  worm. 
That  gnaws  the  bowels  of  the  commonwealth. — 

[A  noise  within  ;  Down  with  the  tawny  coats ! 
What  tumult's  this  ? 

War.  An  uproar,  I  dare  warrant. 

Begun  through  malice  of  the  bishop's  men. 

YA  noise  Qjgain ;  Stones!  Stones! 

f  *'  Rome  shall  remedy  this." — Malone. 

*  Roam  Hither  ihen.]  Boom  to  Rome.  To  roam  is  supposed  to 
be  deriTed  from  the  cant  of  rag^onds,  who  often  pretended  a 
pilgrimage  to  Rome.    Johnson. 
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Enter  the  Mayor  of  London,  attetided. 

May,  0,  my  good  lords, — and  virtuous  Henry, — 
*ity  the  city  of  London,  pity  us ! 
'he  bishop  and  the  duke  of  Gloster  s  men, 
'orbidden  late  to  carry  any  weapon, 
lave  fiird  their  pockets  full  of  pebble  stones ; 
Lnd,  banding  themselves  in  contrary  parts, 
>o  pelt  so  fast  at  one  another's  pate, 
Tiat  many  have  their  giddy  brains  knocked  out : 
►ur  windows  are  broke  down  in  every  street, 
ind  we,  for  fear,  compell'd  to  shut  our  shops. 

'nter,  skirmishing,  the  Retainers  of  Gloster  and  Win- 
chester, tvith  bloody  partes, 

K,  Hen,  We  charge  you,  on  allegiance  to  ourself, 
o  hold  your  slaught'ring  hands,  and  keep  the  peace, 
ray,  uncle  Gloster,  mitigate  this  strife. 

1  Serv,  Nay,  if  we  be 

orbidden  stones,  well  fall  to  it  with  our  teeth. 

2  Serv,  Do  what  ye  dare,  we  are  as  resolute. 

[Skirmish  again. 

Oh.  You  of  my  household,  leave  this  peevish  broil, 
lud  set  this  xmaccustom'd  fight  ^  aside. 

1  Serv.  My  lord,  we  know  your  grace  to  be  a  man 
ust  and  upright ;  and,  for  your  royal  birth, 
iferior  to  none,  but  his  majesty  f : 
.nd,  ere  that  we  will  suffer  such  a  prince, 
0  kind  a  father  of  the  commonweal, 
o  be  disgraced  by  an  inkhom  mate ', 
Te,  and  our  wives,  and  children,  all  will  fight, 
.nd  have  our  bodies  slaughtered  by  thy  foes. 

7  unaccustomed ^A/  — ]    Unaccuttoni'd  is  unseemfy,  indecent. 

f  "but  to  his  miuesty  :"— Malonb. 

^  an  inkhom  matey]    A  bookman.     It  was  a  term  of  reproach 

the  time  towards  men  of  learning,  or  men  affecting  to  be  learned. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


r 


Scene!  KING  HENRY   VI.  293 

2  Serv.  Ay,  and  the  very  parings  of  our  nails 
Shall  pitch  a  field,  when  we  are  dead.    [Skirmish  again, 

Glo.  Stay,  stay,  I  say ! . 

And,  if  you  love  me,  as  you  say  you  do, 
Let  me  persuade  you  to  forbear  a  while. 

K.  Hen.  0,  how  this  discord  doth  afflict  my  soul ! — 
Can  you,  my  lord  of  Winchester,  behold 
My  sighs  and  tears,  and  will  not  once  relent  ? 
Who  should  be  pitifiil,  if  you  be  not  ? 
Or  who  should  study  to  prefer  a  peace, 
If  holy  churchmen  take  delight  in  broils  ? 

War,  My    lord    protector,    yield  f  ;  —  yield,    Win- 
chester ; — 
Except  you  mean,  with  obstinate  repulse. 
To  slay  your  sovereign,  and  destroy  the  realm. 
You  see  what  mischief,  and  what  murder  too. 
Hath  been  enacted  through  your  enmity ; 
Then  be  at  peace,  except  ye  thirst  for  blood. 

Win.  He  shall  submit,  or  I  will  never  yield. 

Olo.  Compassion  on  the  king  commands  me  stoop  ; 
Or  I  would  see  his  heart  out,  ere  the  priest 
Should  ever  get  that  privilege  of  me. 

War.  Behold,  my  lord  of  Winchester,  the  duke 
Hath  banish'd  moody  discontented  fury. 
As  by  his  smoothed  brows  it  doth  appear : 
Why  look  you  still  so  stem,  and  tragical  ? 

Olo.  Here,  Winchester,  I  offer  thee  my  hand. 

K.  Hen.  Fye,   uncle    Beaufort !     I  have   heard  yon 
preach. 
That  malice  was  a  great  and  grievous  sin : 
And  will  not  you  maintain  the  thing  you  teach, 
But  prove  a  chief  offender  in  the  same  ? 

War.  Sweet  king! — the  bishop  hath  a  kindly  gird*. — 
For  shame,  my  lord  of  Winchester !  relent ; 
What,  shall  a  child  instinict  you  what  to  do  ? 

t  "  Yield,  my  lord  protector ;" — M alone. 

'  halh  a  kindly  gird.]  i.  e.  feels  aii  emotion  of  kind  remorse. 
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Win,  Well,  duke  of  Gloster,  I  will  yield  to  thee 
jOve  for  thy  love,  and  hand  for  hand  I  give. 

Olo.  Ay ;  but,  I  fear  me,  with  a  hollow  heart. — 
See  here,  my  friends,  and  loving  countrymen ; 
^his  token  serveth  for  a  flag  of  truce, 
ietwixt  ourselves,  and  all  our  followers : 
lo  help  me  GKmI,  as  I  dissemble  not ! 

Win.  So  help  me  Grod,  as  I  intend  it  not !        [Aside. 

K.  Hen.  0  loving  uncle,  kind  duke  of  Gloster, 
low  joyful  am  I  made  by  this  contr&ct ! — 
^way,  my  masters !  trouble  us  no  more ; 
iut  join  in  friendship,  as  your  lords  have  done. 

1  Serv.  Content ;  111  to  the  surgeon's. 

2  Serv.  And  so  will  L 

3  Serv.   And  I  will  see  what   physick  the  tavern 

affords.  [Easeumt  Servants,  Mayor,  &c. 

War.  Accept  this  scroll,  most  gracious  sovereign ; 
Hiich  in  the  right  of  Richard  Plantagenet 
iTe  do  exhibit  to  your  majesty. 

Oh.  Well  urg'd,  my  lord  of  Warwick; — ^fbr,  sweet 
prince, 
Ln  if  your  grace  mark  every  circumstance, 
Tou  have  great  reason  to  do  Richard  right : 
Especially,  for  those  occasions 
Lt  Eltham-place  I  told  your  majesty. 

K.  Hen.  And  those  occasions,  undo,  were  of  force : 
therefore,  my  loving  lords,  our  pleasure  is, 
%at  Richard  be  restored  to  his  blood. 

War.  Let  Richard  be  restored  to  his  blood ; 
lo  shall  his  father's  wrongs  be  recompens'd. 

Win.  As  will  the  rest,  so  willeth  Winchester. 

K.  Hen.  If  Richard  will  be  true,  not  that  alone, 
tut  all  the  whole  inheritance  I  give, 
'hat  doth  belong  unto  the  house  of  York, 
'rom  whence  you  spring  by  lineal  descent. 

Plan.  Thy  humble  servant  vows  obedience, 
ind  humble  service,  till  the  point  of  death. 

K,  Hen.  Stoop  then,  and  set  your  knee  against  my  foot : 
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And,  in  reguerdon'  of  that  duty  done, 
I  girt  thee  with  the  valiant  sword  of  York  : 
Rifie,  Richard,  like  a  true  Plantagenet ; 
And  rise  created  princely  duke  of  York. 

Plan.  And  so  thrive  Richard,  as  thy  foes  may  fall ! 
And  as  my  duty  springs,  so  perish  they 
That  grudge  one  thought  against  your  majesty ! 

AU.  Welcome,  high  prince,  the  mighty  duke  of  York ! 

Som.  Perish,  base  prince,  ignoble  duke  of  York  ! 

[Aside. 

Olo,  Now  will  it  best  avail  your  majesty. 
To  cross  the  seas,  and  to  be  crown'd  in  France : 
The  presence  of  a  king  engenders  love 
Amongst  his  subjects,  and  his  loyal  friends ; 
As  it  disanimates  his  enemies. 

K.  Hen,  When  Gloster  says  the  word,  king  Henry 
goes; 
For  friendly  counsel  cuts  off  many  foes. 

Oh.  Your  ships  already  are  in  readiness. 

[Exemvb  all  bat  Exeter. 

Eae.  Ay,  we  may  march  in  England,  or  in  France, 
Not  seeing  what  is  likely  to  ensue  : 
This  late  dissention,  grown  betwixt  the  peers. 
Bums  imder  feigned  ashes  of  forg'd  love, 
And  will  at  last  break  out  into  a  flame : 
As  fester'd  members  rot  but  by  degrees. 
Till  bones,  and  flesh,  and  sinews,  fall  away, 
So  win  this  base  and  envious  discord  breed. 
And  now  I  fear  that  fetal  prophecy, 
Which,  in  the  time  of  Henry,  nam'd  the  fifth, 
Was  in  the  mouth  of  every  sucking  babe, — 
That  Henry,  bom  at  Monmouth,  should  win  all ; 
And  Henry,  bom  at  Windsor,  should  lose  all  : 
Which  is  so  plain  that  Exeter  doth  wish 
His  days  may  finish  ere  that  hapless  time.  [Exit 


I 


•  reguerdon  — ]    Recompence,  return. 
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SCENE  II. 
France.     Before  Rouen. 

nter  La  Pucellb,  disguised;  aiid  Soldiers  dressed  like 
Cotmtrymen,  with  Sacks  upon  their  Backs, 

Puc.  These  are  the  city  gates,  the  gates  of  Boiien, 
hrough  which  our  policy  must  make  a  breach : 
ake  heed,  be  wary  how  you  place  your  words ; 
alk  like  the  vulgar  sort  of  market-men, 
hat  come  to  gather  money  for  their  com. 
•  we  have  entrance,  (as,  I  hope,  we  shall,) 
nd  that  we  find  the  slothful  watch  but  weak, 
11  by  a  sign  give  notice  to  our  friends, 
bat  Charles  the  Dauphin  may  encounter  them. 

1  Sold.  Our  sacks  shall  be  a  mean  to  sack  the  city, 

nd  we  be  lords  and  rulers  over  Boiien  ; 

herefore  well  knock.  [Knocks. 

Chiard.  [within.]  Qui  estlhi 

Puc.  Pdisans,  pauvres  gens  de  France : 
oor  market-folks,  that  come  to  sell  their  com. 

Guard.  Enter,  go  in ;  the  market-bell  is  rung. 

[Opens  the  ChJtes. 

Puc.  Now,  Roiien,  111  shake  thy  bulwarks  to  the 
ground.  [Pucelle,  Ac.  enter  the  City. 

Enter  Charles,  Bastard  of  Orleans,  ALEN90N,  ai\d 
Forces. 

Char.  Saint  Dennis  bless  this  happy  stratagem ! 
nd  once  again  we'll  sleep  secure  in  Boiien. 

Bast.  Here  entered  Pucelle,  and  her  practisants'; 
bw  she  is  there,  how  will  she  specify 
liere  is  the  best  and  safest  passage  in  ? 

'  Here  entered  Pucelle,  and  her  practisants ;]  Practice,  in  the  lan- 
lage  of  that  time,  was  tretu^iery,  and  perhaps  in  the  softer  sense, 
tUagem,      Praduanis  are   therefore   confederatet    in    stratagemt, 

IHNSON. 
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Alen,  By  thrusting  out  a  torch  from  yonder  tower  ; 
Which,  once  discem'd,  shows,  that  her  meaning  is, — 
No  way  to  that',  for  weakness,  which  she  enter'd. 

Enter  La  Pugelle  on  a  Battlement :  holding  out  a  Torch 
burning. 

Puc,  Behold,  this  is  the  happy  wedding  torch, 
That  joineth  Rouen  unto  her  countrymen : 
But  burning  &tal  to  the  Talbotites. 

Bast.  See,  noble  Charles !  the  beacon  of  our  friend, 
The  burning  torch  in  yonder  turret  stands. 

Char,  Now  shine  it  like  a  comet  of  revenge, 
A  prophet  to  the  fall  of  all  our  foes ! 
.  Alen,  Defer  no  time,  Delays  have  dangerous  ends ; 
Enter,  and  cry — The  Dauphin  ! — presently. 
And  then  do  execution  on  the  watch.  [They  enter. 

Alarums.    Enter  Talbot,  amd  certain  English. 

Tal,  France,  thou  shalt  rue  this  treason  with  thy  tears, 
If  Talbot  but  survive  thy  treachery. — 
PuceUe,  that  witch,  that  damned  sorceress. 
Hath  wrought  this  hellish  mischief  unawares. 
That  hardly  we  escap'd  the  pride  of  France*. 

[Exeunt  to  the  Town. 

Alarum :  Excwrsions.  Enter,  from  the  Town,  Bedford, 
brought  in  sick,  in  a  Chair,  with  Talbot,  Burgundy, 
cmd  the  English  Forces.  Then,  enter  on  the  WaUs, 
La  Pucellb,  Chablbs,  Bastard,  ALBN90N,  and  Others. 

Puc.  Good  morrow,  gallants :  want  ye  com  for  bread  ? 
I  think,  the  duke  of  Burgundy  will  fast, 
Before  hell  buy  again  at  such. a  rate : 
'Twas  full  of  darnel ;  Do  you  like  the  taste  ? 

'  No  ufaif  to  that^    That  is,  no  way  equal  to  that,  no  way  so  fit  as 
that.    Johnson. 

*  the  pride  of  France.]   Pride  signifies  the  haughty  power. 
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Bur.  Scoff  on,  vile  fiend,  and  shameless  courtezan  ! 
trust,  ere  long,  to  choke  thee  with  thine  own, 
ad  make  thee  curse  the  harvest  of  that  com. 
Char.  Your  grace  may  starve,  perhaps,  before  that 

time. 
Bed.  0,  let  no  words,  but  deeds,  revenge  this  treason ! 
PtLC.  What  will  you  do,  good  grey-beard?  break  a 

lance, 
ad  run  a  tilt  at  death  within  a  chair  ? 
Tal.  Foul  fiend  of  France,  and  hag  of  all  despite, 
icompass'd  with  thy  lustAil  paramours ! 
icomes  it  thee  to  taxmt  his  valiant  age, 
id  twit  with  cowardice  a  man  half  dead  ? 
imsel,  I'U  have  a  bout  with  you  again, 
'  else  let  Talbot  perish  with  this  shame. 
Ptic  Are  you  so  hot,  sir? — Yet,  Pucelle,  hold  thy 

peace; 
Talbot  do  but  thunder,  rain  will  follow. — 

[Talbot,  and  the  rest  consvU  together. 
d  speed  the  parliament !  who  shall  be  the  speaker  ? 
Tai.  Dare  ye  come  forth,  and  meet  us  in  the  field  ? 
Ptic.  Belike,  your  lordship  takes  us  then  for  fools, 
try  if  that  our  own  be  ours,  or  no. 
Ted.  I  speak  not  to  that  railing  Hecate, 
t  unto  thee,  Alen9on,  and  the  rest ; 
11  ye,  like  soldiers,  come  and  fight  it  out  ? 
Alen.  Signior,  no. 

Tal.  Signior,  hang ! — base  muleteers  of  France  ! 
le  peasant  foot-boys  do  they  keep  the  walls, 
id  dare  not  take  up  arms  like  gentlemen. 
Puc.  Captains,  away :  let's  get  us  fix)m  the  walls  ; 
r  Talbot  means  no  goodness,  by  his  looks, 
d  be  wi'  you,  my  lord !  we  came,  sirf ,  but  to  tell  you 
at  we  are  here. 

[Exeunt  La  Pucelle,  Ac.  from  the  WaUs. 
Fed.  And  there  will  we  be  too,  ere  it  be  long, 

t  Mr.  Malone  omits  sir. 
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Or  else  reproach  be  Talbot's  greatest  feme ! — 

Vow,  Burgundy,  by  honour  of  thy  house, 

(Prick'd  on  by  publick  wrongs,  sustained  in  France,) 

Either  to  get  the  town  again,  or  die : 

And  I, — as  sure  as  English  Henry  lives. 

And  as  his  fether  here  was  conqueror, 

As  sure  as  in  this  late-betrayed  town 

Great  Coeur-de-lion's  heart  was  buried ; 

So  sure  I  swear,  to  get  the  town,  or  dia 

Bvr.  My  vows  are  equal  partners  with  thy  vows. 

Tal.  But,  ere  we  go,  regard  this  dying  prince. 
The  valiant  duke  of  Bedford : — Come,  my  lord, 
We  will  bestow  you  in  some  better  place, 
Fitter  for  sickness^  and  for  crazy  age. 

Bed.  Lord  Talbot,  do  not  so  dishonour  me : 
Here  will  I  sit  before  the  walls  of  Boiien, 
And  will  be  partner  of  your  weal,  or  woe. 

Bur.  Courageous  Bedford,  let  us  now  persuade  you. 

Bed,  Not  to  be  gone  from  hence ;  for  once  I  read, 
That  stout  Pendragon*,  in  his  litter,  sick. 
Came  to  the  field,  and  vanquished  his  foes : 
Hethinks,  I  should  revive  the  soldiers'  hearts, 
Because  I  ever  found  them  as  myself 

Tal.  ITndaimted  spirit  in  a  dying  breast ! — 
Then  be  it  so : — ^Heavens  keep  old  Bedford  safe  ! — 
And  now  no  more  ado,  brave  Burgundy, 
But  gather  we  our  forces  out  of  hand. 
And  set  upon  our  boasting  enemy. 

[Exeunt  Buroundy,  Talbot,  and  Forces, 
leaving  Bedford,  and  Others. 

^  Thai  stout  Pendragon,]  This  hero  was  Uther  Pendragon, 
brother  to  Aarelius,  and  father  to  king  Arthur. 

Shakspeare  has  imputed  to  Pendragon  an  exploit  of  Aurelius, 
who,  says  Holinshed,  "  even  sicke  of  a  flixe  as  he  was,  caused  him- 
self to  be  carried  forth  in  a  litter  :  with  whose  presence  his  people 
were  so  incouraged,  that  encountering  with  the  Saxons  they  wan 
the  victorie." 
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rwm:  Excursimis.    Enter  Sir  John  Fastolfe,  and 
a  Captain. 

op.  Whither    away,    sir   John    Fastolfe,    in    such 

haste? 
(tut  Whither  away  ?  to  save  myself  by  flight ; 
are  like  to  have  the  overthrow  again. 
ap.  What !  will  you  fly,  and  leave  lord  Talbot  ? 
iwfc  Ay, 

the  Talbots  in  the  world  to  save  my  life.  [Exit, 

ap.  Cowardly  knight !  ill  fortune  follow  thee ! 

[Exit. 

^'eat :   Excursions.     Enter,  from  the  Town,  La  Pu- 
:?ELLE,  ALEN90N,  Chables,  Ac.  and  exeunt,  flying. 

ed.  Now,  quiet  soul,  depart  when  heaven  please  ; 
I  have  seen  our  enemies'  overthrow, 
tt  is  the  trust  or  strength  of  foolish  man  ? 
y,  that  of  late  were  daring  with  their  scoflfe, 
glad  and  fain  by  flight  to  save  themselves. 

[Dies,  and  is  carried  off  in  his  Chair. 

Alarum  :  Enter  Talbot,  Burgundy,  and  Others 

^ai.  Lost,  and  recover'd  in  a  day  again ! 
)  is  a  double  honour,  Burgundy : 
,  heavens  have  glory  for  this  victory  ! 
Mr.  Warlike  and  martial  Talbot,  Burgimdy 
hrines  thee  in  his  heart ;  and  there  erects 
noble  deeds,  as  valour's  monument. 
(oZ.  Thanks,  gentle  duke.      But  where  is  Pucelle 

now? 
ink,  her  old  familiar  is  asleep : 
7  where's  the   Bastard's  braves,   and  Charles  his 

gleeks  ? 
it,  all  ^mort  ?  Roiien  hangs  her  head  for  grief, 
t  such  a  valiant  company  are  fled. 
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Now  will  we  take  some  order*  in  the  town, 
Placing  therein  some  expert  officers ; 
And  then  depart  to  Paris,  to  the  king ; 
For  there  young  Harry,  with  his  nobles,  lies. 

Bur,  What  wills  lord  Talbot,  pleaseth  Burgundy. 

Ted.  But  yet,  before  we  go,  let's  not  forget 
The  noble  duke  of  Bedford,  late  deceas'd, 
But  see  his  exequies  fulfill'd  in  Boiien ; 
A  braver  soldier  never  couched  lance, 
A  gentler  heart  did  never  sway  in  court : 
But  kings,  and  mightiest  potentates,  must  die ; 
For  that's  the  end  of  human  misery.  [Exemt. 

SCENE  HI. 
The  same.     The  Plains  near  the  City. 

Enter  Chables,  the  Bastard,  ALEN90N,  La  Puoelle, 
a/nd  Forces. 

Puc.  Dismay  not,  princes,  at  this  accident, 
Nor  grieve  that  Roiien  is  so  recovered : 
Care  is  no  cure,  but  rather  corrosive. 
For  things  that  are  not  to  be  remedied. 
Let  frantick  Talbot  triumph  for  a  while. 
And  like  a  peacock  sweep  along  his  tail ; 
Well  pull  his  plumes,  and  take  away  his  train, 
If  Dauphin,  and  the  rest,  will  be  but  rul'd. 

Char.  We  have  been  guided  by  thee  hitherto, 
And  of  thy  cimning  had  no  diffidence ; 
One  sudden  foil  shall  never  breed  distrust. 

Bast.  Search  out  thy  wit  for  secret  policies. 
And  we  will  make  thee  famous  through  the  world. 

Alen.  We'll  set  thy  statue  in  some  holy  place. 
And  have  thee  reverenc'd  like  a  blessed  saint ; 
Employ  thee  then,  sweet  virgin,  for  our  good. 

• take    tome  order  — ]    i.  e.  make    some    necessary    dis- 
positions. 
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Puc,  Then  thus  it  must  be :  this  doth  Joan  devise : 
'  tsJir  persuasions,  mix'd  with  sugar'd  words, 

3  will  entice  the  duke  of  Burgundy 
leave  the  Talbot,  and  to  follow  us. 

Char.  Ay,  marry,  sweeting,  if  we  could  do  that, 
ance  were  no  place  for  Henry's  warriors ; 
>r  should  that  nation  boast  it  so  with  us, 
it  be  extirped  ^  from  our  provinces. 
Alen,  For  ever  should  they  be  expids'd*  fit)m  France, 
id  not  have  title  to  an  earldom  here. 
Puc,  Your  honours  shall  perceive  how  I  ¥rill  work, 
bring  this  matter  to  the  wished  end.    [Drvma  heard. 
irk !  by  the  sound  of  drum,  you  may  perceive 
eir  powers  are  marching  unto  Paris-ward. 

I  English  March,    Enter,  and  pass  over  at  a  distancey 
Talbot  and  his  Forces. 

ere  goes  the  Talbot,  with  his  colours  spread ; 
id  all  the  troops  of  English  after  him. 

French   March.      Enter   the  Duke    of  Bubgukdt 
and  Forces, 

w,  in  the  rearward,  comes  the  duke,  and  his ; 
rtune,  in  &vour,  makes  him  lag  behind, 
mmon  a  parley,  we  will  talk  with  him. 

[A  parley  sov/nded. 
Ohar.  A  parley  with  the  duke  of  Burgundy. 
Bur.  Who  craves  a  parley  with  the  Burgundy  ? 
Pile.  The   princely  Charles    of   France,    thy  coim- 

tiyman. 
Bur.  What  say'st  thou,  Charles  ?  for  I  am  marching 

hence. 
Ohar.  Speak,  Pucelle ;   and  enchant  him  with  thy 

words. 

"  But  be  extirped  — ]     To  extirp  is  to  root  out. 
•  expulsM  — ]  i.  e.  expelled. 
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Puc  Brave  Buigundy,  undoubted  hope  of  France ! 
Stay,  let  thj  humble  handmaid  speak  to  thee. 

Bwr.  Speak  on ;  but  be  not  over-tedioua. 

Pttc.  Look  on  thy  country,  look  on  fertile  France, 
And  Bee  the  cities  and  the  towns  defac'd 
By  wasting  ruin  of  the  cruel  foe ! 
As  looks  the  mother  on  her  lowly  babe. 
When  death  doth  close  his  tender  dying  eyes, 
See,  see,  the  pining  malady  of  France ; 
Behold  the  wounds,  the  most  unnatural  wounds, 
Which  thou  thyself  hast  given  her  woful  breast ! 
0,  turn  thy  edged  sword  another  way ; 
Strike  those  that  hurt,  and  hurt  not  those  that  help ! 
One  drop  of  blood,  drawn  from  thy  country's  bosom, 
Should  grieve  thee  more  than  streams  of  foreign  gore  ; 
Return  thee,  therefore,  with  a  flood  of  tears. 
And  wash  away  thy  country's  stained  spots ! 

Bwr,  Either  she  hath  bewitch'd  me  with  her  words. 
Or  nature  makes  me  suddenly  relent. 

Pwc  Besides,  all  French  and  France  exclaims  on  thee, 
Doubting  thy  birth  and  lawful  progeny. 
Who  join'st  thou  with,  but  with  a  lordly  nation. 
That  will  not  trust  thee,  but  for  profit's  sake  ? 
When  Talbot  hath  set  footing  once  in  France, 
And  fashion'd  thee  that  instrument  of  ill. 
Who  then,  but  English  Henry,  will  be  lord. 
And  thou  be  thrust  out,  Uke  a  fugitive  ? 
Call  we  to  mind, — ^and  mark  but  this,  for  proof; — 
Was  not  the  duke  of  Orleans  thy  foe  ? 
And  was  he  not  in  England  prisoner? 
But,  when  they  heard  he  was  thine  enemy. 
They  set  him  free,  without  his  ransome  paid. 
In  spite  of  Biu-gundy,  and  all  his  friends. 
See  then !  thou  fight'st  against  thy  countrymen. 
And  join'st  with  them  will  be  thy  slaughter-men. 
Come,  come,  return ;  return,  thou  wand'ring  lord; 
Charles,  and  the  rest,  will  take  thee  in  their  arms. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


^04  FIRST  PART  OF  Act  III. 

Bur,  I  am  vanquished ;  these  haughty  •  words  of  hers 
[lave  batter'd  me  like  roaring  cannon-shot, 
ind  made  me  ahnost  yield  upon  my  knees. — 
?oi^ve  me,  country,  and  sweet  countrymen  ! 
ind,  lords,  accept  this  hearty  kind  embrace : 
tf y  forces  and  my  power  of  men  are  yours ; — 
3o,  farewell,  Talbot ;  111  no  longer  trust  thee. 

PtLC  Done  like  a  Frenchman ;  turn,  and  turn  again ' ! 

Char,  Welcome,  brave  duke!  thy  friendship  makes 
us  fresh. 

Bast,  And  doth  beget  new  courage  in  our  breasts. 

Alen.  Pucelle  hath  bravely  play*d  her  part  in  this, 
^d  doth  deserve  a  coronet  of  gold. 

Char,  Now  let  us  on,  my  lords,  and  join  our  powers ; 
Vnd  seek  how  we  may  prejudice  the  foe.  [Eweimt 


SCENE  IV. 
Paris.     A  Room  in  the  Palace, 

^fiter  King  IIbnby,  Gloster,  and  other  Lords,  Ver- 
non, Basset,  Ac.  To  them  Talbot,  and  soms  of  his 
Officers. 

Tal,  Jij  gracious  prince, — and  honourable  peers, — 
learing  of  your  arrival  in  this  realm, 
"  have  a  while  given  truce  unto  my  wars, 
To  do  my  duty  to  my  sovereign : 
n  sign  whereof,  this  arm — that  hath  reclaimed 

*  these  haughty  <— ]     Haughty  does  not  mean  violent  in  this 

ilace,  but  elevated^  high-^pirited. 

^  Done  Uke  a  Frenchman;  turn,  and  turn  again !]  The  incon- 
tancy  of  the  French  was  always  the  subject  of  satire.  I  have 
ead  a  dissertation  written  to  proTe  that  the  index  of  the  wind 
ipon  our  steeples  was  made  in  form  of  a  cock,  to  ridicule  the 
**rench  for  their  frequent  changes.    Johnson. 
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To  your  obedience  fifty  fortresses, 

Twelve  cities,  and  seven  walled  towns  of  strength, 

Besides  five  Imndred  prisoners  of  esteem, — 

Lets  fell  his  sword  before  your  highness'  feet  ; 

And,  with  submissive  loyalty  of  heart, 

Ascribes  the  glory  of  his  conquest  got. 

First  to  my  God,  and  next  imto  your  grace. 

K.  Hen.  Is  this  the  lord  Talbot,  uncle  Gloster, 
That  hath  so  long  been  resident  in  France  ? 

Qlo,  Yes,  if  it  please  your  majesty,  my  liege. 

K.  Hen,  Welcome,  brave  captain,  and  victorious  lord ! 
When  I  was  young,  (as  yet  I  am  not  old,) 
I  do  remember  how  my  fether  said*, 
A  stouter  champion  never  handled  sword. 
Long  since  we  were  resolved'  of  your  truth. 
Your  feithful  service,  and  your  toil  in  war ; 
Yet  never  have  you  tasted  our  reward. 
Or  been  reguerdon'd*  with  so  much  as  thanks. 
Because  till  now  we  never  saw  your  face : 
Therefore,  stand  up ;  and,  for  these  good  deserts, 
We  here  create  you  earl  of  Shrewsbury  ; 
And  in  our  coronation  take  your  place. 

[Exeimt  King  Hbnby,  Glostbr,  Talbot, 
cmd  Nobles. 

Ver.  Now,  sir,  to  you,  that  were  so  hot  at  sea, 
Disgracing  of  these  colours  that  I  wear* 
In  honour  of  my  noble  lord  of  York, — 
Dar'st  thou  maintain  the  former  words  thou  spak'st  ? 

Bas.  Yes,  sir  ;  as  well  as  you  dare  patronage 


^  I  do  remember  how  myfaiker  said,]  The  author  of  this  play  was 
not  a  very  correct  historian.  Henry  was  but  nine  months  old 
when  his  fother  died,  and  never  saw  him. 

*  —  resolved — ]  i.  e.  confirmed  in  opinion  of  it. 

*  Or  been  reguerdon'd  — ]  i.  e.  rewardeid.  The  word  was  obsolete 
even  in  the  time  of  Shakspeare.  Chaucer  uses  it  in  the  Boke  of 
Boethiui. 

*  ihete  colours  thaJt  I  wear  — ]    This  was  the  badge  of  a  rote^ 

IUk1  not  an  officer's  scarf. 

VOL.  V.  X 
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he  envious  barking  of  your  saucy  tongue 
gainst  my  lord,  the  duke  of  Somerset. 

Ver,  Sirrah,  thy  lord  I  honour  as  he  is. 

Ba^,  Why,  what  is  he  ?  as  good  a  man  as  York. 

Ver,  Hark  ye ;  not  so :  in  witness,  take  ye  that. 

\Sitrihe%  him. 

Baa,  Villain,  thou  know'st,  the  law  of  arms  is  such, 
hat,  who  so  draws  a  sword,  'tis  present  death*; 
r  else  this  blow  should  broach  thy  dearest  blood, 
ut  111  unto  his  majesty,  and  crave 
may  have  liberty  to  venge  this  wrong ; 
lien  thou  shalt  see.  111  meet  thee  to  thy  cost. 

Ver.  Well,  miscreant.  111  be  there  as  soon  as  you ; 
nd,  after,  meet  you  sooner  than  you  would.      [Ea^eunt. 


ACT   IV- 

SCENE  I.     The  same,    A  Room  of  State. 

Inter  King  Henry,  Glosteb,  Exeter,  York,  Suffolk, 
Somerset,  Winchester,  Warwick,  Talbot,  the  Gover- 
nour  0/ Paris,  and  Others. 

Olo.  Lord  bishop,  set  the  crown  upon  his  head. 

Win.  God  save  king  Henry,  of  that  name  the  sixth ! 

Olo.  Now,  govemour  of  Paris,  take  your  oath, — 

[Govemour  kneels. 
liat  you  elect  no  other  king  but  him  : 
Jsteem  none  friends,  but  such  as  are  his  friends ; 
Lnd  none  your  foes,  but  such  as  shall  pretend' 
lalicious  practices  against  his  state : 
liis  shall  ye  do,  so  help  you  righteous  God ! 

[Exetmt  Gov.  and  his  Train. 

*  That,  who  so  draws  a  sword,  *tU  present  death ;]   i.  e.  with  a 
lenace  in  the  court,  or  in  the  presence  chamber. 
7  such  as  shall  pretend  — ]   To  pretend  is  to  design,  to  mtend. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ScBNE  L  KING  HENRY  VI.  307 


Enter  Sir  John  Fastolfe. 

Fast.  My  gracious  sovereign,  as  I  rode  from  Calais, 
To  haste  unto  your  coronation, 
A  letter  was  deliver'd  to  my  hands, 
Writ  to  your  grace  from  the  duke  of  Burgundy. 

TaL  Shame  to  the  duke  of  Burgundy,  and  thee ! 
I  vow'd,  base  knight,  when  I  did  meet  thee  next, 
To  tear  the  garter  from  thy  craven's  leg*,  [plucking  it  oj^ 
(Which  I  have  done)  because  unworthily 
Thou  wast  installed  in  that  high  degree. — 
Pardon  me,  princely  Henry,  and  the  rest : 
This  dastard,  at  the  battle  of  Patay, 
When  but  in  all  I  was  six  thousand  strong. 
And  that  the  French  were  almost  ten  to  one, — 
Before  we  met,  or  that  a  stroke  was  given. 
Like  to  a  trusty  squire,  did  run  away ; 
In  which  assault  we  lost  twelve  hundred  men ; 
Myself,  and  divers  gentlemen  beside. 
Were  there  surprized,  and  taken  prisoners. 
Then  judge,  great  lords,  if  I  have  done  amiss ; 
Or  whether  that  such  cowards  ought  to  wear 
This  ornament  of  knighthood,  yea,  or  no. 

Oh.  To  say  the  truth,  this  fact  was  infamous. 
And  ill  beseeming  any  common  man ; 
Much  more  a  knight,  a  captain,  and  a  leader. 

Tal.  When  first  this  order  was  ordain'd^  my  lords, 
Knights  of  the  garter  were  of  noble  birth ; 
Valiant,  and  virtuous,  ftill  of  haughty  courage*. 
Such  as  were  grown  to  credit  by  the  wars ; 
Not  fearing  death,  nor  shrinking  for  distress, 


•  To  tear  the  garter  from  thy  craven's  leg,]  i.  e.  thy  mean,  dastardly 

legr- 

•  haughty  amrage,]  Haughty  is  here  in  its  original  sense  for 

x2 
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But  always  resolute  in  most  extremes*. 
He  then,  that  is  not  fumish'd  in  this  sort, 
Doth  but  usurp  the  sacred  name  of  knight, 
Profaning  this  most  honourable  order ; 
And  should  (if  I  were  worthy  to  be  judge,) 
Be  quite  degraded,  like  a  hedge-bom  swain 
That  doth  presume  to  boast  of  gentle  blood. 

K,  Hen,  Stain  to  thy  countrymen !  thou  hear'st  thy 
doom: 
Be  packing  therefore,  thou  that  wast  a  knight ; 
Henceforth  we  banish  thee,  on  pain  of  death. — 

[Eocit  Fastolfe. 
And  now,  my  lord  protector,  view  the  letter 
Sent  from  our  uncle  duke  of  Burgundy. 

Olo,  What  means  his  grace,  that  he  hath  chang'd  his 
style  ?  [  Viewing  the  superscription. 

No  more  but,  plain  and  bluntly, — To  the  king  f 
Hath  he  forgot,  he  is  his  sovereign  ? 
Or  doth  this  churlish  superscription 
Pretend*  some  alteration  in  good  will  ? 
What's  here  ? — /  have,  v/pon  especial  cause, — [Reads. 

Mov'd  with  compa^ssion  of  my  country's  wreck, 

Together  with  the  pitiful  complaints 

Of  such  flw  your  oppression  feeds  upon, — 

Forsaken  your  pernicious  faction. 

And  join  d  with  Charles,  the  rightful  king  of  France, 
0  monstrous  treachery !     Can  this  be  so  ; 
That  in  alliance,  amity,  and  oaths. 
There  should  be  found  such  false  dissembling  guile  ? 

K,  Hen,  What !  doth  my  uncle  Burgundy  revolt  ? 

Olo,  He  doth,  my  lord ;  and  is  become  your  foe. 

K,  Hen.  Is  that  the  worst,  this  letter  doth  contain  ? 


1  in  most  extremes,]  i.  e.  in  greatest  extremities. 

'  Pretend  — ]  To  pretend  seems  to  be  here  used  in  its  Latin 
sense,  i.  e.  to  hold  out,  to  stretch  forward.  It  may  mean,  however, 
as  in  other  places,  to  desigtt. 
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Qh,  It  is  the  worst,  and  all,  my  lord,  he  writes. 
K.  Hen,  Why  then,  lord  Talbot  there  shall  talk  with 
him, 
And  give  him  chastisement  for  this  abuse : — 
My  lord,  how  say  you"f*?  are  you  not  content  ? 

Tal.  Content,  my  liege  ?    Yes ;  but  that  I  am  pre- 
vented*, 
I  should  have  begg'd  I  might  have  been  emplo/d. 
K,  Hen.  Then  gather  strength,  and  march  imto  him 
straight : 
Let  him  perceive,  how  ill  we  brook  his  treason  ; 
And  what  offence  it  is,  to  flout  his  friends. 

TaX.  I  go,  my  lord  ;  in  heart  desiring  still. 
You  may  behold  confusion  of  your  foes.  \EayU. 

Enter  Vernon  and  Basset. 

Ver.  Grant  me  the  combat,  gracious  sovereign  ! 

Ba8.  And  me,  my  lord,  grant  me  the  combat  too  ! 

York,  This  is  my  servant ;  Hear  him,  noble  prince  ! 

Som.  And  this  is  mine  ;  Sweet  Henry,  favour  him  I 

K,  Hen,  Be  patient,  lords ;   and  give  them  leave  to 
speak — 
Say,  gentlemen.  What  makes  you  thus  exclaim  ? 
And  wherefore  crave  you  combat  ?  or  with  whom  ? 

Ver.  With  him,  my  lord ;  for  he  hath  done  me  wrong. 

Bos.  And  I  with  him ;  for  he  hath  done  me  wrong. 

K.  Hen.  What  is  that  wrong  whereof  you  both  com- 
plain ? 
First  let  me  know,  and  then  I'll  answer  yovL 

jBcw.  Crossing  the  sea  from  England  into  France, 
This  fellow  here,  with  envious  carping  tongue. 
Upbraided  me  about  the  rose  I  wear ; 
Saying — ^the  sanguine  colour  of  the  leaves 
Did  represent  my  master's  blushing  cheeks, 

f  "  How  say  you,  my  lord  ?" — Malone. 

*  —  /  am   prevented,]      PreveiUed    is    here   anticipated ;    a 
Latinism. 
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When  stubbornly  he  did  repugn  the  truth*, 
About  a  certain  question  in  the  law, 
Argu'd  betwixt  the  duke  of  York  and  him  ; 
With  other  vile  and  ignominious  terms : 
In  confutation  of  which  rude  reproach. 
And  in  defence  of  my  lord's  worthiness, 
I  crave  the  benefit  of  law  of  arms. 

Ver.  And  that  is  my  petition,  noble  lord : 
For  though  he  seem,  with  forged  quaint  conceit, 
To  set  a  gloss  upon  his  bold  intent, 
Yet  know,  my  lord,  I  was  provok'd  by  him ; 
And  he  first  took  exceptions  at  this  badge, 
Pronouncing — ^that  the  paleness  of  this  flower 
Bewra/d  the  faintness  of  my  master's  heart 

York,  Will  not  this  malice,  Somerset,  be  left  ? 

Som.  Your  private  grudge,  my  lord  of  York,  will  out, 
Fhough  ne'er  so  cunningly  you  smother  it 

K,  Hen.  Good  Lord !   what  madness  rules  in  brain- 
sick men ; 
WTien,  for  so  slight  and  frivolous  a  cause, 
3uch  factious  emulations  shall  arise ! — 
jood  cousins  both,  of  York  and  Somerset, 
Juiet  yourselves,  I  pray,  and  be  at  peace. 

York.  Let  this  dissention  first  be  tried  by  fight, 
ind  then  your  highness  shall  command  a  peace. 

Som.  The  quarrel  toucheth  none  but  us  alone ; 
Betwixt  ourselves  let  us  decide  it  then. 

York.  There  is  my  pledge ;  accept  it,  Somerset. 

Ver.  Nay,  let  it  rest  where  it  began  at  first 

Bos.  Confirm  it  so,  mine  honourable  lord. 

Gh.  Confirm  it  so  ?  Confounded  be  your  strife  I 
Lnd  perish  ye,  with  your  audacious  prate ! 
Vesumptuous  vassals  !  are  you  not  asham'd, 
iTith  this  immodest  clamorous  outr&ge 
'o  trouble  and  disturb  the  king  and  us  ? 
Lnd  you,  my  lords, — methinks,  you  do  not  well, 

*  did  repugn  the  irulhf]  To  rcpttgn  is  to  resist. 
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To  bear  with  their  perverse  objections ; 
Much  less,  to  take  occasion  from  their  mouths 
To  raise  a  mutiny  betwixt  yourselves ; 
Let  me  persuade  you  take  a  better  coursa 

Exe.  It  grieves  his  highness;  —  Good  my  lords;  be 
fiienda 

K.  Hen.  Come  hither,  you  that  would  be  combatants: 
Henceforth,  I  charge  you,  as  you  love  our  &vour, 
Quite  to  foiget  this  quarrel,  ajid  the  cause. — 
And  you,  my  lords, — remember  where  we  are ; 
In  France,  amongst  a  fickle  wavering  nation : 
If  they  perceive  dissention  in  our  looks, 
And  that  within  ourselves  we  disagree. 
How  will  their  grudging  stomachs  be  provok'd 
To  wilful  disobedience,  and  rebel ! 
Beside,  What  infamy  will  there  arise, 
When  foreign  princes  shall  be  certified, 
That,  for  a  toy,  a  thing  of  no  regard, 
King  Henry's  peers,  and  chief  nobility. 
Destroyed  tiiemselyes,  and  lost  the  realm  of  France  ! 
0,  think  upon  the  conquest  of  my  father, 
My  tender  years ;  and  let  us  not  forego 
That  for  a  trifle,  that  was  bought  with  blood  ! 
Let  me  be  umpire  in  this  doubtful  strife. 
I  see  no  reason,  if  I  wear  this  roaey  [putting  ana  red  rose. 
That  any  one  should  therefore  be  suspicious 
I  more  incline  to  Somerset,  than  York  : 
Both  are  my  kinsm^  and  I  love  them  both : 
As  well  they  may  upbraid  me  with  my  crown. 
Because,  forsooth,  the  king  of  Scots  is  crown'd. 
But  your  discretions  better  can  persuade. 
Than  I  am  able  to  instruct  or  teach : 
And  therefore,  as  we  hither  came  in  peace. 
So  let  us  still  continue  peace  and  love. — 
Cousin  of  York,  we  institute  your  grace 
To  be  our  regent  in  these  parts  of  France : — 
And  good  my  lord  of  Somerset,  unite 
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Your  troops  of  horsemen  with  his  bands  of  foot ; — 

And,  like  true  subjects,  sons  of  your  progenitors, 

Go  cheerfully  together,  and  digest 

Your  angiy  choler  on  your  enemies. 

Ourself,  my  lord  protector,  and  the  rest, 

After  some  respite,  will  return  to  Calais ; 

Prom  thence  to  England,  where  I  hope  ere  long 

To  be  presented,  by  your  victories, 

With  Charles,  Alen^on,  and  that  traitorous  rout. 

[FhurisfL     Exeunt  King  Hsnbt,  6lo.  Som. 
Win.  Suf.  and  Basset. 
War,  My  lord  of  York,  I  promise  you,  the  king 
Prettily,  methought,  did  play  the  orator. 

York  And  so  he  did  ;  but  yet  I  like  it  not, 
In  that  he  wears  the  badge  of  Somerset. 

War.  Tush !  that  was  but  his  &ncy,  blame  him  not ; 
I  dare  presume,  sweet  prince,  he  thought  no  harm. 

York.  And,  if  I  wist,  he  did, — But  let  it  rest ; 
Other  affiiirs  must  now  be  managed. 

[Exeunt  Yobk,  Warwick,  and  Vebnon. 
Exe.  Well  didst  thou,  Richard,  to  suppress  thy  voice : 
For,  had  the  passions  of  thy  heart  burst  out, 
I  fear  we  should  have  seen  deciphered  there 
More  rancorous  spite,  more  furious  raging  broils. 
Than  yet  can  be  imagin'd  or  supposed. 
But  howsoe'er,  no  simple  man  that  sees 
This  jarring  discord  of  nobility, 
This  shouldering  of  each  other  in  the  court. 
This  factious  bandying  of  their  fovourites. 
But  that  it  doth  presage  some  ill  event 
'Tis  much ',  when  scepters  are  in  children's  hands : 
But  more,  when  envy  breeds  unkind  division  * ; 
There  comes  the  ruin,  there  begins  confusion.         [Exit. 

^  '7Yc  much,]     In  our  author's  time  this  phrase  meant — *Tvi 
range,  or  wonderful. 

•  when  envy  breeds  unkind  dwUiun  ;]     Envy  in  old  English 

riters  frequently  means  enmity.     Unkind  is  unnatural. 
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SCENE  II. 
France.    Before  Bourdeanx. 

Enter  Talbot,  with  his  Forces. 

Tai.  Go  to  the  gates  of  Bourdeauz,  trumpeter, 
Summon  their  general  unto  the  wall 

Trumpet  sotmds  a  Parley.    Enter y  on  the   WaUs,  the 
General  of  the  French  Forces,  and  Others. 

English  John  Talbot,  captains,  calls  you  forth. 
Servant  in  arms  to  Harry  king  of  England ; 
And  thus  he  would, — Open  your  city  gates, 
Be  humble  to  us  ;  call  my  sovereign  yours. 
And  do  him  homage  as  obedient  subjects, 
And  m  withdraw  me  and  my  bloody  power : 
But,  if  you  frown  upon  this  proffer'd  peace. 
You  tempt  the  fury  of  my  three  attendants. 
Lean  femine,  quartering  steel,  and  climbing  fire  ; 
Who,  in  a  moment,  even  with  the  earth 
Shall  lay  your  stately  and  aiivbraving  towers, 
If  you  forsake  the  offer  of  their  love. 

Oen.  Thou  ominous  and  fearful  owl  of  death, 
Our  nation's  terror,  and  their  bloody  scourge  ! 
The  period  of  thy  tyranny  approacheth. 
On  us  thou  canst  not  enter,  but  by  death : 
For,  I  protest,  we  are  well  fortified. 
And  strong  enough  to  issue  out  and  fight : 
If  thou  retire,  the  Dauphin,  well  appointed, 
Stands  with  the  snares  of  war  to  tangle  thee : 
On  either  hand  thee  there  are  squadrons  pitched, 
To  wall  thee  from  the  liberty  of  flight ; 
And  no  way  canst  thou  turn  thee  for  redress, 
But  death  doth  front  thee  with  apparent  spoil, 
And  pale  destruction  meets  thee  in  the  face. 
Ten  thousand  French  have  ta'en  the  sacrament, 
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To  rive  their  dangerous  artillery ' 

Upon  no  Christian  soul  but  English  Talbot. 

Lo !  there  thou  stand'st,  a  breathing  valiant  man, 

Of  an  invincible  unconquer'd  spirit : 

This  is  the  latest  glory  of  thy  praise, 

That  I,  thy  enemy,  due  thee  withal  • ; 

For  ere  the  glass,  that  now  begins  to  run, 

Finish  the  process  of  his  sandy  hour, 

These  eyes,  that  see  thee  now  well  coloured, 

Shall  see  thee  withered,  bloody,  pale,  and  dead. 

[Drum  afar  off. 
Hark  !  hark !  the  Dauphin's  drum,  a  warning  bell, 
Sings  heavy  musick  to  thy  timorous  soul ; 
And  mine  shall  ring  thy  dire  departure  out 

[Exeunt  General,  Jkcfrom  the  WalU 
Tal  He  fitbles  not,  I  hear  the  enemy ; — 
Out,  some  light  horsemen,  and  peruse  their  wings. — 
0,  negligent  and  heedless  discipline ! 
How  are  we  park'd  and  bounded  in  a  pale ; 
A  little  herd  of  England's  timorous  deer, 
Maz'd  with  a  yelping  kennel  of  French  curs  ! 
If  we  be  English  deer,  be  then  in  blood  * : 
Not  rascal-like  \  to  £Etll  down  with  a  pinch ; 
But  rather  moody-mad,  and  desperate  stags, 
Turn  on  the  bloody  hounds  with  heads  of  steel. 
And  make  the  cowards  stand  aloof  at  bay : 
Sell  every  man  his  life  as  dear  as  mine. 
And  they  shall  find  dear  deer  of  us,  my  friends. — 


^  To  nwe  their  dangeroui  artUiery  — ]  To  rive  their  artillery 
means  only  to  Jire  their  artillery.  To  rive  is  to  burst :  and  a  cannon, 
when  fired,  has  so  much  the  appearance  of  bursting,  that,  in  the 
language  of  poetry,  it  may  well  be  said  to  burst  We  say,  a  cloud 
bursts,  when  it  thunders. 

• due  thee  withal;]     To  due  is  to  erulue,  to  deck,  to  grace. 

•  —  be  then  in  blood  :]  Be  in  high  spirits,  be  of  true 
mettle. 

1  Not  rascal-^^,]  A  rascal  deer  is  the  term  of  chase  for  lean 
poor  doer. 
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God,  and  saint  George  !  Talbot,  and  England's  right ! 
Prosper  our  colours  in  this  dangerous  fight !      [Esoev/nL 

SCENE  IIL 
Plains  in  Gascony. 

Enter  York,  with  Forces;  to  him  a  Messenger. 

York,  Are  not  the  speedy  scouts  returned  again, 
That  dogg'd  the  mighty  army  of  the  Dauphin  ? 

Mess.  They  are  retum'd,  my  lord :  and  give  it  out, 
That  he  is  march'd  to  Bourdeaux  with  his  power, 
To  fight  with  Talbot :  As  he  march'd  along. 
By  your  espials  were  discovered 
Two  mightier  troops  than  that  the  Dauphin  led ; 
Which   join'd  with  him,   and  made  their  march  for 
Bourdeaux. 

York.  A  plague  upon  that  villain  Somerset ; 
That  thus  delays  my  promised  supply 
Of  horsemen,  that  were  levied  for  this  siege ! 
Renowned  Talbot  doth  expect  my  aid ; 
And  I  am  lowted  •  by  a  traitor  villain, 
And  cannot  help  the  noble  chevalier : 
God  comfort  him  in  this  necessity ! 
If  he  miscarry,  ferewell  wars  in  France. 

Enter  Sir  William  Lucy. 

Lucy,  Thou  princely  leader  of  our  English  strength, 
Never  so  needful  on  the  earth  of  France, 
Spur  to  the  rescue  of  the  noble  Talbot ; 
Who  now  is  girdled  with  a  waist  of  iron, 
And  hemm'd  about  with  grim  destruction : 
To  Bourdeaux,  warlike  duke !  to  Bourdeaux,  York ! 
Eke,  fiurewell  Talbot,  France,  and  England's  honour. 

'  And  I  am  lowted  — ]  i.  e.  treated  with  contempt  like  a  hwt,  or 
low  country  fellow. 
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York.  0  God  !  that  Somerset — ^who  in  proud  heart 
)oth  stop  my  comets — were  in  Talbot's  place ! 
Jo  should  we  save  a  valiant  gentleman, 
By  forfeiting  a  traitor  and  a  coward. 
If  ad  ire,  and  wrathful  fury,  makes  me  weep, 
rhat  thus  we  die,  while  remiss  traitors  sleep. 

Lucy.  0,  send  some  succour  to  the  distressed  lord ! 

York.  He  dies,  we  lose ;  I  break  my  warlike  word : 
^e  mourn,  France  smiles ;  we  lose,  they  daily  get ; 
yi  long  of  this  vile  traitor  Somerset 

Lucy.  Then,  God  take  mercy  on  brave  Talbot's  soul ! 
ind  on  his  son,  young  John  ;  whom,  two  hours  since, 
[  met  in  travel  toward  his  warlike  fietther ! 
Phis  seven  years  did  not  Talbot  see  his  son ; 
ind  now  they  meet  where  both  their  lives  are  done  *. 

York.  Alas !  what  joy  shall  noble  Talbot  have, 
Co  bid  his  young  son  welcome  to  his  grave  ? 
\.way !  vexation  almost  stops  my  breath, 
Phat  simder'd  friends  greet  in  the  hour  of  death. — 
jucy,  fiarewell :  no  more  my  fortune  can, 
But  curse  the  cause  I  cannot  aid  the  man. — 
tfaine,  Blois,  Poictiers,  and  Tours,  are  won  away, 
Long  all  of  Somerset,  and  his  delay.  [ExU. 

Lucy.  Thus  while  the  vulture  *  of  sedition 
?eeds  in  the  bosom  of  such  great  commanders, 
Sleeping  neglection  doth  betray  to  loss 
[he  conquest  of  our  scarce-cold  conqueror, 
Phat  ever-living  man  of  memory, 
leniy  the  fifth : — ^Whiles  they  each  other  cross, 
jives,  honours,  lands,  and  all,  hurry  to  loss.  [^Exib. 

•  —  are  done.]  i.  e.  expended,  consumed.     The  word  is  yet 
ised  in  this  sense  in  the  western  counties. 

*  the  vulture  — ]     Alluding  to  the  tale  of  Prometheus. 
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SCENE  IV. 

Oiker  Plains  of  Gascony. 

Enter  Sombeset,  with  his  Forces;  an  Officer  of  Talbot's 
witk  him. 

Sam.  It  is  too  late ;  I  cannot  send  them  now : 
This  expedition  was  by  York,  and  Talbot, 
Too  rashly  plotted ;  all  our  general  force 
Might  with  a  sally  of  the  very  town 
Be  buckled  with :  the  over-daring  Talbot 
Hath  sullied  all  his  gloss  of  former  honour, 
By  this  unheedfiil,  desperate,  wild  adventure : 
York  set  him  on  to  fight,  and  die  in  shame, 
That,  Talbot  dead,  great  York  might  bear  the  name. 

Off,  Here  is  sir  William  Lucy,  who  with  me 
Set  from  our  o'er  match'd  forces  forth  for  aid. 

Enter  Sir  William  Lucy. 

Som,  How  now,  sir  William  ?  whither  were  you  sent  ? 

Lticy.  Whither,  my  lord  ?  from  bought  and  sold  lord 
Talbot  • ; 
Who,  ring'd  about  *  with  bold  adversity, 
Cries  out  for  noble  York  and  Somerset, 
To  beat  assailing  death  from  his  weak  legions. 
And  whiles  the  honourable  captain  there 
Drops  bloody  sweat  from  his  war-wearied  limbs. 
And,  in  advantage  ling'ring  \  looks  for  rescue, 
You,  his  false  hopes,  the  trust  of  England's  honour. 
Keep  off  aloof  with  worthless  emulation  *. 

*  fiom  bought  and  sold  lord  Talbot ;]  i.  e.  from  one  utter 

mined  by  the  treacherous  practices  of  others. 

• rhf^d  about  — ]     Environed,  encircled. 

7  III  advantage  Unf^ring,]     Protracting  his  resistance  by  tl 

advantage  of  a  strong  post. 

*  worthleii  emulation.]      In    this    line,  emulation  signi6 

merely  rivahy,  not  struggle  for  superior  excellence. 
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et  not  your  private  discord  keep  away 
he  levied  succours  that  should  lend  him  aid, 
rhiles  he,  renowned  noble  gentleman, 
ields  up  his  life  unto  a  world  of  odds : 
rleans  the  Bastard,  Charles,  and  Burgundy  f, 
len^on,  Reignier,  compass  him  about, 
nd  Talbot  perisheth  by  your  deficit 
Som.  York  set  him  on,  York  should  have  s^xt  him 

aid. 
Lucy.  And  York  as  isAi  upon  your  grace  exclaims ; 
(vearing  that  you  withhold  his  levied  host, 
ollected  for  this  expedition. 
Som.  York  lies;  he  might  have  sent  and  had  the 

horse : 
owe  him  little  duty,  and  less  love ; 
nd  take  foul  scorn,  to  fawn  on  him  by  sending. 
Lucy,  The    fraud    of    England,    not    the   force    of 

France, 
ath  now  entrapp'd  the  noble-minded  Talbot : 
ever  to  England  shall  he  bear  his  life ; 
ut  dies,  betray'd  to  fortune  by  your  strife. 
Som,  Come,  go ;  I  will  despatch  the  horsemen  straight  : 
ithin  six  hours  they  will  be  at  his  aid. 
Lucy.  Too  late  comes  rescue ;  he  is  ta'en,  or  slain : 
3r  fly  he  could  not,  if  he  would  have  fled ; 
nd  fly  would  Talbot  never,  though  he  might 
Sowu  If  he  be  dead,  brave  Talbot  then  adieu ! 
LvAyy,  His  fame  lives  in  the  world,  his  shame  in  you. 

[ExeunL 

SCENE  V. 

The  English  Camp  near  Bourdeaux. 

Enter  Talbot  and  John  his  Son, 

Tal,  0  young  John  Talbot !  I  did  send  for  thee, 
)  tutor  thee  in  stratagems  of  war ; 

t  Mr.  Malone  omits  and. 
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That  Talbot's  name  mi^t  be  in  thee  reviv'd, 
When  sapless  age,  and  weak  unable  limbs. 
Should  bring  thy  father  to  his  drooping  chair. 
But, — 0  malignant  and  ill-boding  stars ! — 
Now  thou  art  come  unto  a  feast  of  death ', 
A  terrible  and  unavoided  *  danger ; 
Therefore,  dear  boy,  mount  on  my  swiftest  horse ; 
And  I'll  direct  thee  how  thou  shalt  escape 
By  sudden  flight :  come,  dally  not,  begone 

John.  Is  my  name  Talbot  ?  and  am  I  your  son  ? 
And  shall  I  fly  ?    0,  if  you  love  my  mother, 
Dishonoiir  not  her  honourable  name, 
To  make  a  bastard,  and  a  slave  of  me : 
The  world  will  say, — He  is  not  Talbot's  blood, 
That  basdy  fled,  when  noble  Talbot  stood '. 

Tal,  Fly,  to  revenge  my  death,  if  I  be  slain. 

John.  He,  that  flies  so,  will  ne'er  return  again. 

TaL  If  we  both  stay,  we  both  are  sure  to  die. 

John.  Then  let  me  stay ;  and,  fitther,  do  you  fly : 
Your  loss  is  great,  so  your  regard '  should  be ; 
My  worth  unknown,  no  loss  is  known  in  me. 
Upon  my  death  the  French  can  little  boast ; 
In  yours  they  will,  in  you  all  hopes  are  lost. 
Flight  cannot  stain  the  honour  you  have  won ; 
But  mine  it  will,  that  no  exploit  have  done : 
You  fled  for  vantage,  every  one  will  swear ; 
But,  if  I  bow,  they'll  say — ^it  was  for  fear. 
There  is  no  hope  that  ever  I  will  stay, 
I^  the  first  hour,  I  shrink,  and  run  away. 

'  a  feast  of  death,]     To  a  field  where  death  will  be  fetuted 

with  slaughter. 

*  unavoided  — ]  for  unavoidable. 

' noble  Talbot  stood,]    For  what  reason  this  scene  is  written 

in  rbjnie,  I  cannot  g^ess.  If  Shakspeare  had  not  in  other  plays 
mingled  his  rhymes  and  blank  verses  in  the  same  manner,  I  should 
have  suspected  that  this  dialogue  had  been  a  part  of  some  other 
poem  which  was  never  finished,  and  that  being  loath  to  throw  his 
labour  away,  he  inserted  it  here.    Johnson. 

»  your  regard  — ]     Your  care  of  your  own  safety. 
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Here,  on  my  knee,  I  beg  mortality, 
Rather  than  life  preserv'd  with  indGstmj. 

Tal.  Shall  all  thy  mother's  hopes  lie  in  one  tomb  ? 

John.  Ay,  rather  than  I'll  shame  my  mother's  womb. 

TaL  Upon  my  blessing  I  command  thee  go. 

John.  To  fight  I  will,  but  not  to  fly  the  foe. 

TaL  Part  of  thy  fitther  may  be  sav'd  in  thea 

John.  No  part  of  him,  but  will  be  shame  in  me. 

Tal.  Thou  never  had'st  renown,  nor  canst  not  lose  it. 

John.  Yes,  your  renowned  name ;  Shall  flight  abuse  it? 

Tal.  Thy  flEtther's  charge  shall  clear  thee  from  that 
stain. 

John.  Tou  cannot  witness  for  me,  being  slain. 
If  death  be  so  apparent,  then  both  fly. 

Tal.  And  leave  my  followers  here,  to  fight,  and  die  ? 
My  age  was  never  tidnted  with  such  shame. 

John.  And  shall  my  youth  be  guilty  of  such  blame  ? 
No  more  can  I  be  sever'd  fit)m  your  side. 
Than  can  yourself  yourself  in  twain  divide : 
Stay,  go,  do  what  you  will,  the  like  do  I ; 
For  live  I  will  not,  if  my  father  die. 

Tal.  Then  here  I  take  my  leave  of  thee,  fair  son. 
Bom  to  eclipse  *  thy  life  this  afternoon. 
Come,  side  by  side  together  live  and  die ; 
And  soul  with  soul  from  France  to  heaven  fly,  [EwewU. 

SCENE  VL 

A  Field  of  Battle. 

Alarvm :  Excursions,  wherein  Talbot's  Son  is  hemmed 
abouty  and  Talbot  rescues  him. 

Tal.  Saint  George  and  victory !  fight,  soldiers,  fight : 
The  regent  hath  with  Talbot  broke  his  word, 
And  left  us  to  the  rage  of  France  his  sword. 


■  .^isrson. 


Bom  to  eclipse,  &c.]     A  quibble,  between  son  and  stin. 
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Where  is  John  Talbot  ? — pause,  and  take  thy  breath  ; 
I  gave  thee  life,  and  rescu'd  thee  from  death. 

John,  0  twice  my  father  \  twice  am  I  thy  son : 
The  life  thou  gav'st  me  first,  was  lost  and  done ; 
Till  with  thy  warlike  sword,  despite  of  fate, 
To  my  determined  time  *  thou  gav'st  new  date. 

Tal.  When   from   the  Dauphin^s  crest    thy    sword 
struck  fire, 
It  warmed  thy  fitther's  heart  with  proud  desire 
Of  bold-fec'd  victoiy.     Then  leaden  age, 
Quicken'd  with  youthful  spleen,  and  warlike  rage, 
Beat  down  Alen^on,  Orleans,  Burgundy, 
And  from  the  pride  of  Grallia  rescu'd  thee. 
The  ireful  bastard  Orleans — ^that  drew  blood 
Prom  thee,  my  boy ;  and  had  the  maidenhood 
Of  thy  first  fight — I  soon  encountered  ; 
And,  interchanging  blows,  I  quickly  shed 
Some  of  his  bastard  blood ;  and,  in  disgrace, 
Bespoke  him  thus :  Contaminated^  hose, 
And  miAegotten  blood  I  spill  of  thine, 
Mean  and  right  poor  ;  for  that  pure  blood  ofminey 
Which  thou  didst  force  from  Talbot,  my  brave  boy : — 
Here  purposing  the  Bastard  to  destroy. 
Came  in  strong  rescue.     Speak,  thy  father's  care  ; 
Art  not  thou  weary,  John  ?  How  didst  thou  fare  ? 
Wilt  thou  yet  leave  the  battle,  boy,  and  fly, 
Now  thou  art  seal'd  the  son  of  chivalry  ? 
Fly,  to  revenge  my  death,  when  I  am  dead ; 
The  help  of  one  stands  me  in  little  stead. 
O,  too  much  folly  is  it,  well  I  wot, 
To  hazard  all  our  lives  in  one  small  boat. 
If  I  to-day  die  not  with  Frenchmen's  rage, 
To-morrow  I  shall  die  with  mickle  age : 
By  me  they  nothing  gain,  an  if  I  stay, 
'Tis  but  the  short'ning  of  my  life  one  day : 

*  To  my  determin'd  iw\e  — ]  i.  e.  ended. 
VOL.  V.  Y 


Digitized  by 


Google 


322  FIRST  PART  OP  Act  IV. 

In  thee  thy  mother  diee,  our  household's  name, 
Hj  death's  revenge,  thy  youth,  and  England's  £Eune : 
All  these,  and  more,  we  hazard  by  thy  stay ; 
AD  these  are  sav'd,  if  thou  wilt  fly  away. 

John.  The  sword  of  Orleans  hath  not  made  me  smart, 
These  words  of  yours  draw  life-blood  from  my  heart : 
On  that  advantage,  bought  with  such  a  shame, 
(To  save  a  paltry  life,  and  slay  bright  £une  *,) 
Before  young  Talbot  from  old  Talbot  fly, 
The  coward  horse,  that  bears  me,  fall  and  die ! 
And  Uke  me  to  the  peasant  boys  of  Prance ' ; 
To  be  shame's  scorn,  and  sulgect  of  mischance ! 
Surely,  by  all  the  glory  you  have  won. 
An  if  I  fly,  I  am  not  Talbot's  son : 
Then  talk  no  more  of  flight,  it  is  no  boot ; 
If  son  to  Talbot,  die  at  Talbot's  foot 

Tal,  Then  follow  thou  thy  desperate  sire  of  Crete, 
Thou  Icarus ;  thy  life  to  me  is  sweet : 
If  thou  wilt  fight,  fight  by  thy  fother's  side ; 
And,  commendable  proVd,  let's  die  in  prida       [Exeunt, 


SCENE  VIL 
Another  part  of  the  same. 

Alarum  :   Excursions.     Enter  Talbot  wounded,  sup- 
ported by  a  Servant. 

TaL  Where  is  my  other  life  ? — ^mine  own  is  gone ; — 
0,  Where's  young  Talbot?  where  is  valiant  John? — 

'  On  that  advantage,  boughl  with  such  a  shame, 
(To  save  a  paltry  Sfe,  and  slay  bright  fame,)]  The  sense  is 
— Before  youug  Talbot  fly  from  his  father  (in  order  to  save  his 
life)»  while  he  destroys  his  character,  on,  or  for  the  sake  of,  tke 
advantages  you  mention,  namely,  preserving  our  household's  name, 
&c,  may  my  coward  horse  drop  down  dead !     Malonb. 

7  And  like  me  to  the  peasant  boys  of  France  i]     To  Ske  one  to  the 
peasants,  is,  to  compare,  to  level  by  comparison. 
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Triumphant  death,  smear'd  with  captivity  * ! 
Young  Talbot's  valour  makes  me  smile  at  thee : — 
When  he  perceiVd  me  shrink,  and  on  my  knee, 
His  bloody  sword  he  brandished  over  me, 
Andy  like  a  hungry  lion,  did  commence 
Rough  deeds  of  rage,  and  stem  impatience ; 
But  when  my  angry  guardant  stood  alone. 
Tendering  my  ruin*,  and  assail'd  of  none, 
Dizzy-e/d  fiiiy,  and  great  rage  of  heart. 
Suddenly  made  him  fix)m  my  side  to  start 
Into  the  clust'ring  battle  of  the  French : 
And  in  that  sea  of  blood  my  boy  did  drench 
His  overmounting  spirit ;  and  there  died 
My  Icarus,  my  blossom,  in  his  pride. 

Enter  Soldiers,  bearing  the  Body  ofJows(  Talbot. 

Serv.  0  my  dear  lord !  lo,  where  your  son  is  borne ! 

Tal  Thou  antick  death  *,  which  laugh'st  us  here  to 
scorn, 
Anon,  firom  thy  insulting  tyranny, 
Coupled  in  bonds  of  perpetuity. 
Two  Talbots,  winged  through  the  lither  sky  *, 
In  thy  despite,  shall  'scape  mortality. — 
0  thou,  whose  wounds  become  hard-favour'd  death. 
Speak  to  thy  father,  ere  thou  yield  thy  breath : 
Brave  death  by  speaking,  whether  he  will,  or  no ; 
Imagine  him  a  Frenchman,  and  thy  foe. — 
Poor  boy !  he  smiles,  methinks  ;  as  who  should  say — 
Had  death  been  French,  then  death  had  died  to-day. 
Come,  come,  and  lay  him  in  his  father's  arms ; 
My  spirit  can  no  longer  bear  these  harms. 

"  TMumpharU  death,  smeared   with   captmtyl]      That   is,  death 
stained  and  dishonoured  with  captivity.    Johnson. 

*  Tend'ring  my  rwn^     Watching  me  with  tenderness  in  my 
fall. 

>  Thou  anHck  death,]    The /oo/,  or  aniick  of  the  play,  made 
sport  by  mocking  the  graver  personages. 

'  winged  through  the  lither  sky,]      LUher  is  flexible    or 

yieU&ng. 

Y  2 
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Soldiers,  adieu  !  I  have  what  I  would  have, 

Tow  my  old  arms  are  young  John  Talbot's  grave.  [Dies, 

ilanmis.  Exeunt  Soldiers  and  Servant,  leaving  the 
two  Bodies,  Enter  Charles,  ALKN90N,  Bubgundt, 
Bastard,  La  Pucblle,  and  Forces, 

Char.  Had  York  and  Somerset  brought* rescue  in, 
Te  should  have  found  a  bloody  day  of  this. 

Bast.  How  the  young  whelp  of  Talbot's,  raging  wood  *, 
)id  flesh  his  puny  sword  in  Frenchmen's  blood  ^ ! 

Puc,  Once  I  encounter'd  him,  and  thus  I  said, 
liou  maiden  youth,  he  vanquished  by  a  maid  : 
lui — ^with  a  proud,  majestical  high  scorn, — 
le  answered  thus  ;  Young  Talbot  was  not  horn 
^  he  the  pillage  ofagiglot  wench* : 
k),  rushing  in  the  bowels  of  the  French, 
le  left  me  proudly,  as  unworthy  fight. 

Bur,  Doubtless,  he  would  have  made  a  noble  knight : 
lee,  where  he  lies  inhersed  in  the  arms 
){ the  most  bloody  nurser  of  his  harms. 

Bast,  Hew  them  to  pieces,  hack  their  bones  asunder ; 
^ose  life  was  England's  gloiy,  Gallia's  wonder. 

Char,  0,  no  ;  forbear :  for  that  which  we  have  fled 
)uring  the  life,  let  us  not  wrong  it  dead. 

Inter  Sir  William  Lucy,  attended;  a  Frencli  Herald 


Lucy.  Herald, 
Conduct  me  to  the  Dauphin's  tent ;  to  know 
Hio  hath  obtain'd  the  glory  of  the  day. 

»  raging  wood,]  i.  e.  raging  mad, 

*  m   FrenchmetCi  blood !]      The   return   of  rhyme  whore 

oung  Talbot  is  again  mentioned,  and  in  no  other  place, 
trengthens  the  suspicion  that  these  verses  were  originally  part  of 
ome  other  work,  and  were  copied  here  only  to  save  the  trouble 
f  composing  new.    Johnson. 

*  of  a  giglot  wench :]     Giglot  is  a  wanton ^  or  a  strumpet. 
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Char.  On  what  submissive  message  art  thou  sent  ? 

Lucy,  Submission,    Dauphin?    'tis    a    mere  French 
word; 
We  English  warriors  wot  not  what  it  means. 
I  come  to  know  what  prisoners  thou  hast  ta'en, 
And  to  survey  the  bodies  of  the  dead. 

Char.  For  prisoners  ask'st  thou  ?  hell  our  prison  is. 
But  tell  me  whom  thou  seek'st. 

Lucy.  Where  is  the  great  Alcides  of  the  field, 
Valiant  lord  Talbot,  earl  of  Shrewsbury  ? 
Created,  for  his  rare  success  in  arms, 
Great  earl  of  Washford,  Waterford,  and  Valence ; 
Lord  Talbot  of  Goodrig  and  Urchinfield, 
Lord  Strange  of  Blackmere,  lord  Verdim  of  Alton, 
Lord  Cromwell  of  Wingfield,  lord  Fumival  of  Sheffield, 
The  thrice  victorious  lord  of  Palconbridge ; 
Knight  of  the  noble  order  of  saint  George, 
Worthy  saint  Michael,  and  the  golden  fleece ; 
Great  mareshal  to  Henry  the  sixth, 
Of  all  his  wars  within  the  realm  of  France  ? 

Puc.  Here  is  a  silly  stately  style  indeed ! 
The  Turk,  that  two  and  fifty  kingdoms  hath. 
Writes  not  so  tedious  a  style  as  this. — 
Him,  that  thou  magnifiest  with  all  these  titles. 
Stinking,  and  fly-blown,  lies  here  at  our  feet. 

Lucy.  Is  Talbot  slain ;  the  Frenchmen's  only  scourge, 
Your  kingdom's  terrour  and  black  Nemesis  ? 
0,  were  mine  eye-balls  into  bullets  tum'd, 
That  I,  in  rage,  might  shoot  them  at  your  faces 
0,  that  I  could  but  call  these  dead  to  life ! 
It  were  enough  to  fright  the  realm  of  France : 
Were  but  his  picture  left  among  you  here. 
It  would  amaze  the  proudest  of  you  all 
Give  me  their  bodies ;  that  I  may  bear  them  hence. 
And  give  them  burial  as  beseems  their  worth. 

Puc,  I  think,  this  upstart  is  old  Talbot's  ghost, 
He  speaks  with  such  a  proud  commanding  spirit. 
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Dr  QqA'b  sake^  let  him  have  'em  ;  to  keep  them  here, 
bey  would  but  stink,  and  putrefy  the  air. 
Char,  Go,  take  their  bodies  hence. 
Lucy.  I'll  bear  them  hence : 

ut  from  their  ashes  shall  be  rear'd 
.  phoenix  that  shall  make  all  France  afeanL 
Cfhar.  So  we  be  rid  of  them,  do  with  'em  what  thou 

wilt, 
nd  now  to  Paris,  in  this  conquering  vein ; 
11  will  be  ours,  now  bloody  Talbot's  slain.         [Exeunt 


ACT   V. 

SCENE  L— London.     A  Room  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  King  Hekbt,  Glostbe,  and  Exetsb. 

K,  Hen,  Have  you  perus'd  the  letters  from  the  pope, 
be  emperor,  and  the  earl  of  Armagnac  ? 

Olo,  I  have,  my  lord ;  and  their  intent  is  this, — 
bey  humbly  sue  imto  your  excellence, 
0  have  a  godly  peace  concluded  of, 
etween  the  realms  of  England  and  of  France. 

K.  Hen.  How  doth  your  grace  affect  their  motion  ? 

Olo.  Well,  my  good  lord ;  and  as  the  only  means 
0  stop  efiusion  of  our  Christian  blood, 
nd  'stablish  quietness  on  every  side. 

K.  Hen,  Ay,  marry,  uncle :  for  I  always  thought, 
;  was  both  impious  and  unnatural, 
hat  such  immanity*  and  bloody  strife 
bould  reign  among  professors  of  one  &itL 

Olo.  Beside,  my  lord, — the  sooner  to  effect, 
nd  surer  bind,  this  knot  of  amity, — 
he  earl  of  Armagnac — near  knit  to  Charles, 

•  immamti/  — ]  i.  e.  barbarity,  savageness. 
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A  man  of  great  authority  in  France, — 

ProflFers  his  only  daughter  to  your  grace 

In  marriage,  with  a  large  and  sumptuous  dowiy. 

K.  Hen,  Marriage,  uncle !  alas !  my  years  are  yoimg ; 
And  fitter  is  my  study  and  my  books, 
Than  wanton  dalliance  with  a  paramour. 
Yet,  call  the  ambassadors ;  and,  as  you  please. 
So  let  them  have  their  answers  every  one : 
I  shall  be  well  content  with  any  choice. 
Tends  to  Grod's  glory,  and  my  country's  weal. 

Enter  a  Legate,  and   Two  Ambassadors,  wUh  Win- 
OHSSTEB,  in  a  Cardinal's  Habit 

Exe,  What !  is  my  lord  of  Winchester  install'd. 
And  caU'd  unto  a  cardinal's  degree  ^ ! 
Then,  I  perceive,  that  will  be  verified, 
Henry  the  fifth  did  sometime  prophecy, — 
If  once  he  come  to  he  a  cardinal, 
He'U  make  his  cap  co-equal  with  the  crown, 

K,  Hen,  Mj  lords  ambassadors,  your  several  suits 
Have  been  considered  and  debated  on. 
Your  purpose  is  both  good  and  reasonable : 
And,  therefore,  are  we  certainly  resolVd 
To  draw  conditions  of  a  firiendly  peace ; 
Which,  by  my  lord  of  Winchester,  we  mean 
Shall  be  transported  presently  to  France. 

Olo,  And  for  the  proffer  of  my  lord  your  master, — 
I  have  informed  his  highness  so  at  large. 
As — ^liking  of  the  lady's  virtuous  gifts, 
Her  beauty,  and  the  value  of  her  dower, — 
He  doth  intend  she  shall  be  England's  queen. 

7  What!  it  my  lord  of  Wmchetter  mstaWd, 
And  caffd  unto  a  cardmaTi  degree  /]    This  argues  a  great  forget- 
fulness  in  the  poet.    In  the  first  Act,  Gloster  says : 

**  I'll  canvass  thee  in  thy  broad  cardmoTs  hat :" 
and  it  is  stratige  that  the  duke  of  Exeter  should  not  know  of  his 
adTancement. 
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K.  Hen  In  argument  and  proof  of  which  contr^t, 
Bear  her  this  jewel,  [to  the  Ambass.]  pledge  of  my 

affection. 
And  80,  my  lord  protector,  see  them  guarded. 
And  safely  brought  to  Dover ;  where,  inshipp'd. 
Commit  them  to  the  fortune  of  the  sea. 

[Exewnt  King  Henbt  (vnd  Train;  Glosteb, 
Exeter,  and  Ambassadors. 

Win.  Stay,  my  lord  legate ;  you  shall  first  receive 
The  sum  of  money,  which  I  promised 
Should  be  deliver'd  to  his  holiness 
For  clothing  me  in  these  grave  ornaments. 

Leg.  I  will  attend  upon  your  lordship's  leisure. 

Win.  Now,  Winchester  will  not  submit,  I  trow, 
Or  be  inferior  to  the  proudest  peer. 
Humphrey  of  Gloster,  thou  shalt  well  perceive. 
That,  neither  in  birth  *,  or  for  authority. 
The  bishop  vrill  be  overborne  by  thee : 
I'll  either  make  thee  stoop,  and  bend  thy  knee, 
Or  sack  this  country  with  a  mutiny.  [Exeunt 


SCENE  11. 
France.     Plains  in  Anjoa 

Enter  Charles,  Burgundy,  ALEN90N,  La  Pucellb,  and 
Forces,  marching. 

Char.  These  news,  my  lords,  may  cheer  our  drooping 
spirits : 
'Tis  said,  the  stout  Parisians  do  revolt. 
And  turn  again  unto  the  warlike  FrencL 

Alen.  Then  march  to  Paris,  royal  Charles  of  France, 
And  keep  not  back  your  powers  in  dalliance. 

"  That,  neUher  in  birth;\  I  would  read-^/br  birth.  That  is,  thou 
sbalt  not  rule  me,  though  thy  birth  is  legitimate,  and  thy  authority 
supreme.    Johnson. 
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Piic.  Peace  be  amongst  them,  if  they  turn  to  us ; 
Else,  ruin  combat  with  their  palaces ! 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Me^.  Success  unto  our  valiant  general, 
And  happiness  to  his  accomplices ! 

Char.  What  tidings  send  our  scouts  ?  I  pr'y  thee,  speak. 

Mess,  The  English  army,  that  divided  was 
f  Into  two  parts,  is  now  conjoined  in  one ; 
And  means  to  give  you  battle  presently. 

Char.  Somewhat  too  sudden,  sirs,  the  warning  is ; 
But  we  will  presently  provide  for  them. 

Bur,  I  trust,  the  ghost  of  Talbot  is  not  there ; 
Now  he  is  gone,  my  lord,  you  need  not  fear. 

Pile,  Of  all  base  passions,  fear  is  most  accurs'd : — 
Command  the  conquest,  Charles,  it  shall  be  thine ; 
Let  Henry  jfret,  and  all  the  world  repine. 

Char.  Then  on,  my  lords ;  And  France  be  fortunate ! 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE  III. 
The  sa/rae.    Before  Angiers. 

Alarums :  Excursions.    Enter  La  Pucelle. 

Puc.  The  regent  conquers,  and  the  Frenchmen  fly. — 
Now  help,  ye  charming  spells,  and  periapts  • ; 
And  ye  choice  spirits  that  admonish  me. 
And  give  me  signs  of  future  accidents !  [Thvmder. 

You  speedy  helpers,  that  are  substitutes 

f  "  Into  two  parties," — Malone. 

'  ye  charming  spells,  and  periapts  ;j     Charms  sowed  up. 

Periapts  were  worn  about  the  neck  as  preservatives  from  disease  or 
danger.  Of  these,  the  first  chapter  of  St.  Johns  Gospel  was  deemed 
the  most  efficacious. 
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Under  the  lordly  monarch  of  the  north ', 
Appear,  and  aid  me  in  thia  enterprize ! 

Enter  Fiends. 

This  speedy  quick  appearance  argues  proof 

Of  your  accustom'd  diligence  to  ma 

Now,  ye  &miliar  spirits,  that  are  cull'd 

Out  of  the  powerful  regions  under  earth, 

Help  me  this  once,  that  France  may  get  the  field. 

[They  waik  abouty  cmd  speak  not 
0,  hold  me  not  with  silence  over-long ! 
Where  *  I  was  wont  to  feed  you  with  my  blood, 
111  lop  a  member  ofi*,  and  give  it  you. 
In  earnest  of  a  further  benefit ; 
So  you  do  condescend  to  help  me  now. — 

[They  hang  their  heads. 
No  hope  to  have  redress  ? — My  body  shall 
Pay  recompense,  if  you  will  grant  my  suit. 

[They  shake  their  heads. 
Cannot  my  body,  nor  blood-sacrifice. 
Entreat  you  to  your  wonted  furtherance  ? 
Then  take  my  soul ;  my  body,  soul,  and  all. 
Before  that  England  give  the  French  the  foil. 

[They  depart. 
See !  they  forsake  me.    Now  the  time  is  come, 
That  France  must  vail  her  lofty-plumed  crest  *, 
And  let  her  head  fall  into  England's  lap. 
My  ancient  incantations  are  too  weak. 
And  hell  too  strong  for  me  to  buckle  with : 
Now,  France,  thy  glory  droopeth  to  the  dust.  [ExiL 

'  monarch  of  the  north,]    The  north  was  idways  supposed 

to  be  the  particular  habitation  of  bad  spirits.  Milton,  therefore, 
assembles  the  rebel  angels  in  the  north.    Johnson. 

-  Where  — ]  i.  e.  whereas. 

•  vail  fier  lofty^lumed  crest,]  i.  e.  lower  it. 
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Alarums.  Enter  Prencli  and  English,  fighting.  La 
PucBLLB  and  Yobk  fight  hand  to  hamd.  La  Pucbllb 
%8  taken.     The  French  fly. 

York.  Damsel  of  Prance,  I  think,  I  have  you  fiwt  : 
Unchain  your  spirits  now  with  spelling  charms, 
And  tiy  if  they  can  gain  your  liberty. — 
A  goodly  prize,  fit  for  the  devil's  grace ! 
See,  how  the  ugly  witch  doth  bend  her  brows, 
As  if,  with  Circe,  she  would  change  my  shape. 

Puc.  Changed  to  a  worser  shape  thou  canst  not  be. 

York.  0,  Charles  the  Dauphin  is  a  proper  man ; 
No  shape  but  his  can  please  your  dainty  eye. 

Puc  A  plaguing  mischief  light  on  Charles,  and  thee! 
And  may  ye  both  be  suddenly  surprized 
By  bloody  hands,  in  sleeping  on  your  beds ! 

York.  Fell,    banning   hag*!    enchantress,   hold  thy 
tongue. 

Puo.  I  pr'ythee,  give  me  leave  to  curse  a  while. 

York.  Curse,  miscreant,  when  thou  comest  to  the 
stake.  [Exermt. 

Alarums.    Enter  Suffolk,  leading  in  Lady  Mabgabet. 

Sttf.  Be  what  thou  wilt,  thou  art  my  prisoner. 

[Gazes  on  her. 

0  &irest  beauty,  do  not  fear,  nor  fly ; 

For  I  will  touch  thee  but  with  reverent  hands. 
And  lay  them  gently  on  thy  tender  side. 

1  kiss  these  fingers  [kissing  her  ha/nd\  for  eternal  peace . 
Who  art  thou  ?  say,  that  I  may  honour  thee. 

Mar.  Margaret  my  name ;  and  daughter  to  a  king, 
The  king  of  Naples,  whosoe'er  thou  art. 

8uf.  An  earl  I  am,  and  Suffolk  am  I  call'd. 
Be  not  offended,  nature's  miracle, 

*  Fell,  banning  hag  !]     To  ban  is  to  curse. 
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Thou  art  allotted  to  be  ta'en  by  me  : 

So  doth  the  swan  her  downy  cygnets  save, 

Keeping  them  prisoners  underneath  her  wings. 

Yet  if  this  servile  usage  once  offend, 

Go,  and  be  free  again,  as  Suffolk's  friend. 

[She  turns  atvay  as  going. 
0,  stay  ! — I  have  no  power  to  let  her  pass ; 
My  hand  would  free  her,  but  my  heart  says — no. 
As  plays  the  sun  upon  the  glassy  streams ', 
Twinkling  another  counterfeited  beam, 
So  seems  this  gorgeous  beauty  to  mine  eyes. 
Fain  would  I  woo  her,  yet  I  dare  not  speak  : 
ril  call  for  pen  and  ink,  and  write  my  mind : 
Fye,  De  la  Poole !  disable  not  thyself* ; 
Hast  not  a  tongue  ?  is  she  not  here  thy  prisoner  ? 
Wilt  thou  be  daimted  at  a  woman's  sight  ? 
Ay  ;  beauty's  princely  majesty  is  such. 
Confounds  the  tpngue,  and  makes  the  senses  rough '. 

Mar,  Say,  earl  of  Suffolk, — if  thy  name  be  so, — 
What  ransome  must  I  pay  before  I  pass  ? 
For,  I  perceive,  I  am  thy  prisoner. 

Suf,  How  canst  thou  tell,  she  will  deny  thy  suit. 
Before  thou  make  a  trial  of  her  love  ?  [Aside. 

Mar.  Why  speak'st  thou  not  ?  what  ransome  must  I 
pay? 

Suf.  She's  beautiful ;  and  therefore  to  be  woo'd : 
She  is  a  woman ;  therefore  to  be  won.  [Aside. 

Mar.  Wilt  thou  accept  of  ransome,  yea,  or  no  ? 

*  A$  pktyi  the  iun  upon  the  gUuty  streams,  &c.]  This  comparison, 
made  between  things  which  seem  sufficiently  unlike,  is  intended  to 
express  the  softness  and  delicacy  of  lady  Margaret's  beauty,  which 
delighted,  but  did  not  dazzle ;  which  was  bright,  but  gave  no  pain 
by  its  lustre.    Johnson. 

6  disable  not  thyself;]     Do  not  represent  thyself  so  weak. 

To  disable  the  judgment  of  another  was,  in  that  age,  the  same  as  to 
destroy  its  credit  or  authority.    Johnson. 

*  and  makes  the  senses  rough.]     The  meaning  of  this  wcHrd 

is  not  very  obvious.     Sir  Thomas  Hanmer  reads — crouch. 
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8uf.  Fond  man  !  remember,  that  thou  hast  a  wife ; 
Then  how  can  Margaret  be  thy  paramour  ?  [Aside. 

Mar.  I  were  best  leave  him,  for  he  will  not  hear. 

Suf.  There  all  is  marr'd  ;  there  lies  a  cooling  card. 

Mar.  He  talks  at  random ;  sure,  the  man  is  mad. 

Suf.  And  yet  a  dispensation  may  be  had. 

Mar.  And  yet  I  would  that  you  would  answer  me. 

Suf.  I'll  win  this  lady  Margaret     For  whom  ? 
Why,  for  my  king :  Tush  !  that's  a  wooden  thing  *. 

Mar.  He  talks  of  wood  :  It  is  some  carpenter. 

Suf  Yet  so  my  fancy*  may  be  satisfied, 
And  peace  established  between  these  realms. 
But  there  remains  a  scruple  in  that  too  : 
For  though  her  father  be  the  king  of  Naples, 
Duke  of  Anjou  and  Maine,  yet  is  ho  poor. 
And  our  nobility  will  scorn  the  match.  [Aside. 

Mar.  Hear  ye,  captain  ?  Are  you  not  at  leisure  ? 

Suf.  It  shall  be  so,  disdain  they  ne'er  so  much : 
Henry  is  youthful,  and  will  quickly  yield. — 
Madam,  I  have  a  secret  to  reveal. 

Mar.  What  though  I  be  enthralled  ?    he  seems  a 
knight. 
And  will  not  any  way  dishonour  me.  [Aside. 

Suf  Lady,  vouchsafe  to  listen  what  I  say. 

Mar.  Perhaps,  I  shall  be  rescu'd  by  the  French ; 
And  then  I  need  not  crave  his  courtesy.  [Aside. 

Suf  Sweet  madam,  give  me  hearing  in  a  cause — 

Mar.  Tush !  women  have  been  captivate  ere  now. 

[Aside. 

Suf  Lady,  wherefore  talk  you  so  ? 

Mar.  I  cry  you  mercy,  'tis  but  quid  for  qtio. 

Suf  Say,  gentle  princess,  would  you  not  suppose 
Your  bondage  happy,  to  be  made  a  queen  ? 

Mar.  To  be  a  queen  in  bondage,  is  more  vile, 

8  —  a  wooden  thing.]     Is  an  awkward  business,  an  undertaking 
not  likely  to  succeed. 
•  my  fancy  — ]  i.  e.  my  love. 
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rhan  is  a  shve  in  base  servility ; 
?0T  princes  should  be  free. 

8uf.  And  so  shall  you, 

]f  happy  England's  royal  king  be  free. 

Mar.  Why,  what  concerns  his  fr-eedom  unto  me  ? 

Suf,  111  undertake  to  make  thee  Henry's  queen  ; 
To  put  a  golden  scepter  in  thy  hand, 
Vnd  set  a  precious  crown  upon  thy  head, 
f  thou  wilt  condescend  to  be  my — 

Mar.  What? 

8uf.  His  love. 

Mar.  I  am  imworthy  to  be  Henry's  wife. 

Suf.  No,  gentle  madam ;  I  unworthy  am 
To  woo  so  jEair  a  dame  to  be  his  wife, 
^d  have  no  portion  in  the  choice  myself 
low  say  you,  madam  ;  are  you  so  content  ? 

Mar.  An  if  my  &ther  please,  I  am  content. 

Suf.  Then  call  our  captains,  and  our  colours,  forth : 
^d,  madam,  at  your  father's  castle  walls 
^eTl  crave  a  parley,  to  confer  with  him. 

[Troops  come  forward. 


A  Parley  sou/nded.    Enter  Reiokibe,  on  the  Walls. 

Suf.  See,  Reignier,  see,  thy  daughter  prisoner. 

Reig.  To  whom  ? 

8uf  To  me. 

Reig.  Suffolk,  what  remedy? 

[  am  a  soldier :  and  unapt  to  weep, 
Dr  to  exclaim  on  fortune's  fickleness. 

Suf.  Yes,  there  is  remedy  enough,  my  lord : 
Consent,  (and,  for  thy  honour,  give  consent,) 
rhy  daughter  shall  be  wedded  to  my  king  ; 
TJhom  I  .with  pain  have  woo'd  and  won  thereto ; 
^nd  this  her  easy-held  imprisonment 
Elath  gain'd  thy  daughter  princely  liberty. 

Reig^  Speaks  Suffolk  as  he  thinks  ? 
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8uf.  Fair  Margaret  knows, 

That  Suffolk  doth  not  flatter,  fiwje ',  or  feign. 

Reig,  Upon  thy  princely  warrant,  I  descend, 
To  give  thee  answer  of  thy  just  demand. 

[Exit,fr(ym  the  Wails. 

Suf.  And  here  I  will  expect  thy  coming. 

Trumpets  sownded.    Enter  Reionibr,  helow, 

Reig.  Welcome,  brave  earl,  into  our  territories ; 
Command  in  Anjou  what  your  honour  pleases. 

Suf.  Thanks,  Reignier,  happy  for  so  sweet  a  child. 
Fit  to  be  made  companion  with  a  king : 
What  answer  makes  your  grace  unto  my  suit  ? 

Reig.  Since  thou  dost  deign  to  woo  her  little  worth, 
To  be  the  princely  bride  of  such  a  lord  ; 
Upon  condition  I  may  quietly 
Enjoy  mine  own,  the  coimty  Maine,  and  Anjou, 
Free  from  oppression,  or  the  stroke  of  war, 
My  daughter  shall  be  Heniy's,  if  he  please. 

Suf.  That  is  her  ransome,  I  deliver  her ; 
And  those  two  counties,  I  will  undertake 
Your  grace  shall  well  and  quietly  enjoy. 

Reig.  And  I  again, — in  Henry's  royal  name, 
As  deputy  unto  that  gracious  king, 
Give  thee  her  hand,  for  sign  of  plighted  faith. 

Suf.  Reignier  of  France,  I  give  thee  kingly  thanks. 
Because  this  is  in  traffick  of  a  king  : 
And  yet,  methinks,  I  could  be  well  content 
To  be  mine  own  attorney  in  this  case.  [Aside. 

I'll  over  then  to  England  with  this  news, 
And  make  this  marriage  to  be  solemnized  ; 
So,  fetrewell,  Reignier  !  Set  this  diamond  safe 
In  golden  palaces,  as  it  becomes. 

Reig.  I  do  embrace  thee,  as  I  would  embrace 
The  Christian  prince,  king  Henry,  were  he  here. 

'  face,]     To/ace  is  to  carry  a  false  appearance  :  to  play  the 

bjrpocrite. 
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Mar.  Farewell,  my  lord!    Good  wishes,  praise,  and 
prayers, 
Shall  Suffolk  ever  have  of  Margaret.  [Ooing. 

Suf,  Farewell,  sweet  madam !    but  hark  you,  Mar- 
garet ; 
No  princely  commendations  to  my  king  ? 

Mar,  Such  commendations  as  become  a  maid, 
A  virgin,  and  his  servant,  say  to  him. 

Suf,  Words  sweetly  plac'd,  and  modestly  directed. 
But,  madam,  I  must  trouble  you  again, — 
No  loving  token  to  his  msgesty  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  my  good  lord  ;  a  pure  imspotted  heart, 
Never  yet  taint  with  love,  I  send  the  king. 

Suf,  And  this  withal.  [Kisses  her. 

Mar,  That  for  thyself;  I  will  not  so  presume. 
To  send  such  peevish  tokens  *  to  a  king. 

[Exeunt  Reignibe  and  Margaret. 

Suf,  0,  wert  thou  for  myself! — But,  Suffolk,  stay  ; 
Thou  may'st  not  wander  in  that  labyrinth ; 
There  Minotaurs,  and  ugly  treasons,  lurk. 
Solicit  Henry  with  her  wond'rous  praise : 
Bethink  thee  on  her  virtues  that  surmount ; 
Mad ',  natural  graces  that  extinguish  art ; 
Repeat  their  semblance  often  on  the  seas, 
That,  when  thou  com'st  to  kneel  at  Henry's  feet. 
Thou  may'st  bereave  him  of  his  wits  with  wonder.  [Eocit. 


SCENE  IV. 
Camp  of  the  Duke  q/*York,  in  Anjou. 

Ervter  York,  Warwick,  and  Others, 
York.  Bring  forth  that  sorceress,  condemn'd  to  bum. 

^  To  send  such  peevish  tokens  — ]     Peevish,  for  childish. 
'  Mad,]  i.  e.  wild,  if  mad  be  the  word  that  ought  to  stand  here, 
which  some  of  the  commentators  doubt. 
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Enter  La  Pucellb,  guarded,  and  a  Shepherd. 

Shep,  Ah,  Joan !  this  kills  thy  father's  heart  outright  \ 
Have  I  sought  every  country  far  and  near, 
And,  now  it  is  my  chance  to  find  thee  out. 
Must  I  behold  thy  timeless  *  cruel  death  ? 
Ah,  Joan,  sweet  daughter  Joan,  111  die  with  thee ! 

Ptta  Decrepit  miser* !  base  ignoble  wretch ! 
I  am  descended  of  a  gentler  blood ; 
Thou  art  no  father,  nor  no  friend,  of  mine. 

Shep.  Out,    out? — My    lords,    an    please   you,    'tis 
not  so ; 
I  did  beget  her,  all  the  parish  knows : 
Her  mother  liveth  yet,  can  testify. 
She  was  the  first  firuit  of  my  bachelorship. 

War.  Graceless !  wilt  thou  deny  thy  parentage  ? 

York.  This  argues  what  her  kind  of  life  hath  been  ; 
Wicked  and  vile ;  and  so  her  death  concludes. 

Shep.  Fye,  Joan !  that  thou  wilt  be  so  obstacle  * ! 
God  knows,  thou  art  a  coUop  of  my  flesh ; 
And  for  thy  sake  have  I  shed  many  a  tear : 
Deny  me  not,  I  pr'ythee,  gentle  Joan. 

Ptbc.  Peasant,  avaunt ! — ^You  have  subom'd  this  man, 
Of  purpose  to  obscure  my  noble  birth. 

Shep.  'Tis  true,  I  gave  a  noble  to  the  priest, 
The  mom  that  I  was  wedded  to  her  mother. — 
Kneel  down  and  take  my  blessing,  good  my  girl. 
Wilt  thou  not  stoop  ?    Now  cursed  be  the  time 
Of  thy  nativity !  I  woidd,  the  milk 
Thy  mother  gave  thee,  when  thou  suck'dst  her  breast, 
Had  been  a  little  ratsbane  for  thy  sake  ! 
Or  else,  when  thou  didst  keep  my  lambs  a-field, 

*  Umelest  — ]  is  untimely. 

*  DecrepU  miser!]  Miser  has  no  relation  to  avarice  in  this 
passage,  but  simply  means  a  miserable  creature. 

*  —  that  thou  wilt  he  so  obstacle !]  A  vulgar  corruption  of 
cbstinate,  which  I  think  has  oddly  lasted  since  our  author's  time 
till  now.    Johnson. 
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I  wish  some  ravenous  wolf  had  eaten  thee  ! 

Dost  thou  deny  thy  fether,  cursed  drab  ? 

0,  bum  her,  bum  her ;  hanging  is  too  good  [Exit. 

York  Take  her  away ;  for  she  hath  liv'd  too  long, 
To  fill  the  world  with  vicious  qualities. 

Ptu).  First,  let  me  tell  you  whom  you  have  condemned : 
Not  me  begotten  of  a  shepherd  swain, 
But  issued  from  the  progeny  of  kings ; 
Virtuous,  and  holy ;  chosen  from  above. 
By  inspiration  of  celestial  grace. 
To  work  exceeding  miracles  on  earth. 
I  never  had  to  do  with  wicked  spirits : 
But  you, — that  are  polluted  with  your  lusts, 
Stain'd  with  the  guiltless  blood  of  innocents. 
Corrupt  and  tainted  with  a  thousand  vices, — 
Because  you  want  the  grace  that  others  have, 
Tou  judge  it  straight  a  thing  impossible 
To  compass  wonders,  but  by  help  of  devils. 
No,  misconceived ' !  Joan  of  Arc  hath  been 
A  virgin  from  her  tender  infancy, 
Chaste  and  immaculate  in  very  thought ; 
Whose  maiden  blood,  thus  rigorously  efius'd, 
Will  cry  for  vengeance  at  the  gates  of  heaven. 

York.  Ay,  ay ; — away  with  her  to  execution. 

War.  And  hark  ye,  sirs ;  because  she  is  a  maid. 
Spare  for  no  fagots,  let  there  be  enough ; 
Place  barrels  of  pitch  upon  the  fatal  stake. 
That  so  her  torture  may  be  shortened. 

Ptic.  Will  nothing  turn  your  unrelenting  hearts  ?— 
Then,  Joan,  discover  thine  infirmity ; 
That  warranteth  by  law  to  be  thy  privilege. — 
I  am  with  child,  ye  bloody  homicides : 
Murder  not  then  the  firiit  within  my  womb, 
Although  ye  hale  me  to  a  violent  death. 

York.  Now  heaven  forefend!    the  holy  maid  with 
child? 

7  Noy  misconcMdl]  i.  e.  No,  yo  misconceivers,  ye  who  mistake 
me  and  my  qualities. 
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War.  The  greatest  miracle  that  e'er  ye  wrought : 
Is  all  your  strict  preciseness  come  to  this  ? 

York,  She  and  the  Dauphin  have  been  juggling : 
I  did  imagine  what  would  be  her  refuge. 

War.  Well,  go  to :  we  will  have  no  bastards  live ; 
Especially,  since  Charles  must  father  it. 

Fuc  You  are  deceived ;  my  child  is  none  of  his ; 
It  was  Alen9on,  that  eiyoyed  my  love. 

York.  Alen9on !  that  notorious  Machiavel ! 
It  dies,  an  if  it  had  a  thousand  lives. 

Pt«x  0,  give  me  leave,  I  have  deluded  you ; 
Twas  neither  Charles,  nor  yet  the  duke  I  nam'd, 
But  Reignier,  king  of  Naples,  that  prevailed. 

War,  A  married  man !  that's  most  intolerable. 

York,  Why,  here's  a  girl!    I  think  she  knows  not 
well. 
There  were  so  many  whom  she  may  accuse. 

War,  It's  sign,  she  hath  been  liberal  and  free. 

York,  And  yet,  forsooth,  she  is  a  virgin  pure. — 
Strumpet,  thy  words  condemn  thy  brat,  and  thee : 
Use  no  entreaty,  for  it  is  in  vain. 

Pwe.  Then  lead  me  hence ; — ^with  whom  I  leave  my 
curse: 
May  never  glorious  sun  reflex  his  beams 
Upon  the  country  where  you  make  abode ! 
But  darkness  and  the  gloomy  shade  of  death 
Environ  you ;  till  mischief,  and  despair. 
Drive  you  to  break  your  necks,  or  hang  yourselves  * ! 

\Eocit^  guarded, 

York.  Break  thou  in  pieces,  and  consiune  to  ashes. 
Thou  foul  acctmsed  minister  of  hell ! 


" aU  m»(Mefy  and  detpair, 

Drioe  ycu  to  break  your  necks,  or  hang  yourselves  /]  Perhaps 
Sbakspeare  intended  to  remark,  in  this  execration,  the  frequency 
of  suicide  among  the  English,  which  has  been  commonly  imputed 
to  the  gloommess  of  their  air.    Johnson. 
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Enter  Cardinal  Beaufort,  attended. 

Car.  Lord  regent,  I  do  greet  your  excellence 
With  letters  of  commission  from  the  king. 
For  know,  my  lords,  the  states  of  Christendom, 
Mov'd  with  remorse*  of  these  outrageous  broils, 
Have  earnestly  implor'd  a  general  peace 
Betwixt  our  nation  and  the  aspiring  French ; 
And  here  at  hand  the  Dauphin,  and  his  train, 
Approacheth,  to  confer  about  some  matter. 

York.  Is  all  our  travail  tum'd  to  this  effect  ? 
After  the  slaughter  of  so  many  peers. 
So  many  captains,  gentlemen,  and  soldiers, 
That  in  his  quarrel  have  been  overthrown, 
And  sold  their  bodies  for  their  coimtry's  benefit, 
Shall  we  at  last  conclude  effeminate  peace  ? 
Have  we  not  lost  most  part  of  all  the  towns, 
By  treason,  ftJsehood,  and  by  treachery. 
Our  great  progenitors  had  conquered  ? — 
0,  Warwick,  Warwick !  I  foresee  with  grief 
The  utter  loss  of  all  the  realm  of  France. 

War.  Be  patient,  York :  if  we  conclude  a  peace. 
It  shall  be  with  such  strict  and  severe  covenants 
As  little  shall  the  Frenchmen  gain  thereby. 

Enter  Charles,    attended;    Alen^on,    Bastard,  Rbio- 
NiER,  and  Others. 

Char.  Since,  lords  of  England,  it  is  thus  agreed. 
That  peaceful  truce  shall  be  proclaimed  in  France, 
We  come  to  be  informed  by  yourselves 
What  the  conditions  of  that  league  must  be. 

York.  Speak,  Winchester ;  for  boiling  choler  chokes 
The  hollow  passage  of  my  poison'd  voice, 
By  sight  of  these  our  balefiil  enemies  \ 

•  —  remorse  — ]  i.  e.  compaasioD,  pity. 

*  —  baleful    enemies.]       BaleftU   is    sorrowful;     but   it    had 
anciently  the  same  meaning  as  hanrfui. 
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Win.  Charles,  and  the  rest,  it  is  enacted  thus : 
That — in  regard  king  Henry  gives  consent. 
Of  mere  compassion,  and  of  lenity, 
To  ease  your  country  of  distressful  war, 
And  suffer  you  to  breathe  in  fruitftil  peace, — 
You  shall  become  true  liegemen  to  his  crown : 
And,  Charles,  upon  condition  thou  wilt  swear 
To  pay  him  tribute,  and  submit  thyself, 
Thou  shalt  be  plac'd  as  viceroy  under  him. 
And  still  enjoy  thy  regal  dignity. 

Alen.  Must  he  be  then  as  shadow  of  himself  ? 
Adorn  his  temples  with  a  coronet  * ; 
And  yet,  in  substance  and  authority, 
Retain  but  privilege  of  a  private  man  ? 
This  proffer  is  absurd  and  ];easonless. 

Char.  'Tis  known,  already  that  I  am  possessed 
With  more  than  half  the  Gallian  territories. 
And  therein  reverenced  for  their  lawful  king : 
Shall  I,  for  lucre  of  the  rest  unvanquish'd, 
Detract  so  much  from  that  prerogative. 
As  to  be  call'd  but  viceroy  of  the  whole  ? 
No,  lord  ambassador ;  Fll  rather  keep 
That  which  I  have,  than,  coveting  for  more. 
Be  cast  from  possibility  of  all. 

York.  Insulting  Charles !  hast  thou  by  secret  means 
Used  intercession  to  obtain  a  league ; 
And,  now  the  matter  grows  to  compromise, 
Stand'st  thou  aloof  upon  comparison '  ? 
Either  accept  the  title  thou  usurp'st. 
Of  benefit  *  proceeding  from  our  king. 


* wUh  a  coronet ;]     Coronet  is  here  u«ed  for  a  crown. 

' upon  comparison  f]      Do    you    stand    to  compare    your 

present  state,  a  state  which  you  have  neither  right  or  power  to 
maintain,  with  the  terms  which  we  offer  ? 

*  Q^  benefit  — ]  Benefit  is  here  a  term  of  law.  Be  content  to 
li?e  as  the  beneficiary  of  our  king.     Johnson. 
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Ind  not  of  any  challenge  of  desert, 

)r  we  will  plague  thee  with  incessant  wars. 

Reig.  My  lord,  you  do  not  well  in  obstinacy 
To  cavil  in  the  course  of  this  contract : 
[f  once  it  be  neglected,  ten  to  one, 
Wq  shall  not  find  like  opportunity. 

Alen.  To  say  the  truth,  it  is  your  policy, 
To  save  your  subjects  from  such  massacre, 
fknd  ruthless  slaughters,  aa  are  daily  seen 
By  our  proceeding  in  hostility : 
knd  therefore  take  this  compact  of  a  truce, 
Ailthough  you  break  it  when  your  pleasure  serves. 

[Asid^,  to  Charles. 

War.  How  say'st  thou,  Charles  ?  shall  our  condition 
stand  ? 

Char.  It  shall :      . 
Only  reserv'd,  you  claim  no  interest 
[n  any  of  our  towns  of  garrison. 

York.  Then  swear  allegiance  to  his  majesty ; 
Aa  thou  art  knight,  never  to  disobey, 
N^or  be  rebellious  to  the  crown  of  England, 
rhou,  nor  thy  nobles,  to  the  crown  of  England — 

[Charles,  and  the  rest,  give  tokens  offeaUy. 
So,  now  dismiss  your  army  when  ye  please ; 
Sang  up  your  ensigns,  let  your  drums  be  stiU, 
For  here  we  entertain  a  solemn  peace.  [ExeuiU. 


SCENE  V. 
London.    A  Room  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  King  Henrt,  in  conference  with  Suffolk; 
Gloster  and  Exeter  foUounng. 

K,  Hen,  Your  wond'rous  rare  description,  noble  earl, 
Of  beauteous  Margaret  hath  astonidh'd  me : 
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Her  virtues,  graced  with  external  gifts, 
Do  breed  love's  settled  passions  in  my  heart : 
And  like  as  rigour  in  tempestuous  gusts 
Provokes  the  mightiest  hulk  against  the  tide ; 
So  am  I  driven  *,  by  breath  of  her  renown, 
Either  to  suflFer  shipwreck,  or  arrive 
Where  I  may  have  fruition  of  her  love. 

Suf,  Tush !  my  good  lord !  this  superficial  tale 
Is  but  a  prefifcce  of  her  worthy  praise : 
The  chief  perfections  of  that  lovely  dame, 
(Had  I  sufficient  skill  to  utter  them,) 
Would  make  a  volume  of  enticing  lines, 
Able  to  ravish  any  dull  conceit. 
And,  which  is  more,  she  is  not  so  divine, 
So  full  replete  with  choice  of  all  delights. 
But,  with  as  humble  lowliness  of  mind. 
She  is  content  to  be  at  your  command  j 
Command,  I  mean,  of  virtuous  chaste  intents, 
To  love  and  honour  Henry  as  her  lord. 

K,  Hen.  And  otherwise  will  Henry  ne'er  presume. 
Therefore,  my  lord  protector,  give  consent, 
That  Margaret  may  be  England's  royal  queen. 

Gh.  So  shoidd  I  give  consent  to  flatter  sin. 
You  know,  my  lord,  your  highness  is  betrothed 
Unto  another  lady  of  esteem ; 
How  shall  we  then  dispense  with  that  centrist. 
And  not  deface  your  honour  with  reproach  ? 

Suf,  As  doth  a  ruler  with  unlawful  oaths ; 
Or  one,  that,  at  a  triumph*  having  voVd 
To  try  his  strength,  forsaketh  yet  the  lists 
By  reason  of  his  adversary's  odds : 


*  So  am  I  driven^  This  simile  is  somewhat  obscure ;  he  seems 
to  mean,  that  as  a  ship  is  driven  against  the  tide  by  the  wind,  so 
he  is  driven  by  love  against  the  current  of  his  interest.    Johnson. 

•  at  a  triumph  — ]     A  triumph,  in  the  age  of  Shakspeare, 

signified  a  public  exhibition,  such  as  a  mask,  a  revels  &c. 
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A  poor  earl's  daughter  is  unequal  odds, 
And  therefore  may  be  broke  without  offence. 

CHo,  Why,  what,  I  pray,  is  Maigaret  more  than  that  ? 
Her  father  is  no  better  than  an  earl, 
Although  in  glorious  titles  he  excel 

8u/,  Yes,  my  good  lord,  her  fieUJier  is  a  king, 
The  king  of  Naples,  and  Jerusalem ;  / 

And  of  such  great  authority  in  France, 
As  his  alliance  will  confirm  our  peace. 
And  keep  the  Frenchmen  in  allegiance. 

Olo.  And  so  the  earl  of  Armagnac  may  do. 
Because  he  is  near  kinsman  unto  Charles. 

Exe.  Beside,  his  wealth  doth  warrant  liberal  dower ; 
While  Reignier  sooner  will  receive,  than  give. 

8u/.  A  dower,  my  lords !  disgrace  not  so  your  king. 
That  he  should  be  so  abject,  base,  and  poor, 
To  choose  for  wealth,  and  not  for  perfect  love. 
Henry  is  able  to  enrich  his  queen, 
And  not  to  seek  a  queen  to  make  him  rich : 
So  worthless  peasants  bargain  for  their  wives. 
As  market-men  for  oxen,  sheep,  or  horse. 
Marriage  is  a  matter  of  more  worth, 
Than  to  be  dealt  in  by  attorneyship ' ; 
Not  whom  we  will,  but  whom  his  grace  aflfects. 
Must  be  companion  of  his  nuptial  bed  : 
And  therefore,  lords,  since  he  affects  her  most. 
It  most  of  all  these  reasons  bindeth  us, 
In  our  opinions  she  should  be  preferred. 
For  what  is  wedlock  forced,  but  a  hell. 
An  age  of  discord  and  continual  strife  ? 
Whereas  the  contrary  bringeth  forth  bliss  f, 
And  is  a  pattern  of  celestial  peace. 
Whom  should  we  match,  with  Henry,  being  a  king. 


7 bi/  tUhmeythip ;]     By  the  intervention  of  another  man^s 

choice ;  or  the  discretional  agency  of  another, 
f  "  bringeth  bliss,"— M alone. 
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But  Maigaret,  that  is  daughter  to  a  king  ? 

Her  peerless  feature,  joined  with  her  birth, 

Approves  her  fit  for  none,  but  for  a  king : 

Her  valiant  courage,  and  undaunted  spirit, 

(More  than  in  women  commonly  is  seen,) 

Will  answer  our  hope  in  issue  of  a  king ; 

For  Henry,  son  unto  a  conqueror, 

Is  likely  to  beget  more  conquerors, 

K  with  a  lady  ci  so  high  resolve, 

As  is  fidr  Margaret,  he  be  link'd  in  love. 

Then  yield,  my  lords ;  and  here  conclude  with  me, 

That  Margaret  shall  be  queen,  and  none  but  she. 

K.  Hen.  Whether  it  be  through  force  of  your  report, 
My  noble  lord  of  Suffolk  ;  or  for  that 
My  tender  youth  was  never  yet  attaint 
With  any  passion  of  inflaming  love, 
I  cannot  tell ;  but  this  I  am  assured, 
I  feel  such  sharp  dissention  in  my  breast. 
Such  fierce  alarums  both  of  hope  and  fear. 
As  I  am  sick  with  working  of  my  thoughts. 
Take,  therefore,  shipping ;  post,  my  lord,  to  France ; 
Agree  to  any  covenants ;  and  procure 
That  lady  Margaret  do  vouchsafe  to  come 
To  oross  the  seas  to  England,  and  be  crown'd 
King  Henr/s  faithful  and  anointed  queen  : 
For  your  expences  and  sufficient  charge. 
Among  the  people  gather  up  a  tentL 
Be  gone,  I  say ;  for,  till  you  do  return, 
I  rest  perplexed  with  a  thousand  cares. — 
And  you,  good  uncle,  banish  all  offence : 
If  you  do  censure  me '  by  what  you  were, 
Not  what  you  are,  I  know  it  will  excuse 
This  sudden  execution  of  my  will. 


•  If  you  do  censure  me,  &c.]  To  censure  u  here  simply  to 
Judge,  If  in  judging  me  you  consider  the  past  fraiUies  of  your 
own  youth. 
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And  80  conduct  me,  where  fix>m  company, 

I  may  revolve  and  ruminate  my  grief*.  [Exit. 

Olo.  Ay,  grie^  I  fear  me,  both  at  first  and  last. 

[Ea^ewU  Glosteb  and  Exeter. 

8uf.  Thus  Suffolk  hath  prevailed :  and  thus  he  goes. 
As  did  the  youthful  Paris  once  to  Greece ; 
With  hope  to  find  the  like  event  in  love, 
But  prosper  better  than  the  Trojan  did. 
Margaret  shall  now  be  queen,  and  rule  the  king ; 
But  I  will  rule  both  her,  the  king,  and  realm.      [Exit  \ 

•  .— .  ruminate  my  gneL]  Grief  in  the  first  line  is  taken 
generally  for  pain  or  uneanneu :  in  the  second  specially  for  sorrow. 

*  Of  this  play  there  is  no  copy  earlier  than  that  of  the  folio  in 
1628,  though  the  two  succeeding  parts  are  extant  in  two  editions 
in  quarto.  That  the  second  and  third  parts  were  published 
without  the  first,  may  be  admitted  as  no  weak  proof  that  the 
copies  were  surreptitiously  obtained*  and  that  the  printers  of  that 
time  gave  the  publick  those  pUys,  not  such  as  the  author  designed, 
but  such  as  they  could  get  them.  That  this  play  was  written 
before  the  two  others  b  indubitably  collected  from  the  series  of 
events ;  that  it  was  written  and  played  before  Henry  the  Fifth  is 
apparent,  because  in  the  epilogue  there  is  mention  made  of  this 
play,  and  not  of  the  other  parts  : 

"  Henry  the  sixth  in  swaddling  bands  crown'd  king,  - 
"  Whose  state  so  many  had  the  managing, 
"  That  they  lost  France,  and  made  his  England  bleed : 
**  Which  oft  our  stage  hath  shown.'* 

France  it  lost  in  this  play.  The  two  following  contain,  as  the 
old  title  imports,  the  contention  of  the  houses  of  York  and  Lan- 
caster. 

The  second  and  third  parts  of  Henry  VI.  were  printed  in  1600. 
When  Henry  V.  was  written,  we  know  not,  but  it  wn;»  printed 
likewise  in  1600,  and  therefore  before  the  publication  of  the  first 
and  second  parts.  The  first  part  of  Henry  VI,  had  been  often 
shoum  on  the  stage,  and  would  certainly  have  appeared  in  its  place, 
had  the  author  been  the  publbher.    Johnson. 

That  the  second  and  third  parts  (as  they  are  now  called)  were 
printed  without  the  first,  is  a  proof,  in  my  apprehension,  that  they 
were  not  written  by  the  author  of  the  first :  and  the  title  of  The 
Contention  of  the  Houses  of  York  and  Lancaster,  being  affixed  to 
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the  two  pieces  which  were  printed  in  quarto,  1600,  is  a  proof  that 
thej  were  a  distinct  work,  commencing  where  the  other  ended, 
bat  not  written  at  the  same  time ;  and  that  this  play  was  never 
known  by  the  name  of  The  First  Pari  of  King  Henry  VL  till 
Heminge  and  Condell  gave  it  this  title  in  their  Tolume,  to  dis- 
tingnish  it  from  the  two  subsequent  plays;  which  being  altered 
by  Shakspeare,  assumed  the  new  titles  of  The  Second  and  Third 
Parts  of  King  Henry  VL  that  they  might  not  be  confounded 
with  the  original  pieces  on  which  they  were  formed.  This  first 
part  was,  I  conceive,  originally  called  T^  Historical  Play  of  King 
Henry  VL    M alone. 
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This  and  The  Third  Part  of  King  Hewry  VI.  contain  that 
troublesome  period  of  this  prince's  reign  which  took  in  the  whole 
contention  betwixt  the  houses  of  York  and  Lancaster :  and  under 
that  title  were  these  two  plays  first  acted  and  published.  The 
present  scene  opens  with  Ring  Henry's  marriage,  which  was  in 
the  twenty-third  year  of  his  reign  [A.D.  1445] ;  and  closes  with 
the  first  battle  fought  at  St.  Alban's  and  won  by  the  York  &ction, 
in  the  thirty-third  year  of  his  reign  [A.  D.  1455] :  so  that  it 
comprises  the  history  and  transactions  of  ten  years.    Thbobalp. 

This  play  was  altered  by  Crowne,  and  acted  in  the  year  1681. 

Stebtbns. 

T^  Contention  of  the  Twofamotu  Houses  of  Yorke  and  Lancaster, 
in  two  parts,  was  published  in  quarto,  in  1600  ;  and  the  first  part 
was  entered  on  the  Stationers'  books,  (as  Mr.  Steevens  has  observed,) 
March  12,  1593-4.  On  these  two  plays,  which  I  believe  to  have 
been  written  by  some  preceding  author,  before  the  year  1590^ 
Shakspeare  formed,  as  I  conceive,  thb  and  the  following  drama ; 
altering,  retrenching,  or  amplifying,  as  he  thought  proper.  In  the 
printing  of  these  plays,  all  the  lines  printed  in  the  usual  manner, 
are  found  in  the  original  quarto  plays  (or  at  least  with  such  minute 
variations  as  are  not  worth  noticing):  and  those,  I  conceive, 
Shakspeare  adopted  as  he  found  them.  The  lines  to  which  inverted 
commas  are  prefixed,  were,  if  my  hjrpothesis  be  well  founded, 
retouched,  and  greatly  improved  by  him ;  and  those  with  asterisks 
were  his  own  original  produotiou  ;  the  embroidery  with  which  he 
ornamented  the  coarse  stufi^  that  had  been  awkwardly  made  up  for 
the  stage  by  some  of  his  contemporaries.  The  speeches  which  he 
new-modelled,  he  improved,  sometimes  by  amplification,  and  some- 
times by  retrenchment. 

These  two  pieces,  I  imagine,  were  produced  in  their  present  form 
in  1591.  Dr.  Johnson  observes  very  justly,  that  these  two  parts 
were  not  written  without  a  dependence  on  the  first.  Undoubtedly 
not ;  the  old  play  of  King  Henry  VI,  (or,  as  it  is  now  called.  The 
First  Part,)  certainly  had  been  exhibited  before  these  were 
written  in  am/  form.  But  it  does  not  follow  from  this  concession, 
either  that  The  Contention  of  the  Two  Houses,  &c.  in  two  parts, 
was  written  by  the  author  of  the  former  play,  or  that  Shakspeare 
was  the  author  of  these  two  pieces  as  they  original^  appeared, 

Malonb. 

In  Mr.  Malone's  new  edition,  we  find  some  alterations  and  addL 
tions  to  his  asterisks  and  inverted  commas.  The  whole  is  coiyec- 
tural,  and  shows  how  little  is  known  vrith  certainty  respecting 
Shakspeare's  works. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 

King  Hevrt  the  SioHl 

Humphrey,  Duke  of  Gloster,  his  Unde. 

Cardinal  Beaufort,  Bithop  of  Winchester,  great  Unde  to 

the  King. 
Richard  Plahtaoevbt,  Duke  of  York. 
Edward  and  Richard,  his  Sons, 
Dfikeof8ousBam,  | 

Dtife  (/Suffolk, 

Duke  of  BucKmGHAM,  >  of  the  King's  Party. 

Lord  Clifford, 
Young  Clifford,  his  Son^ 
^arto/' Salisbury,  1     i-^i   v   u  e^  ^• 

EaH  0/ Warwick,  }  ^/^  ^ork  Factum. 

Lord  Scales,  Governor  of  the  Tower.    Lord  Say. 
Sir  Humphrey  Stafford,  and  his  Brother.    Sir  John 

Stanley. 
A  SeorCaptain,  Master,  and  Master's  Mate,  and  Walter 

Whitmore. 
Tuw  Oentlemen,  Prisoners  with  Suffolk. 
A  Herald    Vaux. 
Hume  and  Southwell,  Two  Priests, 
BouKOBROKE,  a  Conjurer.    A  Spirit  raised  by  him. 
Thomas  Horner,  an  Armourer.    Peter,  his  Man. 
Clerk  of  Chatham.    Mayor  of  Saint  Alban's. 
SiMPOOX,  an  Impostor.     Two  Murderers. 
Jack  Cade,  a  Rebd  : 
Georoe,  John,  Dick,  Smith,  the  Weaver,  Michael,  &c. 

his  Followers, 
Alexander  Iden,  a  Kentish  Gentleman. 

Marqaret,  Queen  to  King  Henry. 

Eleanor,  Duchess  q/*  Gloster. 

Margery  Jourdain,  a  Witch.     Wife  to  Simpcox. 

Lords,  Ladies,  and  Attendants;  Petitioners,  Aldermen, 
a  Beadle,  Sheriff,  and  Officers;  Citizens,  Prentices, 
Falconers,  Guards,  Soldiers,  Messengers,  &c. 

SCENE,  dispersedly  in  various  parts  q/*  England. 
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SECOND  PART  OF 

KING  HENRY  VL 


ACT  L 

SCENE  L— London.     A  Room  of  State  in  the  Palace, 

Flourish  of  Trumpets :  then  Hautboys,  Enter,  on  one 
side.  King  Henry,  Duke  of  Glosteb,  Salisbury, 
Warwick,  cmd  Cardinal  Beaufort;  on  the  other ^ 
Queen  Marqaret,  led  in  by  Suffolk  ;  York,  So- 
merset, BuoKiKOHAM,  and  Osiers  following. 

Suffolk 

As  by  your  high  *  imperial  majesty, 

I  had  in  charge  at  my  depart  for  France, 

As  procurator  to  your  excellence, 

To  marry  princess  Margaret  for  your  grace ; 

So,  in  the  femous  ancient  city,  Tours, — 

In  presence  of  the  kings  of  Prance  and  Sicil, 

The  dukes  of  Orleans,  Calaber,  Bretaigne,  and  Alen5on, 

*  Seven  earls,  twelve  barons,  twenty  reverend  bishops, — 
'  I  have  performed  my  task,  and  was  espoused : 

*  And  humbly  now  upon  my  bended  knee, 

'  As  btf  your  high,  &c,]  It  is  apparent  that  this  play  begins 
where  the  former  ends,  and  continues  the  series  of  transactions  of 
which  it  presupposes  the  first  part  already  known.  Thb  is  a 
sufficient  proof  that  the  second  and  third  parts  were  not  written 
without  dependance  on  the  first,  though  they  were  printed  as  con- 
taining a  complete  period  of  history.  Johnson. 
VOL.  V.  A  a 
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354  SECOND  PART  OF  Act  I. 

In  sight  of  England  and  her  lordly  peers, 
Deliver  up  my  title  in  the  queen 
To  your  most  gracious  hands,  that  are  the  substance 
)f  that  great  shadow  I  did  represent ; 
Phe  happiest  gift  that  ever  marquess  gave, 
rhe  &irest  queen  that  ever  king  receiv'd. 

'  K.  Hen,  Suffolk,     arise. — ^Welcome,     queen     Mar- 
garet: 
I  can  express  no  kinder  sign  of  love. 
Than  this  kind  kiss. — 0  Lord,  that  lends  me  life. 
Lend  me  a  heart  replete  with  thankfulness ! 
For  thou  hast  given  me,  in  this  beauteous  face, 
A  world  of  earthly  blessings  to  my  soul, 
^  If  sympathy  of  love  unite  our  thoughts. 

*  Q,  Mar,  Great  king  of  England,  and  my  gracious 
lord; 
The  mutual  conference '  that  my  mind  hath  had — 
By  day,  by  night ;  waking,  and  in  my  dreams ; 
In  courtly  company,  or  at  my  beads, — 
With  you  mine  alder-liefest  sovereign  *, 
Makes  me  the  bolder  to  salute  my  king 
With  ruder  terms ;  such  as  my  wit  affords. 
And  over-joy  of  heart  doth  minister. 

^ K,  Hen,  Her  sight  did  ravish:  but  her  grace  in 
speech. 
Her  words  y-clad  with  wisdom's  majesty. 
Makes  me,  fix>m  wondering,  fell  to  weeping  joys ; 
Such  is  the  fulness  of  my  heart's  content — 
Lords,  with  one  cheerful  voice  welcome  my  love. 

AU,  Long  live  queen  Margaret,  England's  happiness ! 

Q,  Mar,  We  thank  you  all.  [FUmruk 

Suf,  My  lord  protector,  so  it  please  your  grace, 
lere  are  the  articles  of  contracted  peace, 

*  T%e  mutual  conference — ]     I  am  the  bolder  to  address  joa, 
iTing  already  familiarized  you  to  my  imagination.     Johnson. 

•  -^  mine  alder-liefest  sovereign^    Alder-Befett  is  a  corruption 
-  the  German  word  atder-Hebste,  beloved  above  all  things,  dearest 

all. 
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Scene  I.  KING  HENRY  VI.  355 

Between  our  sovereign,  and  the  French  king  Charles, 

*  For  eighteen  months  concluded  by  consent. 

Qlo,  {reads,']  Imprimis,  It  is  agreed  between  the 
French  king,  Charles^  arid  William  de  la  Pooler  mar- 
quess  of  Suffolk,  ambassador  for  Henry  king  of  Enghmd, 
— that  the  said  Henry  shaJl  espouse  the  lady  Margaret, 
daughter  unto  Beignier  king  of  Naples,  Sicilia,  and  Jeru- 
salem, ;  and  crown  her  queen  of  England,  ere  the  thirtieth 

of  May   next  ensuing. Item, — That   the   duchy  of 

Anjou  and  the  cownly  of  Maine  shall  be  released  and  de- 
livered to  the  king  her  father 

K,  Hen.  Uncle,  how  now  ? 

Gh.  Pardon  me,  gracious  lord ; 

Some  sudden  qualm  hath  struck  me  at  the  heart. 
And  dimm'd  mine  eyes,  that  I  can  read  no  further. 

K.  Hen.  Uncle  of  "Winchester,  I  pray,  read  on. 

Win.  Item, — It  is  further  agreed  between  ihem, — 
that  the  duchies  of  Anjou  a/nd  Maine  shall  be  released 
and  delivered  over  to  the  king  her  father;  and  she  sent 
over  of  the  king  ofEnglancCs  own  proper  cost  a/nd  charges, 
without  having  dowry. 

K.  Hen.  They  please  us  well. — Lord  marquess,  kneel 
down ; 
We  here  create  thee  the  first  duke  of  Suffolk, 
And  girt  thee  with  the  sword. — 
Cousin  of  York,  we  here  discharge  your  grace 
From  being  regent  in  the  parts  of  France, 
Till  term  of  eighteen  months  be  ftdl  expir'd. — 
Thanks,  uncle  Winchester,  Gloster,  York,  and  Buck- 
ingham, 
Somerset^  Salisbury,  and  Warwick ; 
We  thank  you  all  for  this  great  favour  done. 
In  entertainment  to  my  princely  queen. 
Come,  let  us  in ;  and  with  all  speed  provide 
To  see  her  coronation  be  performed. 

[Exeunt  King,  Queen,  and  Suffolk. 

Olo.  Brave  peers  of  England,  pillars  of  the  sta^e, 

*  To  you  duke  Humphrey  must  unload  his  grief, 

Aa  2 
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356  SECOND  PART  OF  Act  L 

'  Your  grief,  the  common  grief  of  all  the  land. 

*  What !  did  my  brother  Henry  spend  his  youth, 

*  His  valour,  coin,  and  people,  in  the  wars  ? 
'  Did  he  so  often  lodge  in  open  field, 

'  In  winter's  cold,  and  summer's  parching  heat, 

*  To  conquer  France,  his  true  inheritance  ? 

*  And  did  my  brother  Bedford  toil  his  wits, 

*  To  keep  by  policy  what  Henry  got  ? 

'  Have  you  yourselves,  Somerset,  Buckingham, 

*  Brave  York,  Salisbury,  and  victorious  Warwick, 
'  Receiv'd  deep  scars  in  France  and  Normandy  ? 

'  Or  hath  mine  imcle  Beaufort,  and  myself, 
'  With  all  the  learned  council  of  the  realm, 
'  Studied  so  long,  sat  in  the  council-house, 

*  Early  and  late,  debating  to  and  fro 

'  How  France  and  Frenchmen  might  be  kept  in  awe  ? 

'  And  hath  his  highness  in  his  in&ncy 

'  Been  crown'd  in  Paris,  in  despite  of  foes  ? 

*  And  shall  these  labours,  and  these  honours  die  ? 
'  Shall  Henry's  conquest,  Bedford's  vigilance, 

*  Your  deeds  of  war,  and  all  our  counsel,  die  ? 
'  0  peers  of  England,  shameful  is  this  league ! 
'  Fatal  this  marriage !  cancelling  your  £ajne : 

*  Blotting  your  names  from  books  of  memory : 

*  Razing  the  characters  of  your  renown ; 

'  Defiicing  monuments  of  conquer'd  France ; 

*  Undoing  all,  as  all  had  never  been ! 

*Car,  Nephew,   what    means    this    passionate   dis- 
course? 

*  This  peroration  with  such  circumstance  *  ? 

*  For  France,  'tis  ours ;  and  we  will  keep  it  still. 

*  Olo,  Ay,  uncle,  we  will  keep  it,  if  we  can ; 

*  But  now  it  is  impossible  we  should : 
Suffolk,  the  new-made  duke  that  rules  the  roast, 
'  Hath  given  the  duchies  of  Anjou  and  Maine 


*  TVth  peroration  with  such  circumstance  f  ]     This  speech  crowded 
with  so  many  instances  of  aggravation.     Johnson. 
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Scene  I.  KING  HENRY  VI.  357 

*  Unto  the  poor  king  Reignier,  whose  large  style 

*  Agrees  not  with  the  leanness  of  his  purse. 

*  SoL  Now,  by  the  death  of  him  that  died  for  all, 

*  These  counties  were  the  keys  of  Normandy : — 
But  wherefore  weeps  Warwick,  my  valiant  son  ? 

*  War.  For  grief,  that  they  are  past  recovery : 

*  For  were  there  hope  to  conquer  them  again, 

'  My  sword  should  shed  hot  blood,  mine  eyes  no  tears. 

*  Anjou  and  Maine !  myself  did  win  them  both ; 

*  Those  provinces  these  arms  of  mine  did  conquer : 

*  And  are  the  cities ',  that  I  got  with  wounds, 

*  Delivered  up  again  with  peaceful  words  ? 

*  Mort  Dieu ! 

*  York  For  Suffolk's  duke — may  he  be  suffocate^ 

*  That  dims  the  honour  of  this  warlike  isle ! 

*  France  should  have  torn  and  rent  my  very  heart, 

*  Before  I  would  have  yielded  to  this  league. 

*  I  never  read  but  England's  kings  have  had 

'  Laige  sums  of  gold,  and  dowries,  with  their  wives : 

*  And  our  king  Henry  gives  away  his  own, 

'  To  match  with  her  that  brings  no  vantages. 

*  Olo.  A  proper  jest,  and  never  heard  before, 

*  That  Suffolk  should  demand  a  whole  fifteenth, 

*  For  costs  and  charges  in  transporting  her ! 

♦She   should   have    staid  in   France,   and  starv'd  in 
France, 

*  Before 

*  Oar.  My  lord  of  Gloster,  now  you  grow  too  hot ; 

*  It  was  the  pleasure  of  my  lord  the  king. 

*  6lo.  My  lord  of  Winchester,  I  know  your  mind  ; 

*  'Tis  not  my  speeches  that  you  do  mislike, 

*  But  'tis  my  presence  that  doth  trouble  you. 

*  Rancour  will  out :  Proud  prelate,  in  thy  face 

*  I  see  thy  fury :  If  I  longer  stay. 


*  And  are  the  cities,  &c.]  The  indignation  of  Warwick  is  natural, 
and  1  wish  it  had  t)ecn  better  expressed  ;  there  is  a  kind  of  jingle 
intended  in  wounds  and  words.     Johnson. 
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358  SECOND  PART  OF  Act  L 

*  We  shall  begin  our  ancient  bickerings. — 
Lordings,  &rewell ;  and  say,  when  I  am  gone, 

I  prophesied — France  will  be  lost  ere  long.  [Exit 

Car.  So,  there  goes  our  protector  in  a  rage. 
Tis  known  to  you,  he  is  mine  enemy : 

*  Nay,  more,  an  enemy  unto  you  all ; 

*  And  no  great  fiiend,  I  fear  me,  to  the  king. 

*  Consider,  lords, — he  is  the  next  of  blood, 

*  And  heir  apparent  to  the  English  crown ; 

*  Had  Ueniy  got  an  empire  by  his  marriage, 

*  And  all  the  wealthy  kingdoms  of  the  west, 

*  There's  reason  he  should  be  displeas'd  at  it 

*  Look  to  it,  lords ;  let  not  his  smoothing  words 

*  Bewitch  your  hearts ;  be  wise,  and  circumspect 
'  What  though  the  conmion  people  fitvour  him, 

*  Calling  him — Hrnnphrey,  the  good  dnke  of  Gloster; 

*  Clapping  their  hands,  and  crying  with  loud  voice — 

*  Jem  maintain  yowr  royal  eax>dlence  ! 

'  With — Ood  preserve  the  good  duke  Hmwphrey  ! 
'  I  fear  me,  lords,  for  all  this  flattering  gloss, 

*  He  will  be  foimd  a  dangerous  protector. 

*  Buck,  Why  should  he  then  protect  our  sovereign, 

*  He  being  of  age  to  govern  of  himself? — 

*  Cousin  of  Somerset,  join  you  with  me, 

*  And  all  together — with  the  duke  of  Suffolk, — 

'  We'll  quickly  hoise  duke  Humphrey  firom  his  seat 

*  Car,  This  weighty  business  will  not  brook  delay ; 

*  I'll  to  the  duke  of  Suffolk  presently.  [Exit, 

*  Som.  Cousin  of  Buckingham,  though  Humphrey's 

pride, 
'  And  greatness  of  his  place,  be  grief  to  us, 

*  Yet  let  us  watch  the  haughty  cardinal ; 

*  His  insolence  is  more  intolerable 

*  Than  all  the  princes  in  the  land  beside  ; 

*  If  Gloster  be  displaced,  he'll  be  protector. 

Buck,  Or  thou,  or  I,  Somerset,  wiU  be  protector, 

*  Despight  duke  Humphrey,  or  the  cardinal. 

[Exeunt  Buckingham  and  Somebset. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


SceheI.  king  henry  VI  359 

ScU.  Pride  went  before,  ambition  follows  him. . 

*  While  these  do  labour  for  their  own  preferment, 

*  Behoves  it  us  to  labour  for  the  realm. 

*  I  never  saw  but  Humphrey  duke  of  Gloster 
'  Did  bear  him  like  a  noble  gentleman. 

*  Oft  have  I  seen  the  haughty  cardinal — 

'  More  like  a  soldier,  than  a  man  o'the  church, 

*  As  stout,  and  proud,  as  he  were  lord  of  all, — 
'  Swear  like  a  ruffian,  and  demean  himself 

*  Unlike  the  ruler  of  a  common-weaL — 

*  Warwick,  my  son,  the  comfort  of  my  age ! 

*  Thy  deeds,  thy  plainness,  and  thy  house-keeping, 

*  Hath  won  the  greatest  favour  of  the  commons, 

*  Exciting  none  but  good  duke  Humphrey. — 

*  And,  brother  York,  thy  acts  in  Ireland, 
'  In  bringing  them  to  civil  discipline ; 

*  Thy  late  exploits,  done  in  the  heart  of  France, 
*When  thou  wert  regent  for  our  sovereign, 

'  Have  made  thee  fear'd,  and  honoured,  of  the  people  :— 

*  Join  we  together,  for  the  publick  good  ; 

*  In  what  we  can,  to  bridle  and  suppress 
'  The  pride  of  Suffolk,  and  the  cardinal, 

'  With  Somerset's  and  Buckingham's  ambition ; 

*  And,  as  we  may,  cherish  duke  Humphrey's  deeds, 

*  While  they  do  tend  the  profit  of  the  land. 

*  War.  So  God  help  Warwick,  as  he  loves  the  land, 

*  And  common  profit  of  his  country ! 

♦  York,  And  so  says    York,   for  he  hath  greatest 

cause. 
SaL  Then  let's  make  haste  away,  and  look  imto  the 

main. 
War.  Unto  the  main  !  0  father,  Maine  is  lost ; 

*  That  Maine,  which  by  main  force  Warwick  did  win, 

*  And  would  have  kept,  so  long  as  breath  did  last : 
Main  chance,  father,  you  meant ;  but  I  meant  Maine ; 
Which  I  will  win  from  France  or  else  be  slain. 

[Eoceunt  Warwick  and  Salisbury. 
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York.  Anjou  and  Maine  are  given  to  the  French ; 

*  Paris  is  lost ;  the  state  of  Normandy 

*  Stands  on  a  tickle  point,  now  they  are  gone : 

*  Suffolk  concluded  on  the  articles  ; 

*  The  peers  agreed ;  and  Heniy  was  well  pleas'd, 

*  To  change  two  dukedoms  for  a  duke's  fair  daughter. 

*  I  cannot  blame  them  all ;  What  is't  to  them  ? 

*  'Tis  thine  they  give  away,  and  not  their  own. 

*  Pirates  may  make  cheap  pennyworths  of  their  pillage, 

*  And  purchase  friends,  and  give  to  courtezans, 

*  Still  revelling,  like  lords,  till  all  be  gone : 

*  While  as  the  silly  owner  of  the  goods 

*  Weeps  over  them,  and  wrings  his  hapless  hands, 

*  And  shakes  his  head,  and  trembling  stands  aloof, 

*  While  all  is  shar'd,  and  all  is  borne  away : 

*  Ready  to  starve,  and  dare  not  touch  his  own. 

*  So  York  must  sit,  and  fret,  and  bite  his  tongue, 

*  While  his  own  lands  are  bargained  for,  and  sold. 
*Hethinks,  the  realms  of  England,  France,  and  Ire- 

land, 

*  Bear  that  proportion  to  my  flesh  and  blood, 

*  As  did  the  fsttal  brand  Althea  bum'd, 

*  Unto  the  prince's  heart  of  Calydon*. 
Anjou  and  Maine,  both  given  unto  the  French ! 
Cold  news  for  me :  for  I  had  hope  of  France, 
Even  as  I  have  of  fertile  England's  soiL 

A  day  will  come,  when  York  shall  claim  his  own  ; 

And  therefore  I  will  take  the  Nevils'  parts, 

And  make  a  show  of  love  to  proud  duke  Humphrey, 

And,  when  I  spy  advantage,  claim  the  crown. 

For  that's  the  golden  mark  I  seek  to  hit : 

Nor  shall  proud  Lancaster  usurp  my  right. 

Nor  hold  the  sceptre  in  his  chUdish  fist, 


^  the  princt^t  heart  of  CdUfdon^     According  to  the  &ble, 

Meleager's  life  was  to  continue  only  so  long  as  a  certain  firebrand 
should  last.  His  mother  Althea  having  thrown  it  into  the  fire,  be 
expired  in  great  torments. 
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Nor  wear  the  diadem  upon  his  head, 

Whose  church-like  humours  fit  not  for  a  crown. 

Then,  York,  be  still  awhile,  till  time  do  serve : 

Watch  thou,  and  wake,  when  others  be  asleep, 

To  pry  into  the  secrets  of  the  state ; 

Till  Tionry,  surfeiting  in  joys  of  love. 

With  his  new  bride,  and  England's  dear-bought  queen, 

And  Humphrey  with  the  peers  be  fall'n  at  jars  : 

Then  will  I  raise  aloft  the  milk-white  rose, 

With  whose  sweet  smell  the  air  shall  be  perfiim'd ; 

And  in  my  standard  bear  the  arms  of  York, 

To  grapple  with  the  house  of  Lancaster ; 

And,  force  perforce,  1*11  make  him  yield  the  crown, 

Whose  bookish  rule  hath  pull'd  fair  England  down. 

[Ewit, 


SCENE  11. 

The  same.    A  Room  in  the  Duke  of  Gloster's  House, 

Enter  Glosteb  and  the  Duchess. 

Duch,  Why  droops  my  lord,  like  over-ripen'd  com, 
Hanging  the  head  at  Ceres'  plenteous  load  ? 

*  Why  doth  the  great  duke  Humphrey  knit  his  brows, 

*  As  frowning  at  the  fetvours  of  the  world  ? 
♦Why  are  thine  eyes  fix'd  to  the  sullen  earth, 

*  Grazing  on  that  which  seems  to  dim  thy  sight  ? 
'  What  seest  thou  there  ?  king  Henry's  diadem, 

*  Enchas'd  with  all  the  honours  of  the  world  ? 

*  If  so,  gaze  on,  and  grovel  on  thy  face, 

*  Until  thy  head  be  circled  with  the  same. 

*  Put  forth  thy  hand,  reach  at  the  glorious  gold : — 

*  What,  is't  too  short  ?  TU  lengthen  it  with  mine : 

*  And,  having  both  together  heav'd  it  up, 

*  We'll  both  together  lift  our  heads  to  heaven  ; 

*  And  never  more  abase  our  sight  so  low, 

*  As  to  vouchsafe  one  glance  unto  the  groimd. 
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*  Oh.  0  Nell,  sweet  Nell,  if  thou  dost  love  thy  lord, 
'  Banish  the  canker  of  ambitious  thoughts : 

*  And  may  that  thought,  when  I  imagine  ill 

*  Against  my  king  and  nephew,  virtuous  Henry, 

*  Be  my  last  breathing  in  this  mortal  world ! 

'  My  troublous  dream  this  night  doth  make  me  sad. 
Dtu^  What  dream'd  my  lord?  tell  me,  and  111  requite 
it 
'  With  the  sweet  rehearsal  of  my  morning's  dream. 
'  Olo,  Methought,    this  staff,   mine  office-badge    in 
court, 

*  Was  broke  in  twain  ;  by  whom,  I  have  forgot, 
'  But,  as  I  think,  it  was  by  the  cardinal ; 

'  And,  on  the  pieces  of  the  broken  wand 

*  Were  placed  the  heads  of  Edmond  duke  of  Somerset, 
'  And  William  de  la  Poole  first  duke  of  Suffolk. 

*  This  was  my  dream ;  what  it  doth  bode,  God  knows. 

'  Duch.  Tut,  this  was  nothing  but  an  argument, 

*  That  he  that  breaks  a  stick  of  Gloster's  grove, 
'  Shall  lose  his  head  for  his  presumption. 

'  But  list  to  me,  my  Humphrey,  my  sweet  duke  : 

'  Methought,  I  sat  in  seat  of  majesty, 

'  In  the  cathedral  church  of  Westminster, 

'  And  in  that  chair  where  kings  and  queens  are  crown'd ; 

*  Where  Henry,  and  dame  Margaret,  kneel'd  to  me, 
'  And  on  my  head  did  set  the  diadem. 

'  Glo,  Nay,  Eleanor,  then  must  I  chide  outright : 

*  Presumptuous  dame,  ill-nurtur'd  Eleanor ' ! 
Art  thou  not  second  woman  in  the  realm : 
And  the  protector's  wife,  beloVd  of  him  ? 

*  Hast  thou  not  worldly  pleasure  at  command, 

*  Above  the  reach  or  compass  of  thy  thought  ? 
And  wilt  thou  still  be  hammering  treachery, 

*  To  tumble  down  thy  husband,  and  thyself, 

*  From  top  of  honour  to  disgrace's  feet  ? 
Away  from  me,  and  let  me  hear  no  more. 

?  '—^  ill-nurtur'd  — ]    lU-nurtwr'd  is  ill-educaied. 
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*  Duch,  What,  what,  my  lord !  are  you  so  cholerick 
'  With  Eleanor,  for  telling  but  her  dream  ? 

*  Next  time,  111  keep  my  dreams  unto  myself, 
'  And  not  be  checked. 

'  Qlo.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  I  am  pleas'd  again. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

'  Mea.  My  lord  protector,  'tis  his  highness'  pleasure, 

*  You  do  prepare  to  ride  unto  St.  Alban's, 

'  Whereas'  the  king  and  queen  do  mean  to  hawk. 
Gh.  I  go. — Come,  Nell,  thou  wilt  ride  with  us  ? 

*  Duch.  Yes,  good  my  lord,  I'll  follow  presently. 

[Exeunt  Glosteb  and  Messenger. 

*  Follow  I  must,  I  cannot  go  before, 

*  While  Gloster  bears  this  base  and  humble  mind. 

*  Were  I  a  man,  a  duke,  and  next  of  blood, 

*  I  would  remove  these  tedious  stumbling-blocks, 

*  And  smooth  my  way  upon  their  headless  necks : 

*  And,  being  a  woman,  I  will  not  be  slack 

*  To  play  my  part  in  fortime's  pageant 

*  Where  are  you  there  ?  sir  John  • !  nay,  fear  not,  man, 

*  We  are  alone  ;  here's  none  but  thee,  and  I. 

Enter  Hums. 

Hvme.  Jesu  preserve  your  royal  majesty  ! 

*  Duck.  What  saVst  thou,  majesty  ?  I  am  but  grace. 
Hume,  But,  by  the  grace  of  God,  and  Hume's  advice, 

*  Your  grace's  title  shall  be  multiplied. 

'  DwcA.  What  say'st  thou,  man  ?  hast  thou  as  yet  con- 
ferr'd 

*  With  Margery  Jourdain,  the  cunning  witch ; 

*  And  Roger  Bolingbroke,  the  conjurer? 

*  And  will  they  undertake  to  do  me  good  ? 

^  Whereas  — ]    Whereas  b  the  same  as  where ;  and  seems  to  be 
brought  into  use  only  on  account  of  its  being  a  dissyllable. 
»  «r  John  /]    A  title  frequently  bestowed  on  the  clergy. 
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*  Hume,  This  they  have   promised, — to  show  your 

highness 
'  A  spirit  rais'd  from  depth  of  under  ground, 
'  That  shall  make  answer  to  such  questions, 

*  As  by  your  grace  shall  be  propounded  him. 

'  Duch,  It  is  enough  ;  111  think  upon  the  questions : 

*  When  from  Saint  Alban's  we  do  make  return, 

*  Well  see  these  things  effected  to  the  fiilL 

*  Here,  Hume,  take  this  reward  ;  make  merry,  man, 

*  With  thy  confederates  in  this  weighty  causa 

[Exit  Duchess. 

♦  Hume,  Hume  must  make  merry  with  the  duchess' 

gold; 
'  Marry,  and  shall     But  how  now,  sir  John  Hume  ? 
'  Seal  up  your  lips,  and  give  no  words  but — ^mum  ! 
'  The  business  asketh  silent  secrecy. 

*  Dame  Eleanor  gives  gold,  to  bring  the  witch  : 

*  Gold  cannot  come  amiss,  were  she  a  devil 

*  Yet  have  I  gold,  flies  fit)m  another  coast : 
'  I  dare  not  say,  fix)m  the  rich  cardinal, 

'  And  frt>m  the  great  and  new-made  duke  of  Suffolk  ; 

*  Yet  I  do  find  it  so :  for,  to  be  plain, 

*  They,  knowing  dame  Eleanor's  aspiring  humour, 
'  Have  hired  me  to  undermine  the  duchess, 

'  And  buz  these  conjurations  in  her  brain. 

*  They  say,  A  crafty  knave  does  need  no  broker' ; 

*  Yet  am  I  Suffolk  and  the  cardinal's  broker. 

*  Hume,  if  you  take  not  heed,  you  shall  go  near 

*  To  call  them  both — ^a  pair  of  crafty  knaves. 

*  Well,  so  it  stands ;  And  thus,  I  fear,  at  last, 

*  Hiune's  knavery  will  be  the  duchess'  wreck  ; 

*  And  her  attainture  will  be  Humphrey's  fall : 

*  Sort  how  it  will  *,  1  shall  have  gold  for  all  [Exit 

>  A  crafty  knave  does  need  no  broker  ;]    This  is  a  proverbial 

sentence. 
'  Sort  how  it  will,]   Let  the  issue  be  what  it  will. 
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SCENE  IIL 
The  same.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Petbb,  and  Others,  wUh  Petitions. 

*  1  Pet,  My  masters,  let's  stand  close  ;  my  lord  pro- 
*tector  will  come  this  way  by  and  by,  and  then  we  may 

*  deliver  oiu*  supplications  in  the  quill  *. 

'  2  Pet.  Marry,  the  Lord  protect  him,  for  he's  a  good 
'  man  !  Jesu  bless  him ! 

Enter  Suffolk,  and  Queen  Maegabet. 

*  1  Pet.  Here  a  comes,  methinks,  and  the  queen  with 
♦him  :  111  be  the  first,  sure. 

'  2  Pet.  Come  back,  fool ;  this  is  the  duke  of  Suffolk, 

*  and  not  my  lord  protector. 

*  Suf.  How  now,  fellow  ?  would'st  any  thing  with  me  ? 

*  1  Pet  I  pray,  my  lord,  pardon  me !  I  took  ye  for 

*  my  lord  protector. 

*  Q.  Mar.  [reading  the  superscription.]  To  my  lord 

*  protector !  are  your  supplications  to  his  lordship  ?  let 
'  me  see  them :  What  is  thine  ? 

'  1  Pet  Mine  is,  an't  please  your  grace,  against  John 

*  Goodman,  my  lord  cardinal's  man,  for  keeping  my 
'  house,  and  lands,  and  wife,  and  all,  from  me. 

*  &af.  Thy  wife  too  ?  that  is  some  wrong,  indeed. — 

*  What's  yours? — ^What's  here!    [reads.']  Against  the 

*  dvke  of  Suffolk,  for  enclosing  the  commons  of  Mdford. — 

*  How  now,  sir  knave  ? 

*  2  Pet  Alas,  sir,  I  am  but  a  poor  petitioner  of  our 

*  whole  township. 

*  Peter,  [presenting  his  petition.]  Against  my  master, 

*  Thomas  Horner,  for  saying.  That  the  duke  of  York 
'  was  rightful  heir  to  the  crown. 

* in  the  quiU.]     Perhaps  our  supplications  in  the  quiU,  or  m 

quill,  means  no  more  than  our  written  or  penned  supplications. 
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'  Q.  Mar.  What  say'st  thou?  Did  the  duke  of  York 

♦  say,  he  was  rightful  heir  to  the  crown  ? 

♦  Peter,  That  my  master  was*?  No,  forsooth:  my 
'  master  said.  That  he  was ;  and  that  the  king  was  an 

♦  usurper. 

'  Suf,  Who  is  there?  [Enter  Servants.]— Take  this 
^  fellow  in,  and  send  for  his  master  with  a  pursuivant 
'  presently : — ^we'U  hear  more  of  your  matter  before  the 
'  king.  [Exewnt  Servants  wUh  Pbtbb. 

'  Q.  Mar.  And  as  for  you,  that  love  to  be  protected 

♦  Under  the  wings  of  our  protector's  grace, 
'  Begin  your  suits  anew,  and  sue  to  him. 

[Tears  the  petition. 

♦  Away,  base  cullions ! — Suffolk,  let  them  go. 

♦  AU.  Come,  let's  be  gone.  [Exeunt  Petitioners. 

♦  Q.  Mar.  My  lord  of  Suffolk,  say,  is  this  the  guise, 

♦  Is  this  the  &shion  in  the  court  of  England  ? 

♦  Is  this  the  government  of  Britain's  isle, 

♦  And  this  the  royalty  of  Albion's  king? 

♦  What,  shall  king  Henry  be  a  pupil  still, 

♦  Under  the  surly  Gloster's  governance  ? 

♦  Am  I  a  queen  in  title  and  in  style, 

♦  And  must  be  made  a  subject  to  a  duke  ? 

♦  I  tell  thee,  Poole,  when  in  the  city  Tours 

♦  Thou  ran'st  a  tilt  in  honour  of  my  love, 

♦  And  stol'st  away  the  ladies'  hearts  of  France ; 
'  I  thought  king  Henry  had  resembled  thee, 

♦  In  courage,  courtship,  and  proportion : 
^  But  all  his  mind  is  bent  to  holiness, 

♦  To  number  Ave-Mariea  on  his  beads : 

♦  His  champions  are — ^the  prophets  and  apostles ; 

♦  His  weapons,  holy  saws  of  sacred  writ : 

♦  His  study  is  his  tilt-yard,  and  his  loves 

♦  Are  brazen  images  of  canoniz'd  sainta 

<  That  nry  master  watf]  Peter  suppoaes  that  the  queen  had 
asked,  whether  the  duke  of  York  had  said  that  his  master  (for  so  he 
understands  the  pronoun  he  in  her  speech)  was  rightful  heir  to  the 
crown. 
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*  I  would,  the  college  of  cardinals 

*  Would  choose  him  pope,  and  carry  him  to  Rome, 

*  And  set  the  triple  crown  upon  his  head ; 

*  That  were  a  state  fit  for  his  holiness. 

^  8uf.  Madam,  be  patient :  as  I  was  cause 
'  Your  highness  came  to  England,  so  will  I 

*  In  England  work  your  grace's  full  content. 

Q.  Mar.  Beside    the    haught    protector,    have    we 
Beaufort, 

*  The  imperious  churchman ;  Somerset,  Buckingham, 

*  And  grumbling  York :  and  not  the  least  of  these, 

*  But  can  do  more  in  England  than  the  king. 

♦  ^f.  And  he  of  these,  that  can  do  most  of  all, 

*  Cannot  do  more  in  England  than  the  Nevils : 

*  Salisbury,  and  Warwick,  are  no  simple  peers. 

'  Q.  Mar.  Not  all  these  lords  do  vex  me  half  so  much, 

*  As  that  proud  dame,  the  lord  protector  s  wife. 

'  She  sweeps  it  through  the  court  with  troops  of  ladies, 

*  More  like  an  empress  than  duke  Humphrey's  wife ; 
Strangers  in  court  do  take  her  for  the  queen : 

*  She  bears  a  duke's  revenues  on  her  back, 

*  And  in  her  heart  she  scorns  our  poverty : 

*  Shall  I  not  live  to  be  aveng'd  on  her? 

*  Contemptuous  base-bom  c^llat  as  she  is, 

*  She  vaimted  'mongst  her  minions  t'other  day. 
The  very  train  of  her  worst  wearing-gown 
Was  better  worth  than  all  my  fiither's  lands, 

*  Till  Suffolk  gave  two  dukedoms  for  his  daughter. 

*  Suf.  Madam,  myself  have  lim'd  a  bush  for  her ; 

*  And  plac'd  a  quire  of  such  enticing  birds, 

*  That  she  will  light  to  listen  to  the  lays, 

*  And  never  mount  to  trouble  you  again. 

*  So,  let  her  rest :  And,  madam,  list  to  me ; 

*  For  I  am  bold  to  counsel  you  in  this. 

*  Although  we  fancy  not  the  cardinal, 

*  Yet  must  we  join  with  him,  and  with  the  lords, 

*  Till  we  have  brought  duke  Humphrey  in  disgrace. 
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*  As  for  the  duke  of  York, — this  late  complaint* 

*  Will  make  but  little  for  his  benefit : 

*  So,  one  by  one,  we'll  weed  them  all  at  last, 

*  And  you  yourself  shall  steer  the  happy  helm. 

Enter  Ring  Hbnrt,  York,  and  Sombbset,  conversing 
with  him;  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Qlostbr,  Cardinal 
Bkaufobt,  Buckingham,  Salisbury,  and  Wabwick. 

'  K.  Hen.  For   my   part,    noble   lords,    I   care    not 
which; 
'  Or  Somerset,  or  York,  all's  one  to  me. 

'  York.  If  York  have  ill  demean'd  himself  in  Prance, 
'  Then  let  him  be  dena/d  the  regentship. 

'  Som.  If  Somerset  be  imworthy  of  the  place, 
'  Let  York  be  regent,  I  will  yield  to  him. 

*  War.  Whether  your  grace  be  worthy,  yea,  or  no, 
'  Dispute  not  that :  York  is  the  worthier. 

*  Car.  Ambitious  Warwick,  let  thy  betters  speak. 
War.  The  cardinal's  not  my  better  in  the  field. 

*  Buck.  All  in  this  presence  are  thy  betters,  War- 

wick. 
War.  Warwick  may  live  to  be  the  best  of  all. 

*  Sal  Peace,  son ; and  show  some  reason,  Buck- 

ingham, 

*  Why  Somerset  should  be  preferr'd  in  thia 

*  Q.  Mar.  Because    the    king,    forsooth,    will    have 

it  so. 
'  Oh.  Madam,  the  king  is  old  enough  himself 
'  To  give  his  censure  * :  these  are  no  women's  matters. 
Q.  Mar.  If  he  be  old  enough,  what  needs  your  grace 

*  To  be  protector  of  his  excellence  ? 

'  this  late  complaint  — ]     That  ii,the  complaint  of  Peter  the 

armourer's  man  against  his  master,  for  saying  that  York  was  the 
rightful  king.    Johnson. 

* his  ceftture :]   Through  all  these  plays  cenntre  is  used  id  an 

indifferent  sense,  simply  for  judgment  or  opinion. 
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'  Oh.  Madam,  I  am  protector  of  the  realm ; 
'  And,  at  his  pleasure,  will  resign  my  place. 
'  Suf,  Resign  it  then,  and  leave  thine  insolence. 

*  Since  thou  wert  king,  (as  who  is  king,  but  thou  ?) 

*  The  commonwealth  hath  daily  run  to  wreck : 

*  The  Dauphin  hath  prevail'd  beyond  the  seas ; 

*  And  all  the  peers  and  nobles  of  the  realm 

*  Have  been  as  bondmen  to  thy  sovereignty. 

*Car.  The  commons  hast  thou  rack'd;  the  clergy's 


*  Are  lank  and  lean  with  thy  extortions. 

^  80m.  Thy   sumptuous   buildings,    and   thy   wife's 
attire, 

*  Have  cost  a  mass  of  publick  treasury. 

*  Buck.  Thy  cruelty  in  execution, 

*  Upon  offenders,  hath  exceeded  law, 

*  And  left  thee  to  the  mercy  of  the  law. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Thy  sale  of  offices,  and  towns  in  France, — 

*  If  they  were  known,  as  the  suspect  is  great, — 

*  Would  make  thee  quickly  hop  without  thy  head. 

[Exit  Glosteb.     The  Queen  drops  her  Fan. 

*  Give  me  my  fan  :  What,  minion  !  can  you  not  ? 

\Oives  the  Duchess  a  box  07i  the  ear. 

*  I  cry  you  mercy,  madam ;  Was  it  you  ? 

'  Dudi.  Was't   I  ?    yea,    I    it    was,    proud    French- 
woman : 

*  Could  I  come  near  your  beauty  with  my  nails, 
I'd  set  my  ten  commandments  in  your  face. 

K.  Hen.  Sweet  aunt^  be  quiet ;  'twas  against  her  will. 

*  Duch.  Against  her  will !  Good  king,  look  to't  in 

time; 
'  She'U  hamper  thee,  and  dandle  thee  like  a  baby  : 

*  Though  in  this  place  most  master  wear  no  breeches. 
She  shall  not  strike  dame  Eleanor  imreveng'd. 

[Exit  Duchess. 

*  Btick.  Lord  cardinal,  I  wiU  follow  Eleanor, 

*  And  listen  after  Humphrey,  how  he  proceeds : 

VOL.  V.  B  b 
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*  She's  tickled  now :  her  ftune  can  need  no  spurs -f, 

*  Shell  gallop  &8t  enough  to  her  destruction. 

[Ewit  BUOKINOHAM. 

iZe-^n^  Glostes. 

*  Olo.  Now,  lords,  my  choler  being  over-blown, 

*  With  walking  once  about  the  quadrangle, 

*  I  come  to  talk  of  commonwealth  afiairs. 

*  As  for  your  spiteful  fiJse  objections, 

*  Prove  them,  and  I  lie  open  to  the  law : 

*  But  God  in  mercy  so  deal  with  my  soul, 

*  As  I  in  duty  love  my  king  and  country ! 

*  But,  to  the  matter  that  we  have  in  hand : — 

*  I  say,  my  sovereign,  York  is  naeetest  man 

*  To  be  your  regent  in  the  realm  of  France. 

*  8uf.  Before  we  make  election,  give  me  leave 

*  To  show  some  reason,  of  no  little  force, 
'  That  York  is  most  unmeet  of  any  man. 

'  York.  Ill  tell  thee,  Suffolk,  why  I  am  unmeet 

*  First,  for  I  cannot  flatter  thee  in  pride : 

*  Next,  If  I  be  appointed  for  the  place, 

*  My  lord  of  Somenset  will  keep  me  here, 

*  Without  discharge,  money,  or  furniture, 

*  Till  France  be  won  into  the  Dauphin's  hands. 

*  Last  time,  I  danc'd  attendance  on  his  will, 

*  Till  Paris  was  besieg'd,  famish'd,  and  lost 

*  War.  That  I  can  witness ;  and  a  fouler  fiict 

*  Did  never  traitor  in  the  land  commit 
Suf.  Peace,  head-strong  Warwick ! 

War.  Image  of  pride,  why  should  I  hold  my  peace? 

Enter  Servants  of  Sitfpolk,  bringing  in  Horkbr  and 
Peter. 

Suf.  Because  here  is  a  man  accus'd  of  treason : 
Pray  God,  the  duke  of  York  excuse  himself  I 

t  **  her  fume  needs  no  spHrs.^^— Malone. 
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*  York.  Doth  any  one  accuse  York  for  a  traitor  ? 
*K.Hm.  What   mean'st   thou,   Suffolk?    tell   me: 

What  are  these? 
'  8uf.  Please  it  your  majesty,  this  is  the  man 
'  That  doth  accuse  his  master  of  high  treason : 

*  His  words  were  these ; — ^that  Richard,  duke  of  York, 
'  Was  rightful  heir  unto  the  English  crown ; 

*  And  that  your  majesty  was  an  usurper. 

'  K.  Hen.  Say,  man,  were  these  thy  words? 

Hor.  An't  shall  please  your  nuyesiy,  I  never  said  nor 
thought  aiiy  such  matter:  God  is  my  witness,  I  am 
&Isely  accused  by  the  villain. 

*  Pet.  By  these  ten  bones',  my  lords,  [hMing  up 
'  his  hands,']  he  did  speak  them  to  me  in  the  garret  one 

*  night,  as  we  were  scouring  my  lord  of  York's  armour. 

*  York.  Base  dunghill  villain,  and  mechanical, 

*  m  have  thy  head  for  this  thy  traitor's  speech : — 

*  I  do  beseech  your  royal  miyesty, 

'  Let  him  have  all  the  rigour  of  the  law. 

Hot.  Alas,  my  lord,  hang  me,  if  ever  I  spake  the 
words.  My  accuser  is  my  prentice ;  and  when  I  did 
correct  him  for  his  fault  the  other  day,  he  did  vow  upon 
his  knees  he  would  be  even  with  me :  I  have  good  wit- 
ness of  this ;  therefore,  I  beseech  your  majesty,  do  not 
cast  away  an  honest  man  for  a  villain's  accusation, 

K.  Hen.  Uncle,  what  shall  we  say  to  this  in  law  ? 

*  Oh.  This  doom,  my  lord,  if  I  may  judge. 

*  Let  Somerset  be  regent  o'er  the  French, 

*  Because  in  York  this  breeds  suspicion  : 

*  And  let  these  have  a  day  appointed  them 

*  For  single  combat,  in  convenient  place  ; 

*  For  he  hath  witness  of  his  servant's  malice : 

*  This  is  the  law,  and  this  duke  Humphrey's  doom. 

7  Bjf  these  ten  bones,  &c.]  We  have  just  beard  a  duchess 
threaten  to  set  her  ten  commandments  in  the  face  of  a  queen.  The 
jesta  in  this  play  turn  rather  too  much  on  the  ennmeratioii  of 
fingers.     Thb  adjuration  is,  however,  very  ancient. 
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K,  Hen.  Then  be  it  so.     My  lord  of  Somerset, 
We  make  your  grace  lord  regent  o'er  the  French  -f. 

Som,  I  humbly  thank  your  royal  miyesty. 

Hor.  And  I  accept  the  combat  willingly. 

Pet,  Alas,  my  lord,  I  cannot  fight ;  ♦  for  God's  sake, 
♦pity  my  case!  the  spite  of  man  prevaileth  against 
♦me.     0  Lord,  have  mercy  upon  me!   I  shall  never 

♦  be  able  to  fight  a  blow :  0  Lord,  my  heart ! 

Glo,  Sirrah,  or  you  must  fight,  or  else  be  hang'd. 

♦  K.  Hen,  Away  with  them  to  prison :  and  the  day 
'  Of  combat  shall  be  the  last  of  the  next  month. — 

♦  Come,  Somerset,  we'll  see  thee  sent  away.       [Exeunt 

SCENE  IV. 
The  same.     The  Duke  of  Gloster's  Ckirden. 

Enter   Mabgebt    Jourdain,    Hume,    Southwell,   a/nd 

BOLINQBROKE. 

♦  Hume.  Come,  my  masters  ;  the  duchess,  I  tell  you, 

♦  expects  performance  of  your  promises. 

* Boling,  Master  Hume,  we  are  therefore  provided: 

♦  Will  her  ladyship  behold  and  hear  our  exorcisms  •  ? 

♦  Hume.  Ay ;  What  else  ?  fear  you  not  her  courage. 

♦  Boling,  I  have  heard  her  reported  to  be  a  woman 

♦  of  an  invincible  spirit :   But  it  shall  be  convenient, 

♦  master  Hume,  that  you  be  by  her  aloft,  while  we  be 

♦  busy  below ;  and  so,  I  pray  you,  go  in  God's  name, 

♦  and  leave  us.    [Exit  Hume.]    *  Mother  Jourdain,  be 
you    prostrate,   and  grovel   on   the    earth: — ♦John 

♦  Southwell,  read  you  ;  and  let  us  to  our  work. 

t  These  two  lines  spoken  by  K.  Henry  are  omitted  by 
Mr.  Malone. 

*» our  exorcisms  7]     The  word  exorcue,  and  its  derivatiTes, 

are  used  by  Shakspeare  in  an  uncommon  sense.  In  all  other 
writers  it  means  to  lay  spirits,  but  in  these  plays  it  inyariably 
means  to  raise  them. 
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Enter  Duchess,  above. 

♦  Duck.  Well  said,  my  masters ;  and  welcome  all. 

*  To  this  geer ;  the  sooner  the  better. 

* Boling.  Patience,  good  lady;   wizards  know  their* 
times : 
Deep  night,  dark  night,  the  silent  of  the  night, 

*  The  time  pf  night  when  Troy  was  set  on  fire ; 

*  The  time  when  screech-owls  cry,  and  ban-dogs  howl ', 

*  And  spirits  walk,  and  ghosts  break  up  their  graves, 
'  That  time  best  fits  the  work  we  have  in  hand. 

*  Madam,  sit  you,  and  fear  not ;  whom  we  raise, 

*  We  will  make  fiwt  within  a  hallow'd  verge. 

[Here  they  perform  the  Ceremonies  appertaining,  and 
make  the  Circle;  Bolingbroke,  or  Southwell,  readsy 
Conjure  te,  &c^  It  thvmdera  and  lightens  terribly  ; 
then  the  Spirit  riseth, 

*Spir.  Adsum. 

*M,Jourd.  Asmath, 

*  By  the  eternal  God,  whose  name  and  power 

*  Thou  tremblest  at,  answer  that  I  shall  ask  ; 

*  For,  till  thou  speak,  thou  shalt  not  pass  fh)m  hence. 

♦  Spir.  Ask  what  thou  wilt :  That  I  had  said  and 

done  ^ ! 
Boling.  First,  of  the  king.     What  shall  of  him  be- 
come i  [Reading  out  of  a  paper. 
Spir.  The  duke  yet  lives,  that  Henry  shall  depose ; 
But  him  outlive,  and  die  a  violent  death. 

[As  the  Spirit  speaks,  Southwell  vrrites  the 
answer, 
Boling.  Whatfaie  awaits  the  duke  of  Suffolk  ? 

*  ban-dogs  howl,]      A  hanrdog  is  a  village-dog,  or  -  mastiff'^ 

which  was  formerly  called  a  band-dog,  per  syncopen  bandog. 

'  ^  T^ai  I  had  taid  and  done !]     It  was  anciently  believed 

that  spirits,  who  were  raised  by  incantations,  remained  above 
ground  and  answered  questions  with  reluctance.  See  both  Lucan 
and  Statius. 
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Spir.  By  water  shall  he  die,  and  take  his  end. 

Boling.  What  skaU  befall  thsdvke  of  Someneil 

Spir.  Let  him  shun  castles  ; 
Safer  shall  he  be  upon  the  sandy  plains, 
Than  where  castles  mounted  stand. 
'  Have  done,  for  more  I  hardly  can  endure. 

Boling.  Descend  to  darkness,  and  the  burning  lake : 
^  False  fiend,  avoid ! 

[Thunder  and  Lightning.    Spirit  descends. 


Enter   York    and    BucKiiraHAM,    hastily,    with   their 
Ouarda,  and  Others. 

'  York  Lay  hands  upon  these  traitors,   and  their 
trash. 
'  Beldame,  I  think,  we  watch'd  you  at  an  inch. — 
'  What,  madam,  are  you  there?   the  king  and  com- 
monweal 
'  Are  deeply  indebted  for  this  piece  of  pains ; 

*  My  lord  protector  will,  I  doubt  it  not, 

*  See  you  well  guerdcwi'd  for  these  good  deserts. 

*  Duch.  Not  half  so  bad  as  thine  to  England's  king, 

*  Injurious  duke ;  that  threat'st  where  is  no  cause. 

^  Buck.  True,  madam,  none  at  all    What  call  you 
this  ?  [Showing  her  the  papers. 

*  Away  with  them ;  let  them  be  clapp'd  up  dose, 

'  And  kept  asunder : — ^Tou,  madam,  diall  with  us : — 
'  Stafford,  take  her  to  thee. — 

[Ewit  Duchess  yrow  above. 

*  Well  see  your  trinkets  here  all  forth-coming ; 
'  All. — ^Away! 

[Exeunt  Ouards,  with  South.  Bolikq.  <tc 

*  York.  Lord  Buckingham,  methinks,  you  watch'd 

her  well : 

*  A  pretty  plot,  well  chosen  to  build  upon ! 
Now,  pray,  my  lord,  let's  see  the  devil's  writ 

What  have  we  here  ?  [Reads. 
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The  duke  yet  Uvea,  that  Henry  shall  depose; 
But  him  outlive,  and  die  a  violent  death, 

*  Why,  this  is  just, 

*  Aio  te,  jEacida,  Romanos  vincere  posse. 
Well,  to  the  rest  : 

Teli  me ',  what  fate  awaits  the  duke  of  Suffolk  f 
By  water  shall  he  die,  and  take  his  end, — 
Whai  shall  betide  the  duke  of  Somerset  f 
Let  him  shv/n  castles  ; 
Safer  shaU  he  be  upon  the  sandy  fdadns, 
Than  where  castles  mou/nted  stand, 

*  Come,  come,  my  lords ; 

*  These  oracles  are  hardily  attained, 

*  And  hardly  understood. 

'  The  king  is  now  in  progress  toward  Saint  Alban's, 

*  With  him,  the  husband  of  this  lovely  lady : 

*  Thither  go  these  news,  as  fast  as  horse  can  carry 

them; 

*  A  sorry  breakfitst  for  my  lord  protector. 

'  Buck.  Your  grace  shall  give  me  leave,  my  lord  of 
York, 

*  To  be  the  post,  in  hope  of  his  reward. 

*  York.  At  your  pleasure,  my  good  lord. — ^Who's 
'  within  there,  ho ! 

Enter  a  Servant. 

*  Invite  my  lords  of  Salisbury,  and  Warwick, 

*  To  sup  witii  me  to-morrow  night. — Away  i      [Exeumt. 

'  Tell  me,  &c.]  Yet  these  two  words  were  not  in  the  paper 
read  by  Bolingbroke,  which  York  has  now  in  his  hand ;  nor  are 
thejr  in  the  original  play.  Here  we  have  a  species  of  inaccuracy 
peculiar  to  Shakspeare,  of  which  ho  has  been  guilty  in  other 
places. 
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ACT  II. 

SCENE  L     Saint  Albania. 

riier    King     Hbnrt,     Queen    Marqarbt,    Glostbb, 
Cardinal,  and  Suffolk,  with  Falconers  hollaing, 

*  Q.  Mar,  Believe  me,  lords,  for  flying  at  the  brook ', 
I  saw  not  better  sport  these  seven  years'  day : 

Yet,  by  your  leave,  the  wind  was  very  high  ; 
nd,  ten  to  one,  old  Joan  had  not  gone  out. 

'  K.  Hen.  But  what  a  point,  my  lord,  your  falcon 

made, 
And  what  a  pitch  she  flew  above  the  rest ! — 
To  see  how  God  in  all  his  creatures  works ! 
Yea,  man  and  birds,  are  fEiin^  of  climbing  high. 

Suf.  No  marvel,  an  it  like  your  majesty, 
y  lord  protector's  hawks  do  tower  so  well ; 
hey  know,  their  master  loves  to  be  aloft, 
And  bears  his  thoughts  above  his  falcon's  pitch. 

'  Olo,  My  lord,  'tis  but  a  base  ignoble  mind 
That  mounts  no  higher  than  a  bird  can  soar. 

'  Car,  I  thought  as  much ;  he'd  be  above  the  clouds. 

*  Glo,  Ay,  my  lord  cardinal ;  How  think  you  by  that  ? 
^ere  it  not  good,  your  grace  coidd  fly  to  heaven  ? 

*  K,  Hen.  The  treasury  of  everlasting  joy ! 

*  Car,  Thy  heaven  is    on    earth;    thhie  eyes  and 

thoughts 
Beat  on  a  crown ',  the  treasure  of  thy  heart ; 

»  for  flying    at    the    brook,]       The    falconer's    term    for 

Lwking  at  water-fowl. 

*  are  &in  — ]     Fain,  in  this  place,  signifies/oiwf. 

*  thine  eyet  and  thoughts 

Beat  on  a  croum,]     To  beai  b  a  term  in  falconry,  signifying 
flutter. 
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Pernicious  protector,  dangerous  peer, 
That  smooth'st  it  so  with  king  and  commonweal ! 
'  Oh.  What,  cardinal,  is  your  priesthood  grown  pe- 
remptory ? 

*  Tantame  animia  caeiestibm  tree  t 

'  Churchmen  so  hot  ?  good  uncle,  hide  such  malice ; 
'  With  such  holiness  can  you  do  it  ? 

'  Suf,  No  malice,  sir ;  no  more  than  well  becomes 
'  So  good  a  quarrel,  and  so  bad  a  peer. 

flfo.  As  who,  my  lord  ? 

Suf.  Why,  as  you,  my  lord  ; 

An't  like  your  lordly  lord-protectorship. 

Oh.  Why,  Suffolk,  England  knows  thine  insolence. 

Q.  Mar.  And  thy  ambition,  Gloster. 

K.  Hen.  I  pr'ythee,  peace, 

Good  queen :  and  whet  not  on  these  furious  peers. 
For  blessed  are  the  peacemakers  on  earth. 

Car.  Let  me  be  blessed  for  the  peace  I  make, 
Against  this  proud  protector,  with  my  sword ! 

Oh.  Taith,  holy  uncle,  'woidd  'twere  come  to  that ! 

[Aside  to  the  Cardinal. 

*  Car.  Marry,  when  thou  dar'st.  [Aside. 
'  Oh.  Hake  up  no  factious  numbers  for  the  matter, 

'  In  thine  own  person  answer  thy  abuse.  [Aside. 

*  Car.  Ay,  where  thou  dar'st  not  peep :  an  if  thou 

dar'st, 
'  This  evening,  on  the  east  side  of  the  grove.       [Aside. 

*  K.  Hen,  How  now,  my  lords  ? 

*  Ca/r.  Believe  me,  cousin  Gloster, 

*  Had  not  your  man  put  up  the  fowl  so  suddenly, 

*  We  had  had  more  sport. — Come  with  thy  two-hand 

sword.  [Aside  to  Glo. 

Oh.  True,  imcle. 

Car.  Are  you  advis'd  ? — the  east  side  of  the  grove  ? 
Oh.  Cardinal,  I  am  with  you.  [Aside. 

K.  Hen.  Why,  how  now,  uncle  Gloster  ! 

*  Oh.  Talking  of  hawking :  nothing  else,  my  lord. — 
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Now,  by  God's  mother,  priest,  I'll  shave  your  crown  (or 
this, 

*  Or  all  my  fenee  shall  &il^  [Aside. 

♦  Car.  Medice,  teipsum;  ^  VAstuI 

*  Protector,  see  to't  well,  protect  yourself  J  '■ 

K,  Hen.  The  winds  grow  high ;  so  do  your  stomachs, 
lords. 

*  How  irksome  is  this  musick  to  my  heart ! 

*  When  such  strings  jar,  what  hope  of  harmony  ? 

*  I  pray,  my  lords,  let  me  compound  this  strife. 

Enter  an  Inhabitant  q/*  Saint  Alban's,  crying , 
A  miracle'! 

Qlo.  What  means  this  noise  ? 
Fellow,  what  miracle  dost  thou  proclaim  ? 

Inhab.  A  miracle !  a  miracle ! 

Suf.  Come  to  the  king,  and  tell  him  what  miracle. 

Inhab.  Forsooth,  a  blind  man  at  Saint  Alban's  shrine. 
Within  this  half  hour,  hath  receiVd  his  sight ; 
A  man,  that  ne'er  saw  in  his  life  before. 

'  K.  Hen.  Now,  God  be  prais'd !    that  to  believing 
souls 

*  Gives  light  in  darkness,  comfort  in  despair  ! 

Enter  the  Mayor  of  Saint  Alban's,  and  his  Brethren; 
and  SiMPCOX,  bonie  between  two  Persons  in  a  Chair ; 
his  Wife  and  a  great  MvUitvde  following, 

*  Car,  Here  come  the  townsmen  on  processicm, 

*  To  present  your  highness  with  the  man. 

*  K.  Hen.  Great  is  his  comfort  in  this  earthly  vale, 

*  Although  by  his  si^t  his  sin  be  multiplied.  • 

•  —  my  fence  shall  fail.]   Fence  is  the  art  of  defence. 

' crying^  A  miracle  1]   This  ftcene  is  fonaded  on  a  atory  which 

sir  Thomas  More  has  related,  and  which  he  says  was  communicated 
to  him  by  his  father.  The  impostor's  name  b  not  mentioned,  but 
he  was  detected  by  Humphrey  duke  of  Gloster,  and  in  the  manner 
here  represented. 
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♦  OHo.  Stand  by,  my  masters,  bring  him  near  the 

king, 

*  His  highnesis"  pleasure  is  to  talk  with  him. 

•  K.  Hen.  Good  fellow,  tell  us  here  the  circumstance, 

*  That  we  for  thee  may  glorify  the  Lord. 

What,  hast  thou  been  long  blind,  and  now  restored  ? 
Simp.  Bom  blind,  an't  please  yoxu:  grace. 
Wife.  Ay,  indeed,  was  ha 
S^.  What  woman  is  this  ? 
Wife.  His  wife,  an't  like  your  worship 
Glo.  Had'st  thou  been  his  mother,  thou  oould'st  have 

better  told. 
K.  Hen.  Where  wert  thou  bom  ? 
Simp.  At  Berwick  in  the  north,  an't  like  your  grace. 

*  K.  Hen.  Poor  soul !  God's  goodness  hath  been  great 

to  thee: 
'  Let  never  day  nor  night  unhallow'd  pass, 
'  Bat  still  remember  what  the  Lord  hath  done. 

♦  Q.  Mar.  Tell  me,  good  fellow,  cam'st  thou  here  by 

chance, 

*  Or  of  devotion,  to  this  holy  shrine  ? 

*  Simp.  God  knows,  of  pure  devotion :  being  call'd 
A  hundred  times,  and  offc'ner,  in  my  sleep 

*  By  good  Saint  Alban ;  who  said, — Simpcox,  (xyme; 
'  Come,  offer  at  my  shrine,  and  I  will  help  thee. 

*  Wife.  Most  tme,  forsooth  ;  and  many  time  and  oft 

*  Myself  have  heard  a  voice  to  call  him  so. 

Car.  What,  art  thou  lame  ? 

Simp.  Ay,  God  Almighty  help  me  ! 

Sif.  How  cam'st  thou  so  ? 

Simp.  A  fall  off  a  tree. 

Wife.  A  plum-tree,  master. 

Olo.  How  long  hast  thou  been  blind 

Simp.  0,  bom  so,  master. 

Glo.  What,  and  would'st  climb  a  tree 

Simp.  But  that  in  all  my  life,  when  I  was  a  youth. 

♦  Wife.  Too  tme ;  and  bought  his  climbing  very  dea 
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*  Oh.  "Haas,  thou  lov'dflt  plums  well,  that  would'st 

venture  so. 

*  Simp.  Alas,  good  master,  my  wife  desir'd  some  dam- 

sons, 
'  And  made  me  climb,  with  danger  of  my  lifa 

♦  flto.  A  subtle  knave !  but  yet  it  shall  not  serva — 

'  Let  me  see  thine  eyes : — wink  now ;  now  open  them : — 
'  I^  my  opinion,  yet  thou  see'st  not  well 
^  Simp.  Yes,  master,  clear  as  day ;  I  thank  God,  and 

Saint  Alban. 
Olo.  Sa/st  thou  me  so  ?  What  colour  is  this  cloak  of? 
Simp,  Red,  master ;  red  as  blood 
Oh.  Why,  that's  well  said :  What  colour  is  my  gown 

of? 
Simp.  Black,  forsooth  ;  coal-black,  as  jet 
K.  Hen.  Why  then,  thou  know'st  what  colour  jet  is  of? 
Suf.  And  yet,  I  think,  jet  did  he  never  see. 
Oh.  But  cloaks,  and  gowns,  before  this  day,  a  many. 

♦  Wife.  Never,  before  this  day,  in  all  his  life. 
Oh.  Tell  me,  sirrah,  what's  my  name  ? 
Simp.  Alas,  master,  I  know  not. 

Oh.  What's  his  name  ? 

Simp.  I  know  not. 

Oh.  Nor  his? 

Simp.  No,  indeed,  master. 

Oh.  What's  thine  own  name  ? 

Simp.  Saunder  Simpcox,  an  if  it  please  you,  master. 

Oh.  Then,  Saunder,  sit  thou  there -f,   the  lying'st 
knave 
In  Christendom.     If  thou  hadst  been  born  blind, 
Thou  might'st  as  well  have  known  our  names  |,  as  thus 
To  name  the  several  colours  we  do  wear. 
Sight  may  distinguish  of  colours  ;  but  suddenly 
To  nominate  them  all,  's  impossible  §. — 

t  "sit  there," — M alone. 
J  "  all  our  names," — Malone. 
§  "  it  is  ioipossible."— Malone. 
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My  lords,  Saint  Alban  here  hath  done  a  miracle  ; 
And  would  ye  not  think  that  cunning  to  be  great, 
That  could  restore  this  cripple  to  his  legs  again  ? 

Simp.  0,  master,  that  you  could ! 

Glo,  My  masters  of  Saint  Alban's,  have  you  not 
beadles  in  your  town,  and  things  called  whips  ?      ' 

May.  Yes,  my  lord,  if  it  please  your  grace. 

Olo.  Then  send  for  one  presently. 

May.  Sirrah,  go  fetch  the  beadle  hither  straight. 

[Exit  an  Attendant. 

Olo.  Now  fetch  me  a  stool  hither  by  and  by.  [A  stool 
brought  ovt.]  Now,  ^irrah,  if  you  mean  to  save  yourself 
from  whipping,  leap  me  over  this  stool,  and  run  away. 

Simp.  Alas,  master,  I  am  not  able  to  stand  alone; 
You  go  about  to  torture  me  in*  vain. 

Re-enter  Attendant,  tuith  the  Beadle. 

Olo.  Well,  sir,  we  must  have  you  find  your  legs. 
Sirrah  beadle,  whip  him  till  he  leap  over  that  same  stooL 
Bead.  I  will,  my  lord. — Come  on,  sirrah ;   off  with 
your  doublet  quickly. 

Simp.  Alas,  master,  what  shall  I  do  ?  I  am  not  able 
to  stand. 

[After  the  Beadle  hath  hit  him  once,  he  leaps  over 
the  Stool,  and  nms  away;  and  the  People  fol- 
low, and  cry,  A  miracle ! 

*  K.  Hen.  0  God,  see'st  thou  this,  and  bear'st  so  long  ? 

*  Q.  Mar.  It  made  me  laugh,  to  see  the  villain  run. 

*  Glo.  Follow  the  knave  ;  and  take  this  drab  away. 

*  Wife.  Alas,  sir,  we  did  it  for  pure  need. 

Oh.  Let  them  be  whipped  through  every  market 
town,  till  they  come  to  Berwick,  whence  they  came. 

[Exeunt  Mayor,  Beadle,  Wife,  &o. 

*  Car.  Duke  Humphrey  has  done  a  miracle  to-day. 
'  Suf  True  ;  made  the  lame  to  leap,  and  fly  away. 

*  Olo.  But  you  have  done  more  miracles  than  I ; 
*  You  made,  in  a  day,  my  lord,  whole  towns  to  fly. 
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Enter  BucuNaHAM. 

'  K.  Hen,  What  tidings  with  our  ccmsin  Buckingham  ? 
'  Buck.  Such  as  my  heart  doth  tremhle  to  unfold. 

*  A  sort  of  naughty  persons,  lewdly  bent*, — 

*  Under  the  coimtenance  and  confederacy 

*  Of  lady  Eleanor,  the  protector's  wife, 

'  The  ringleader  and  head  of  all  this  rout, — 

*  Have  practised  dangerously  against  your  state, 
'  Dealing  with  witches,  and  with  conjurers : 

*  Whom  we  have  apprehended  in  the  fiust ; 

'  Raising  up  wicked  spirits  from  under  ground, 
'  Demanding  of  king  Henry's  life  and  death, 

*  And  other  of  your  highness'  privy  council, 

'  As  more  at  large  your  grace  shall  understand. 
'  Car,  And  so,  my  lord  protector,  by  this  means 

*  Your  lady  is  forthcoming*  yet  at  London. 

*  This  news,  I  think,  hath  tum'd  your  weapon's  edge  ; 

*  TXs  like,  my  lord,  you  will  not  keep  your  hour. 

[Aside  to  Glosteb. 
'  Glo.  Ambitious  churchman,  leave  to  afflict  my  heart ! 

*  Sorrow  and  grief  have  vanquish'd  all  my  powers : 

*  And  vanquish'd  as  I  am,  I  yield  to  thee, 

*  Or  to  the  meanest  groom. 

*  K.  Hen.  0  Gk)d,  what  mischiefs  work  the  wicked 

ones; 

*  Heaping  confusion  on  their  own  heads  thereby ! 

*  Q.  Mar.  Gloster,  see  here  the  tainture  of  thy  nest  : 

*  And,  look,  thyself  be  faultless,  thou  wert  best 

*  Olo.  Madam,  for  myself  to  heaven  I  do  appeal, 

*  How  I  have  loved  my  king,  and  commonweal : 


'  A  sort ,  Uwdly  beni,]  Lewdly,  in  this  place,  nd  in  some 

others,  does  not  signify  wan/onfy,  but  wicledfy,  A  tori  is  a  com- 
pany. 

•  Tour  lady  it  forthcoming  — ]     That  is,  Your  lady  is  in  custody. 
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'  And  for  my  wife,  I  know  not  how  it  stands ; 
'  Sony  I  am  to  hear  what  I  have  heard  ; 
'  Nohle  she  is ;  but  if  d>e  have  forgot 

*  Honour  and  virtue,  and  conversed  with  such 
'  As,  like  to  pitch,  defile  nobility, 

'  I  banish  her  my  bed,  and  company ; 
'  And  give  her,  as  a  prey,  to  law  and  shc^ne, 
'  That  hath  dishonoured  Gloster's  honest  name. 
'  K,  Hen.  Well,  for  this  night,  we  will  repose  us  here : 

*  To-morrow,  toward  London,  back  again, 
'  To  look  into  this  business  thoroughly, 

'  And  call  these  foid  offenders  to  their  answers ; 
'  And  poise  the  cause  in  justice'  equal  scales, 
'  Whose  beam  stands  sure,  whose  rightful  cause  pre- 
Yidls.  [Flourish.    Ikceumt. 


SCENE  II. 
London.     The  Duke  q/*  York's  Garden 

Enter  York,  Salisbury,  and  Warwick. 

*  7orh  Now,  my  good  lords  of  Salisbury  and  War- 

wick, 
'  Our  simple  supper  ended,  give  me  leave, 

*  In  this  close  walk,  to  satisfy  myself, 
'  In  craving  your  opinion  of  my  title, 

*  Which  is  in&Uible,  to  England's  crown. 

*  Sal.  My  lord,  I  long  to  hear  it  at  foil. 

War.  Sweet  York,  begin :  and  if  thy  claim  be  good, 
The  Nevils  are  thy  subjects  to  command. 
York.  Then  thus : 

*  Edward  the  third,  my  lords,  had  seven  sons ; 

*  The  first,  Edward  the  Black  Prince,  prince  of  Wales ; 
'  The  second,  William  of  Hatfield ;  and  the  third, 

*  Lionel,  duke  of  Clarence ;  next  to  whom 
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*  Was  John  of  Oaunt,  the  duke  of  Lancaster : 

*  The  fifth,  was  Edmond  Langley,  duke  of  York ; 

*  The  sixth,  was  Thomas  of  Woodstock,  duke  of  Gloster; 
'  William  of  Windsor  was  the  seventh,  and  last. 

'  Edward,  the  Black  Prince,  died  before  his  father ; 

'  And  left  behind  him  Richard,  his  only  son, 

'  Who,  afler  Edward  the  third's  death,  reigned  as  king ; 

*  Till  Henry  Bolingbroke,  duke  of  Lancaster, 
'  The  eldest  son  and  heir  of  John  of  Gaunt, 

*  Crown'd  by  the  name  of  Henry  the  fourth, 

'  Seiz'd  on  the  realm  ;  depos'd  the  rightful  king ; 
'  Sent  his  poor  queen  to  France,  from  whence  she  came, 
'  And  him  to  Pomfi^t ;  where,  as  all  you  know, 
'  EUtrmless  Richard  was  murder'd  traitorously. 

*  War,  Father,  the  duke  hath  told  the  truth  ; 

*  Thus  got  the  house  of  Lancaster  the  crown. 

*  York.  Which  now  they  hold  by  force,  and  not  by 

right; 

*  For  Richard,  the  first  son's  heir,  being  dead, 

*  The  issue  of  the  next  son  should  have  reign'd. 

*  Sal  But  William  of  EUttfield  died  without  an  heir. 

*  York  The  third  son,  duke  of  Clarence,  (from  whose 

line 

*  I  claim  the  crown,)  had  issue — Philippe,  a  daughter, 

*  Who  married  Edmund  Mortimer,  earl  of  March. 

*  Edmund  had  issue— Roger,  earl  of  March : 

*  Roger  had  issue— Edmund,  Anne,  and  Eleanor. 

'  Sal.  This  Edmund,  in  the  reign  of  Bolingbroke, 

*  As  I  have  read,  laid  claim  unto  the  crown  ; 

*  And,  but  for  Owen  Glendower,  had  been  king, 

*  Who  kept  him  in  captivity,  till  he  died. 

*  But,  to  the  rest. 

'  York.  His  eldest  sister,  Anne, 

'  My  mother,  being  heir  unto  the  crown, 
'  Married  Richard,  earl  of  Cambridge ;  who  was  son 

*  To  Edmond  Langley,  Edward  the  third's  fifth  son. 

*  By  her  I  claim  the  kingdom ;  she  was  heir 
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*  To  Roger,  earl  of  March  ;  who  was  the  son 

*  Of  Edmund  f  Mortimer ;  who  married  Philippe, 
'  Sole  daughter  unto  Lionel,  duke  of  Clarence  : 

*  So,  if  the  issue  of  the  elder  son 

*  Succeed  before  the  younger,  I  am  king. 

'  War,  What  plain  proceedings  are  more  plain  than 
this? 
'  Henry  doth  claim  the  crown  from  John  of  Gaunt, 

*  The  fourth  son ;  York  claims  it  from  the  third. 
'  Till  Lioners  issue  feils,  his  should  not  reign : 

*  It  fails  not  yet ;  but  flourishes  in  thee, 

'  And  in  thy  sons,  &ir  slips  of  such  a  stock. — 

*  Then,  &ther  Salisbury,  kneel  we  both  together ; 
'  And,  in  this  private  plot*,  be  we  the  first, 

'  That  shall  salute  our  rightftd  sovereign 

*  With  honour  of  his  birthright  to  the  crown. 

BoQ^  Long  live  our  sovereign   Richard,   England's 

king! 
*  York,  We  thank  you,  lords.     But  I  am  not  your 

king 

*  Till  I  be  crown'd ;  and  that  my  sword  be  stain'd 

*  With  heart-blood  of  the  house  of  Lancaster ; 

*  And  that's  not  suddenly  to  be  perform'd  ; 

*  But  with  advice,"  and  silent  secrecy. 

*  Do  you,  as  I  do,  in  these  dangerous  days, 

*  Wink  at  the  duke  of  Sufiblk's  insolence, 

*  At  Beaufort's  pride,  at  Somerset's  ambition, 

*  At  Buckingham,  and  all  the  crew  of  them, 

*  Till  they  have  snared  the  shepherd  of  the  flock, 

*  That  virtuous  prince,  the  good  duke  Humphrey : 

*  'TIS  that  they  seek  ;  and  they,  in  seeking  that, 

*  Shall  find  their  deaths,  if  York  can  prophesy. 


f  Steevens  and  Mulone  sometimes  spell  this  name  Edmond  and 
sometimes  Edmund.  They  have  afforded  us  no  canon  of  accuracy 
in  this  case ;  and  our  readers  will  probably  not  think  one 
necessary. 

'  private  pht^    Sequestered  spot  of  ground. 

VOL.  V.  G  C 
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*  Sal.  My  lord,  break  we  off;  we  know  your  mind  at 

fiiU. 

*  War,  My  heart  assures  me,  that  the  earl  of  Warwick 
'  Shall  one  day  make  the  duke  of  York  a  king. 

*  York,  And,  Nevil,  this  I  do  assure  myself — 
'  Richard  shall  live  to  make  the  earl  of  Warwick 

'  The  greatest  man  in  England,  but  the  king.    [Exeunt. 


SCENE  in. 
The  same,    A  HaM  of  Justice, 

Trumpets  sounded.  Enter  King  Henry,  Queen  Mar- 
QARBT,  Glostkr,  York,  Suffolk,  and  Salisbury  ;  the 
Duchess  of  Gloster,  Margery  Jourdain,  Southwell, 
Hume,  a/nd  Bolingbroke,  under  guard, 

'  K,  Hen,  Stand  forth,  dame  Eleanor  Cobham,  Glos- 
ter's  wife : 

*  In  sight  of  God,  and  us,  your  guilt  is  great ; 

*  Receive  the  sentence  of  the  law,  for  ^ns 

'  Such  as  by  God  s  book  are  adjudg'd  to  deatk — 

*  You  four,  from  hence  to  prison  back  again ; 

[To  JouRD.  &c. 

*  From  thence,  unto  the  place  of  execution : 

*  The  witch  in  Smithfield  shall  be  bum'd  to  ashes, 

*  And  you  three  shall  be  strangled  on  the  gallows. 
'  You,  madam,  for  you  are  more  nobly  bom, 

'  Despoiled  of  your  honour  in  your  life, 

'  Shall,  after  three  days'  open  penance  done, 

*  Live  in  your  country  here,  in  banishment, 

*  With  sir  John  Stanley,  in  the  isle  of  Man. 

*  Duch.  Welcome  is  banishment,  welcome  were  my 

death. 

*  Oh,  Eleanor,  the  law,  thou  seest,  hath  judged  thee ; 

*  I  cannot  justify  whom  the  law  condemns. — 

[Exeunt  the  Duchess,  and  the  other  Prisoners, 
guarded. 
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*  Mine  eyes  are  full  of  tears,  my  heart  of  grief. 

*  Ah,  Humphrey,  this  dishonour  in  thine  age 

*  Will  bring  thy  head  with  sorrow  to  the  groimd ! — 
'  I  beseech  your  majesty,  give  me  leave  to  go  ; 

*  Sorrow  would  solace,  and  mine  age  would  ease'. 

*  K,  Hen,  Stay,  Humphrey  duke  of  Gloster :  ere  thou 

go, 
'  Give  up  thy  staff ;  Henry  will  to  himself 
'  Protector  be :  and  God  shall  be  my  hope, 
'  My  stay,  my  guide,  and  lantern  to  my  feet ; 
'  And  go  in  peace,  Humphrey  ;  no  less  belov'd, 
'  Than  when  thou  wert  protector  to  thy  king. 

*  Q.  Mar.  I  see  no  reason,  why  a  king  of  years 

*  Should  be  to  be  protected  like  a  child. — 

'  God  and  king  Henry  govern  England's  helm  : 
'  Give  up  your  staff,  sir,  and  the  king  his  realm. 

'  Oh,  My  staff? — ^here,  noble  Henry,  is  my  staff: 
'  As  willingly  do  I  the  same  resign, 

*  As  ere  thy  father  Henry  made  it  mine : 
And  even  as  willingly  at  thy  feet  I  leave  it. 
As  others  would  ambitiously  receive  it. 

'  Farewell,  good  king :  when  I  am  dead  and  gone. 
May  honourable  peace  attend  thy  throne !  [Eant 

*  Q,  Mar,  Why,  now  is  Henry  king,  and  Margaret 

queen ; 

*  And  Humphrey,  duke  of  Gloster,  scarce  himself, 

*  That  bears  so  shrewd  a  maim  ;  two  pulls  at  once, — 

*  His  lady  banish'd,  and  a  limb  lopp'd  off; 

*  This  staff  of  honour  raught*: — Hiere  let  it  stand, 

*  Where  it  best  fits  to  be,  in  Henry's  hand. 

*Suf.  Thus  droops  this  lofty  pine,  and  hangs  his 
sprays; 

*  Thus  Eleanor's  pride  dies  in  her  youngest  days. 

*  Sorrow  wouid  solace,  and  mine  age    would   easeJ]     That    », 
Sorrow  would  have,  sorrow  requires,  solace,  and  age  requires 


'  Tkk  siaf  of  honour  raught :]    Elaught  is  the  ancient  preterite  of 
the  verb  reacht  and  is  frequently  used  by  Spenser. 
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*  York,  Lords,  let  him  go.— Please  it  your  majesty, 

*  This  is  the  day  appointcKl  for  the  combat ; 

*  And  ready  are  the  appellant  and  defendant, 

*  The  armourer  and  his  man,  to  enter  the  lists, 
'  So  please  your  highness  to  behold  the  fight. 

*  Q,  Mar,  Ay,  good  my  lord  ;  for  purposely  therefore 

*  Left  I  the  court,  to  see  this  quarrel  tried. 

*  K.  Hen.  0*  God's  name,  see  the  lists  and  all  things 

fit; 

*  Here  let  them  end  it,  and  God  defend  the  right ! 

*  York,  I  never  saw  a  fellow  worse  bested*, 

*  Or  more  afraid  to  fight,  than  is  the  appellant, 

*  The  servant  of  this  armourer,  my  lords. 

Enter,  on  one  side,  Horner,  and  his  Neighbours,  drink- 
ing to  him  so  much  that  he  is  drunk;  and  he  enters 
b&iring  his  staff  with  a  sand-bag  fastened  to  it*;  a 
drum  before  him :  at  the  other  side,  Peter  with  a 
drum  and  a  similar  staff;  accompanied  by  Prentices 
drinking  to  him. 

1  Neigh,  Here,  neighbour  Homer,  I  drink  to  you  in 
a  cup  of  sack ;  And  fear  not,  neighbour,  you  shall  do 
well  enough. 

2  Neigh.  And  here,  neighbour,  here's  a  cup  of  char- 
neco*. 

3  Neigh.  And  here's  a  pot  of  good  double  beer, 
neighbour :  drink,  and  fear  not  your  man. 

Hor.  Let  it  come,  i'feith,  and  I'll  pledge  you  all; 
And  a  fig  for  Peter ! 

*  worte  bated,]     In  a  worse  plight. 

»  with  a  gand-bag  fastened  to  it ;]     As,  according  to  the  old 

laws  of  duels,  knights  were  to  fight  with  the  hmce  and  sword  ;  so 
those  of  inferior  rank  fought  with  an  ebon  staff  or  battoon,  to  the 
farther  end  of  which  was  fixed  a  bag  crammed  hard  with  sand. 
Mr.  Sjmpson,  in  his  notes  on  Ben  Jonson,  observes,  that  a  passage 
in  St.  Chrysostom  very  clearly  proves  the  great  antiquity  of  this 
practice. 

* a  cup  of  chameco,]     A  common  name  for  a  sort  of  sweet 

wine,  made  at  a  village  so  called  near  Lisbon. 
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1  Pren,  Here,  Peter,  I  drink  to  thee ;  and  be  not 
afraid. 

2  Pren,  Be  merry,  Peter,  and  fear  not  thy  master : 
fight  for  credit  of  the  prentices. 

Peter.  I  thank  you  all :  *  drink,  and  pray  for  me, 
*I  pray  you;    for,   I   think,    I   have  taken  my  last 

*  draught  in  this  world.* — Here,  Robin,  an  if  I  die,  I 
give  thee  my  apron ;  and,  Will,  thou  shalt  have  my 
hammer : — and  here,  Tom,  take  all  the  money  that  I 
have. — 0  Lord,  bless  me,  I  pray  God !  for  I  am  never 
able  to  deal  with  my  master,  he  hath  learnt  so  much 
fence  already. 

Sal.  Come,  leave  your  drinking,  and  fall  to  blows. — 
Sirrah,  what's  thy  name  ? 

Peter.  Peter,  forsooth. 

Sal.  Peter !  what  more  ? 

Peter.  Thump. 

Sal.  Thump  !  then  see  thou  thump  thy  master  well. 

Hor.  Masters,  I  am  come  hither,  as  it  were,  upon  my 
man's  instigation,  to  prove  him  a  knave,  and  myself  an 
honest  man :  ♦  and  touching  the  duke  of  *  York, — will 
take  my  death,  I  never  meant  him  any  iU,  nor  the  king, 
nor  the  queen:  *  And  therefore,  Peter,  have  at  thee 
with  a  downright  blow,  as  Bevis  of  Southampton  fell 
upon  Ascapart. 

*  York.  Despatch ; — this  knave's  tongue  begins  to 

double. 

*  Sound  trumpets,  alarum  to  the  combatants. 

[Alarum.    Tliey  fight,  and  Peter  strikes  down 
his  Master. 
Hor.  Hold,  Peter,  hold !  I  confess,  I  confess  treason. 

[Dies. 

*  York,  Take    away    his  weapon :  —  Fellow,    thank 

*  God,  and  the  good  wine  in  thy  master's  way. 

*  Peter.  0  God  !  have  I  overcome  mine  enemies  in 

*  this  presence  ?  0  Peter,  thou  hast  prevailed  in  right ! 

K.  Hen.  Go,  take  hence  that  traitor  from  our  sight ; 
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For,  by  his  death,  we  do  perceive  his  guilt  ^• 

And  God,  injustice,  hath  reveal'd  to  us 

The  truth  and  innocence  of  this  poor  fellow, 

Which  he  had  thought  to  have  murder'd  wrongfully. — 

Come,  fellow,  follow  us  for  thy  reward  [Exetmt 


SCENE   IV. 
The  same.    A  Street, 

Enter  Glosteb  and  Servants,  in  mourning  Cloaks. 

*  Glo,  Thus,   sometimes,   hath  the  brightest  day  a 

cloud ; 

*  And,  after  summer,  evermore  succeeds 

*  Barren  winter,  with  his  wrathful  nipping  cold : 

*  So  cares  and  joys  abound,  as  seasons  fleet. 
Sirs,  what's  o'clock  ? 

Serv.  Ten,  my  lord. 

'  Olo,  Ten  is  the  hour  that  was  appointed  me, 

*  To  watch  the  coming  of  my  punish'd  duchess ; 

*  Uneath*  may  she  endure  the  flinty  streets, 

*  To  tread  them  with  her  tender-feeling  feet. 
Sweet  Nell,  ill  can  thy  noble  mind  abrook 
The  abject  people,  gazing  on  thy  fece, 

With  envious*  looks  still  laughing  at  thy  shame ; 
That  erst  did  follow  thy  proud  chariot  wheels^ 
When  thou  didst  ride  in  triumph  through  the  streets. 

*  But,  soft !  I  think,  she  comes ;  and  111  prepare 

*  My  tear-stain'd  eyes  to  see  her  miseries. 

7  FoTf  by  his  death,  we  do  perceive  his  guiU:]  According  to 
the  ancient  usage  of  the  duel,  the  vanquished  person  not  only  lost 
his  life  but  his  reputation,  and  his  death  was  always  regarded  as 
a  certain  evidence  of  his  guilt. 

*  Uneath  — ]  i.  e.  scarcely,  or  not  easily. 

*  envious  — ]  i.  e.  malicious. 
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Enter  the  Duchess  of  Glostee,  in  a  white  sheets  mtk 
papers  pirmed  upon  her  back,  her  feet  ha/re^  and  a 
taper  burning  in  her  hand;  Sir  Johk  Stanley,  a 
Sheriff,  and  Officers. 

Serv.  So  please  your  grace,  we'll  take  her  fix)m  the 

sheriff. 
*  Oh,  No,  stir  not,  for  your  lives ;  let  her  pass  by. 
Duch,  Come  you,  my  lord,  to  see  my  open  shame  ? 
Now  thou  dost  penance  too.     Look,  how  they  gaze  ! 

*  See,  how  the  giddy  multitude  do  point, 

'  And  nod  their  heads,  and  throw  their  eyes  on  thee ! 

*  Ah,  Gloster,  hide  thee  fix>m  their  hateful  looks ; 

*  And,  in  thy  closet  pent  up,  rue  my  shame. 
And  ban  thine  enemies,  both  mine  and  thine. 

Gh,  Be  patient,  gentle  Nell ;  forget  this  grief 
Dv/ch.  Ah,  Gloster,  teach  me  to  forget  myself: 

For,  whilst  I  think  I  am  thy  married  wife. 

And  thou  a  pnnce,  protector  of  this  land, 

*  Methinks,  I  should  not  thus  be  led  along, 
Mail'd  up  in  shame\  with  papers  on  my  back  ; 

*  And  foUow'd  with  a  rabble,  that  rejoice 

*  To  see  my  tears,  and  hear  my  deep-fet*  groans. 
The  ruthless  flint  doth  cut  my  tender  feet ; 
And,  when  I  start,  the  envious  people  laugh. 
And  bid  me  be  advised  how  I  tread. 

'  Ah,  Humphrey,  can  I  bear  this  shameful  yoke  ? 

*  Trow'st  thou,  that  e'er  I'll  look  upon  the  world ; 

*  Or  count  them  happy,  that  enjoy  the  sun  ? 

*  No  ;  dark  shall  be  my  light,  and  night  my  day  ; 

*  To  think  upon  my  pomp,  shall  be  my  hell. 
Sometime  I'll  say,  I  am  duke  Humphrey's  wife ; 
And  he  a  prince,  and  ruler  of  the  land : 

Yet  so  he  ruled,  and  such  a  prince  he  was, 

*  Mailed  up  in  shame,]     Wrapped  up,  bundled  up  in  disgrace  ; 
alluding  to  the  sheet  of  penance. 

'  —  deep'fet  — ]  i.  e.  deep-fetched. 
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As  he  stood  by,  whilst  I,  his  forlorn  duchess, 

'  Was  made  a  wonder,  and  a  pointing  stock, 

To  every  idle  rascal  follower. 

But  be  thou  mild,  and  blush  not  at  my  shame ; 

Nor  stir  at  nothing,  till  the  axe  of  death 

Hang  over  thee,  as,  sure,  it  shortly  will. 

For  Suffolk, — ^he  that  can  do  all  in  all 

^  With  her,  that  hateth  thee,  and  hates  us  all, — 

And  York,  and  impious  Beaufort,  that  false  priest, 

Have  all  lim'd  bushes  to  betray  thy  wings. 

And,  fly  thou  how  thou  canst,  theyTl  tangle  thee : 

*  But  fear  not  thou,  until  thy  foot  be  snar'd, 

*  Nor  never  seek  prevention  of  thy  foes. 

*  Olo,  Ah,  Nell,  forbear ;  thou  aimest  all  awry ; 

*  I  must  offend,  before  I  be  attainted : 

*  And  had  I  twenty  times  so  many  foes, 

*  And  each  of  them  had  twenty  times  their  power, 

*  All  these  could  not  procure  me  any  scathe', 

*  So  long  as  I  am  loyal,  true,  and  crimeless. 

*  Would'st  have  me  rescue  thee  from  this  reproach  ? 

*  Why,  yet  thy  scandal  were  not  wip'd  away, 
'  But  I  in  danger  for  the  breach  of  law. 

*  Thy  greatest  help  is  quiet*,  gentle  Nell : 

*  I  pray  thee,  sort  thy  heart  to  patience ; 

*  These  few  days'  wonder  will  be  quickly  worn. 

Enter  a  Herald. 

Her.  I  summon  your  grace  to  his  majesty's  par- 
liament, holden  at  Biuy  the  first  of  this  next  month. 

Olo.  And  my  consent  ne'er  ask'd  herein  before ! 
This  IB  close  dealing. — WeU,  I  will  be  there. 

[Exit  Herald. 
My  Nell,  I  take  my  leave : — and,  master  sheriff. 
Let  not  her  penance  exceed  the  king's  commission. 


•  aiiy  scathe,]     Scathe  is  harm,  or  mischief. 


*  Thy  greateil  help  it  quiet,]  The  poet  has  not  endeavoured  to 
raise  much  compassion  for  the  duchess,  who  indeed  suffers  but 
what  she  had  deserved.     Johnson. 
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'  Sher,  An't  please  your  grace,  here  my  commission 
stays : 
'  And  sir  John  Stanley  is  appointed  now 
'  To  take  her  with  him  to  the  isle  of  Man. 

*  Olo,  Must  you,  sir  John,  protect  my  lady  here  ? 

*  Stan.  So  am  I  given  in  charge,  may't  please  your 

grace.   ' 

Glo,  Entreat  her  not  the  worse,  in  that  I  pray 
You  use  her  well :  the  world  may  laugh  again*: 
And  I  may  live  to  do  you  kindness,  if 
You  do  it  her.     And  so,  sir  John,  farewell. 

Diich.  What  gone,  my  lord  ;  and  bid  me  not  farewell  ? 

*  Olo.  Witness  my  tears,  I  cannot  stay  to  speak. 

[Exeunt  Gloster  and  Servants. 
'  Dvch,  Art  thou  gone  too  ?   *  All  comfort  go  with 
thee ! 

*  For  none  abides  with  me  :  my  joy  is — death  ; 

*  Death,  at  whose  name  I  oft  have  been  afeard, 

*  Because  I  wish'd  this  world's  eternity. — 

*  Stanley,  I  pr'ythee,  go,  and  take  me  hence  ; 

*  I  care  not  whither,  for  I  beg  no  favour, 

'  Only  convey  me  where  thou  art  commanded. 

*  Stan,  Why,  madam,  that  is  to  the  isle  of  Man  ; 

*  There  to  be  used  according  to  your  state. 

*  DtLch,  That's  bad  enough,  for  I  am  but  reproach : 

*  And  shall  I  then  be  used  reproachfully  ? 

*  Stan,  Like  to  a  duchess,  and   duke  Humphrey's 

lady, 

*  According  to  that  state  you  shall  be  used. 

*  DtLch.  Sheriff,  farewell,  and  better  than  I  fare ; 

*  Although  thou  hast  been  conduct  of  my  shame  * ! 

*  Sher,  It  is  my  office ;  and,  madam,  pardon  me. 

*  Duch.  Ay,  ay,  fiarewell ;  thy  office  is  discharged — 
'  Come,  Stanley,  shall  we  go  ? 

*  the  world  may  laugh  again ;]     That  is,   the   world   may 

look  again  favourably  upon  me.    Johnson. 

*  —  conduct  of  wy  $hame  !]  i.  e.  conductor. 
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'  Stan,  Madam,  jour  penance  done,  throw  off  this 
sheet, 

*  And  go  we  to  attire  you  for  our  journey. 

'  Dtich.  My  shame  will  not  be  shifted  with  my  sheet : 

*  No,  it  will  hang  upon  my  richest  robes, 

*  And  show  itself,  attire  me  how  I  can. 

*  Go,  lead  the  way  ;  I  long  to  see  my  prison'.   [Exeunt. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I.— The  Abbey  at  Bury. 

Enter  to  the  Parliament,  King  Hekry,  Queen  Mae- 
GARET,  Cardinal  Bbaufort,  Suffolk,  York,  Bucking- 
ham, and  Others, 

*  K,  Hen,  I  muse',  my  lord  of  Gloster  is  not  come : 
'  Tis  not  his  wont  to  be  the  hindmost  man, 

*  Whate'er  occasion  keeps  him  from  us  now. 

*  Q.  Mar,  Can  you  not  see  ?  or  will  you  not  observe 

*  The  strangeness  of  his  altered  countenance  ? 

*  With  what  a  m^esty  he  bears  himself; 

*  How  insolent  of  late  he  is  become, 

'  How  proud,  peremptory f,  and  unlike  himself? 

*  We  know  the  time,  since  he  was  mild  and  affable  ; 

*  And,  if  we  did  but  glance  a  far-off  look, 
'  Immediately  he  was  upon  his  knee, 

rhat  all  the  court  admir'd  him  for  submission ; 
But  meet  him  now,  and,  be  it  in  the  mom, 
When  every  one  will  give  the  time  of  day, 

J  /  long  to  tee  my  prison.]     Thb  impatience  of  a  high 

lit  18  very  natural.     It  is  not  so  dreadful  to  be  imprisoned,  as 

IS  desirable  in  a  state  of  disgrace  to  be  sheltered  from  the  scorn 

gazers.    Johnson. 

'  /  muse,]  I,  c.  wonder. 

f  "  how  peremptory," — Malone. 
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*  He  knits  his  brow,  and  shows  an  angry  eye, 

*  And  passeth  by  with  stiff  unbowed  knee, 

*  Disdaining  duty  that  to  us  belongs. 

*  Small  curs  are  not  regarded,  when  they  grin  ; 

*  But  great  men  tremble,  when  the  lion  roars ; 
'  And  Humphrey  is  no  little  man-  in  England. 

*  First,  note,  that  he  is  near  you  in  descent ; 

'  And  should  you  fall,  he  is  the  next  will  mount. 

*  Me  seemeth*  then,  it  is  no  policy, — 

'  Respecting  what  a  rancorous  mind  he  bears, 

*  And  his  advantage  following  your  decease, — 

*  That  he  should  come  about  your  royal  person, 
'  Or  be  admitted  to  your  highness'  council. 

'  By  flattery  hath  he  won  the  commons'  hearts  ; 
'  And,  when  he  please  to  make  commotion, 
'  'Tis  to  be  fear'd,  they  all  wiD  follow  him. 

*  Now,  'tis  the  spring,  and  weeds  are  shallow-rooted  ; 

*  Suffer  them  now,  and  they'll  o'ergrow  the  garden, 

*  And  choke  the  herbs  for  want  of  husbandry. 

*  The  reverent  care  I  bear  unto  my  lord, 

'  Made  me  collect'  these  dangers  in  the  duke. 

*  If  it  be  fond*,  call  it  a  woman's  fear  ; 

'  Which  fear  if  better  reasons  can  supplant, 
'  I  win  subscribe  and  say — I  wrong'd  the  duke. 
'  My  lord  of  Suffolk, — Buckingham,— and  York, — 

*  Reprove  my  allegation,  if  you  can ; 

*  Or  else  conclude  my  words  effectual. 

*  Suf,  Well  hath  your  highness  seen  into  this  duke  ; 

*  And,  had  I  first  been  put  to  speak  my  mind, 
I  think,  I  should  have  told  your  grace's  tale*. 

*  The  duchess,  by  his  subornation, 

'  Me  teemeth  — ]  That  is,  it  seemeth  to  me,  a  word  more  gram- 
matical than  metkinks,  which  has,  I  know  not  how,  intruded  into  its 
place.    Johnson. 

I  collect  — ]  i.  e.  assemble  by  observation. 

^  If  it  be  fond,]  i.  e.  weak,  foolish. 

'  your  grac^t  tale,]  Suffolk  uses  highness  and  grace  promis- 
cuously to  the  queen.  Majesty  was  not  the  settled  title  till  the 
time  of  king  James  the  first.     Johnson. 
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*  Upon  my  life,  began  her  devilish  practices : 

*  Or  if  he  were  not  privy  to  those  fEiults, 

*  Yet,  by  reputing  of  his  high  descent*, 

*  (As  next  the  king,  he  was  successive  heir,) 

*  And  such  high  vaunts  of  his  nobility, 

*  Did  instigate  the  bedlam  brain-sick  duchess, 

*  By  wicked  means  to  frame  our  sovereign's  fall. 
Smooth  runs  the  water,  where  the  brook  is  deep ; 

*  And  in  his  simple  show  he  harbours  treason. 
The  fox  barks  not,  when  he  would  steal  the  lamb. 
No,  no,  my  sovereign ;  Gloster  is  a  man 
Unsounded  yet,  and  full  of  deep  deceit. 

♦  Car.  Did  he  not,  contrary  to  form  of  law, 

*  Devise  strange  deaths  for  small  offences  done  ? 

York.  And  did  he  not,  in  his  protectorship, 

*  Levy  great  sums  of  money  through  the  realm, 

*  For  soldiers'  pay  in  France,  and  never  sent  it  ? 

*  By  means  whereof,  the  towns  each  day  revolted. 

*  Buck.  Tut!    These  are  petty  faults  to  feiults  un- 

known, 

*  Which   time   will   bring   to   light    in    smooth    duke 

Humphrey. 

♦  K.  Hen.  My  lords,  at  once :  The  care  you  have  of 

us, 

*  To  mow  down  thorns  that  would  annoy  our  foot, 

*  Is  worthy  praise  :  But  shall  1  speak  my  conscience  ? 

*  Our  kinsman  Gloster  is  as  innocent 

*  From  meaning  treason  to  our  royal  person, 

*  As  is  the  sucking  lamb  or  harmless  dove : 

*  The  duke  is  virtuous,  mild  ;  and  too  well  given, 

*  To  dream  on  evil,  or  to  work  my  downfall. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Ah,  what's  more  dangerous  than  this  fond 

affiance! 

*  Seems  he  a  dove  ?  his  feathers  are  but  borrow'd, 

*  For  he's  disposed  as  the  hateful  raven. 


^  Yett  bi^  vei^Mim^  of  his  fiigh  dcscentt]   Bepuling  of  his  high  descent, 
IS  valuing  himself  ujwn  it. 
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*  Is  he  a  lamb  ?  his  skin  is  surely  lent  him, 

*  For  he's  inclin'd  aa  are  the  ravenous  wolves. 

*  Who  cannot  steal  a  shape,  that  means  deceit ! 

*  Take  heed,  my  lord ;  the  welfare  of  us  all 

*  Hangs  on  the  cutting  short  that  fraudful  man. 

Enter  Somerset. 

♦  Som.  All  health  unto  my  gracious  sovereign ! 

K,  Hen.  Welcome,  lord  Somerset.    What  news  from 
France  ? 

*  Som,  That  all  your  interest  in  those  territories 

*  Is  utterly  bereft  you ;  all  is  lost. 

K.  Hen,  Cold  news,  lord  Somerset :    But  God's  will 

be  done ! 
York  Cold  news  for  me  ;  for  I  had  hope  of  France, 
As  firmly  as  I  hope  for  fertile  England. 

*  Thus  are  my  blossoms  blasted  in  the  bud, 

*  And  caterpillars  eat  my  leaves  away : 

*  But  I  will  remedy  this  gear*  ere  long, 

*  Or  sell  my  title  for  a  glorious  grave.  [Aside. 

Enter  Glosteb. 

♦  Olo.  All  happiness  unto  my  lord  the  king ! 
Pardon,  my  liege,  that  I  have  staid  so  long. 

Suf.  Nay,  Gloster,  know,   that  thou  art  come  too 
soon, 

*  Unless  thou  wert  more  loyal  than  thou  art ; 
I  do  arrest  thee  of  high  treason  here. 

Olo,  Well,  Suffolk,  yetf  thou  shalt  not  see  me  blush, 
Nor  change  my  countenance  for  this  arrest ; 

*  A  heart  unspotted  is  not  easily  daunted. 

*  The  purest  spring  is  not  so  free  from  mud, 

*  As  I  am  clear  from  treason  to  my  sovereign : 
Who  can  accuse  me  ?  wherein  am  I  guilty  ? 

*  this  gear  ^     Gear  was  a  general  word  for  things  or 

matters. 

t  "  Well,  Suffolk's  duke,  thou,"  &c.— Malone. 
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York.  Tis  ihofught,  my  lord,  that  you  took  bribes  of 
Prance, 
And,  being  protector,  sta/d  the  soldiers'  pay ; 
By  means  whereof,  his  highness  hath  lost  France. 
Glo,  Is  it  but  thought  so  ?  What  are  they,  that  think 
it? 

*  I  never  robb'd  the  soldiers  of  their  pay, 

'  Nor  ever  had  one  penny  bribe  from  France. 

*  So  help  me  God,  as  I  have  watch'd  the  night,— 

'  Ay,  night  by  night, — ^in  studying  good  for  England  ! 
'  That  doit  that  e'er  I  wrested  from  the  king, 

*  Or  any  groat  I  hoarded  to  my  use, 

*  Be  brought  against  me  at  my  trial  day  ! 

*  No !  many  a  pound  of  mine  own  proper  store, 

*  Because  I  would  not  tax  the  needy  commons^ 

*  Have  I  dispursed  to  the  garrisons, 
'  And  never  ask'd  for  restitution. 

*  Gar.  It  serves  you  well,  my  lord,  to  say  so  much. 

*  Qlo,  I  say  no  more  than  truth,  so  help  me  God ! 
York.  In  your  protectorship,  you  did  devise 

Strange  tortures  for  offenders,  never  heard  of, 
That  England  was  defam'd  by  tyranny. 

Olo.  Why,  'tis  well  known,  that  whiles  I  was  protector, 
Pity  was  all  the  fault  that  was  in  me  ; 

*  For  I  should  melt  at  an  offender's  tears, 

*  And  lowly  words  were  ransome  for  their  fault. 
'  Unless  it  were  a  bloody  murderer, 

*  Or  foul  felonious  thief,  that  fleec'd  poor  passengers, 

*  I  never  gave  them  c6ndign  punishment : 

*  Murder,  indeed,  that  bloody  sin,  I  tortur'd 

*  Above  the  felon,  or  what  trespass  else. 

*  8uf.  My  lord,  these  faults  are  easy',  quickly  answer'd : 

*  But  mightier  crimes  are  laid  unto  your  charge, 
'  Whereof  you  cannot  easily  purge  yourself 

'  I  do  arrest  you  in  his  highness'  name ; 

*  And  here  commit  you  to  my  lord  cardinal 

*  To  keep,  until  your  further  time  of  trial 

*  thetefatdU  m^e  easy,]   Easy  is  an  adjective  used  adverbially. 
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'  K.  Hen.  My  lord  of  Gloster,  'tis  my  special  hope, 
'  That  you  will  clear  yourself  from  all  suspects  ; 
My  conscience  tells  me,  you  are  innocent. 

Qlo.  Ah,  gracious  lord,  these  days  are  dangerous  ! 

*  Virtue  is  chok'd  with  foul  ambition, 

*  And  charity  chas'd  hence  by  rancour's  hand  ; 

*  Foul  subornation  is  predominant, 

*  And  equity  exil'd  your  highness'  land. 

*  I  know,  their  complot  is  to  have  my  life  ; 

*  And,  if  my  death  might  make  this  island  happy, 
'  And  prove  the  period  of  their  tyranny, 

'  I  would  expend  it  with  all  willingness : 

*  But  mine  is  made  the  prologue  to  their  play ; 

*  For  thousands  more,  that  yet  suspect  no  peril, 

*  Will  not  conclude  their  plotted  tragedy. 

*  Beaufort's  red  sparkling  eyes  blab  his  heart's  malice, 

*  And  Suffolk's  cloudy  brow  his  stormy  hate ; 

*  Sharp  Buckingham  unburdens  with  his  tongue 

*  The  envious  load  that  lies  upon  his  heart : 

*  And  dogged  York,  that  reaches  at  the  moon, 
'  Whose  overweening  arm  I  have  pluck'd  back, 
'  By  fidse  accuse'  doth  level  at  my  life : — 

'  And  you,  my  sovereign  lady,  with  the  rest, 
'  Causeless  have  laid  disgraces  on  my  head  ; 

*  And,  with  your  best  endeavour,  have  stirr'd  up 

*  My  liefest'  liege  to  be  mine  enemy : — 

*  Ay,  all  of  you  have  laid  your  heads  together, 

*  Myself  had  notice  of  your  conventicles, 

*  And  all  to  make  away  my  guiltless  life-f*  : 

'  I  shall  not  want  felse  witness  to  condemn  me, 

*  Nor  store  of  treasons  to  augment  my  guilt ; 

*  The  ancient  proverb  will  be  well  affected, — 
A  staff  is  quickly  found  to  beat  a  dog. 

7 accuse  — ]  i.  e.  accusation. 

® '-  Befett  — ]    Is  dearest,     Johnson. 

t  This  line  is  omitted  by  Mr.  Malone,  without  any  reason 
assigned,  and  we  therefore  conjecture,  that  the  omission  is  an  error 
of  the  press. 
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♦  Car.  My  liege,  his  railing  is  intolerable : 

•  If  those,  that  care  to  keep  your  royal  person 

•  From  treason's  secret  knife,  and  traitors'  rage, 

•  Be  thus  upbraided,  chid,  and  rated  at, 

•  And  the  offender  granted  scope  of  speech, 

•  'Twill  make  them  cool  in  zeal  unto  your  grace. 
Suf.  'ELath  he  not  twit  our  sovereign  lady  here, 

'  With  ignominious  words,  though  clerkly  couch'd, 
'  As  if  she  had  suborned  some  to  swear 
'  False  allegations  to  o'erthrow  his  state  ? 

*  Q.  Mar,  But  I  can  give  the  loser  leave  to  chide. 
Oh,  Far  truer  spoke,  than  meant :  I  lose,  indeed  ; — 

'  Beshrew  the  winners,  for  they  played  me  false ! 

•  And  well  such  losers  may  have  leave  to  speak. 
Buck,  He'll  wrest  the  sense,  and  hold  us  here  all  day : 

'  Lord  cardinal,  he  is  your  prisoner. 

'  Car,  Sirs,  take  away  the  duke,  and  guard  him  sura 
Gh.  Ah,  thus  king  Henry  throws  away  his  crutch, 

Before  his  legs  be  firm  to  bear  his  body : 

•  Thus  is  the  shepherd  beaten  from  thy  side, 

•  And  wolves  are  gnarling  who  shall  gnaw  thee  first. 

•  Ah,  that  my  fear  were  false  !  ah,  that  it  were ! 

•  For,  good  king  Henry,  thy  decay  I  fear. 

[Exetmt  Attendants,  with  Glosteb. 
K.  Hen,  My  lords,  what  to  your  wisdoms  seemeth  best, 
Do,  or  undo,  as  if  ourself  were  here. 

Q,  Mar.  What,  will  your  highness  leave  the  parlia- 
ment? 
K,  Hen,  Ay,  Margaret ;  my  heart  is  drown'd  with  grief, 

•  Whose  flood  begins  to  flow  within  mine  eyes ; 

•  My  body  round  engirt  with  misery ; 

•  For  what's  more  miserable  than  discontent  ? — 

•  Ah,  uncle  Humphrey !  in  thy  fiwe  I  see 

•  The  map  of  honour,  truth,  and  loyalty ; 

•  And  yet,  good  Humphrey !  is  the  hour  to  come, 

•  That  e'er  I  prov'd  thee  false,  or  fear'd  thy  faith. 

•  What  low'ring  star  now  envies  thy  estate, 

•  That  these  great  lords,  and  Margaret  our  queen, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Scene  I,  KING  HENRY  Vl.  401 

*  Do  seek  subversion  of  thy  harmless  life  ? 

*  Thou  never  didst  them  wrong,  nor  no  man  wrong : 

*  And  as  the  butcher  takes  away  the  cal^ 

*  And  binds  the  wretch,  and  beats  it  when  it  strays, 

*  Bearing  it  to  the  bloody  slaughter-house  ; 

*  Even  so,  remorseless,  have  they  borne  him  hence. 

*  And  as  the  dam  runs  lowing  up  and  down, 

*  Looking  the  way  her  harmless  young  one  went, 

*  And  can  do  nought  but  wail  her  darling's  loss : 

*  Even  so  myself  bewails  good  Gloster's  case, 

*  With  sad  unhelpful  tears ;  and  with  dimm'd  eyes 

*  Look  after  him,  and  cannot  do  him  good ; 

*  So  mighty  are  his  vowed  enemiea 

*  His  fortunes  I  will  weep ;  and,  'twixt  each  groan, 

*  Say — Who's  a  traitor y  Gloster  he  is  none.  [Exit 

*  Q.  Mar,  Free  lords",  cold  snow  melts  with  the  sun's 

hot  beams. 

*  Henry  my  lord  is  cold  in  great  affairs, 

*  Too  ftdl  of  foolish  pity :  and  Gloster's  show 

*  Beguiles  him,  as  the  mournful  crocodile 

*  With  sorrow  snares  relenting  passengers  ; 

*  Or  as  the  snake,  roll'd  in  a  flowering  bank*, 

*  With  shining  checker'd  slough,  doth  sting  a  child, 

*  That,  for  the  beauty,  thinks  it  excellent. 

*  Believe  me,  lords,  were  none  more  wise  than  1, 

*  (And  yet,  herein,  I  judge  mine  own  wit  good,) 

*  This  Gloster  should  be  quickly  rid  the  world, 

*  To  rid  us  from  the  fear  we  have  of  him. 

♦  Car.  That  he  should  die,  is  worthy  policy : 

*  But  yet  we  want  a  colour  for  his  death : 

*  Tis  meet,  he  be  condemn'd  by  course  of  law. 

♦  Suf.  But,  in  my  mind,  that  were  no  policy : 

*  Free  lords,  &c.]  By  this  she  means  (as  may  be  seen  by  the 
sequel)  yon  who  are  not  bound  up  to  such  precise  regards  of 
religion  as  is  the  king  ;  bnt  are  men  of  the  world,  and  know  how  to 
lire. 

1  In  a  flowering  bank,'\    i.  e.  in  the  flowers  growing  on  a 

bank. 

VOL.  v.  D  d 
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*  The  king  will  labour  still  to  save  his  life, 

*  The  oommons  haply  rise  to  save  his  life ; 

*  And  we  yet  have  but  trivial  argument, 

*  More  than  mistrust,  that  shows  him  worthy  death. 

*  York.  So  that,  by  this,  you  would  not  have  him  die. 

*  8u/.  Ah,  York,  no  man  alive  so  fain  as  I. 

*  York.  'Tis  York  that  hath  more  reason  for  his 

deatL — 

*  But,  my  lord  cardinal,  and  you,  my  lord  of  Suffolk, — 

*  Say  as  you  think,  and  speak  it  from  your  souls, — 

*  Wer't  not  all  one,  an  empty  eagle  were  set 

*  To  guard  the  chicken  from  a  hungry  kite, 

*  As  place  duke  Humphrey  for  the  king's  protector  ? 

Q.  Mar.  So  the  poor    chicken    should    be  sure  of 

death. 
'  8u/.  Madam,  'tis  true :  And  wer't  not  madness  then, 

*  To  make  the  fox  surveyor  of  the  fold  ? 

*  Who  being  accused  a  crafty  murderer, 

*  His  guilt  shoidd  be  but  idly  posted  over, 
'  Because  his  purpose  is  not  executed. 

*  No ;  let  him  die,  in  that  he  is  a  fox, 

'  By  nature  prov'd  an  enemy  to  the  flock, 

*  Before  his  chaps  be  stain'd  with  crimson  blood  ; 

*  As  Humphrey,  proVd  by  reasons,  to  my  liege*. 
'  And  do  not  stand  on  quillets,  how  to  slay  him : 

*  Be  it  by  gins,  by  snares,  by  subtilty, 

*  No :  lei  him  die^  m  that  he  it  ajhx. 
By  nature  proved  an  enemy  to  ihejiocky 
Before  hit  chapt  be  tUmCd  with  criwuon  hhod  ; 

At  Humphrey,  proved  by  reatont^  to  my  fi^g^.]  The  meaning  of 
the  speaker  U  not  hard  to  be  discovered,  but  his  expression  is  very 
much  perplexed.  He  means  that  the  fox  may  be  lawfully  killed,  as 
being  known  to  be  by  nature  an  enemy  to  sheep,  even  before  he  has 
actually  killed  them  ;  so  Humphrey  may  be  properly  destroyed,  as 
being  proved  by  arguments  to  be  the  king*s  enemy,  before  he  has 
committed  any  actual  crime. 

Some  may  be  tempted  to  read  treatont  for  reatont^  but  the  drift  of 
the  argument  is  to  show  that  there  may  be  reaton  to  kill  him  before 
any  treaton  has  broken  out.     Johnson. 
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'  Sleeping,  or  waking,  'tis  no  matter  how, 
'  So  he  be  dead ;  for  that  is  good  deceit 

*  Which  mates  him  first,  that  first  intends  deceit*. 

♦  Q.  Mar.  Thrice-noble  Suffolk,  'tis  resolutely  spoke. 

♦  8uf,  Not  resolute,  except  so  much  were  done ; 

•  For  things  are  often  spoke,  and  seldom  meant : 

*  But,  that  my  heart  accordeth  with  my  tongue, — 

♦  Seeing  the  deed  is  meritorious, 

♦  And  to  preserve  my  sovereign  from  his  foe, — 

♦  Say  but  the  word,  and  I  will  be  his  priest*. 

♦  Car,  But  I  would  have  him    dead,   my  lord  of 

Sufiblk, 

*  Ere  you  can  take  due  orders  for  a  priest : 

*  Say,  you  consent,  and  censure  well  the  deed*, 

•  And  111  provide  his  executioner, 

♦  I  tender  so  the  safety  of  my  liega 

♦  Suf.  Here  is  my  hand,  the  deed  is  worthy  doing. 

♦  Q.  Mar,  And  so  say  I. 

♦  York.  And  I :  and  now  we  three  have  spoke  it, 

♦  It  skills  not*  greatly  who  impugns  our  doom. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

'  Mess.  Great  lords,  from  Ireland  am  I  come  amain, 
'  To  signify — that  rebels  there  are  up, 
'  And  put  the  Englishmen  unto  the  sword : 

♦  Send  succours,  lords,  and  stop  the  rage  betime, 

•  Before  the  wound  do  grow  incurable ; 

♦  For,  being  green,  there  is  great  hope  of  help. 

♦  Car.  A  breach,  that  craves  a  quick  expedient  stop*! 

*  What  counsel  give  you  in  this  weighty  cause  ? 

" for  thai  is  gooddeceii 

Wkick  mates  Mm  fint^  that  first  intends  deceit.]    Mates  him, 
meaos  confownds  him ;  from  amoHr  or  maters  Fr. 

* 1  will  be  his  priest.']   I  will  be  the  attendant  on  his  last 

scene ;  I  will  be  the  last  man  whom  he  will  see. 

•  and  censure  well  the  deed,']  That  is,  approve  the  deed,  judge 

the  deed  good. 

•  It  skills  not  —]   It  is  of  no  importance. 
7 expedient  stop  f]  i.  e.  expeditious. 

Dd2 


Digitized  by 


Google 


404  SECOND  PART  OF  Act  III. 

'  York,  That  Somerset  be  sent  as  regent  thither ; 

*  TKs  meet,  that  lucky  ruler  be  employed ; 

'  Witness  the  fortune  he  hath  had  in  France. 

*  80m.  If  York,  with  all  his  fiw-fet  policy, 
'  Had  been  the  regent  there  instead  of  me, 

*  He  never  would  have  staid  in  France  so  long. 

'  York.  No,  not  to  lose  it  all,  as  thou  hast  done  : 

*  I  rather  would  have  lost  my  life  betimes, 

•  Than  bring  a  burden  of  dishonour  home, 

♦  By  staying  there  so  long,  till  all  were  lost. 

♦  Show  me  one  scar  char&cter'd  on  thy  skin : 

*  Hen's  flesh  preserved  so  whole,  do  seldom  win. 

*  Q,  Mar,  Nay  then,  this  spark  will  prove  a  raging 

fire, 

♦  If  wind  and  fuel  be  brought  to  feed  it  with : — 

•  No  more,  good  York ; — sweet  Somerset,  be  still ; — 

♦  Thy  fortune,  York,  hadst  thou  been  regent  there, 

♦  Might  happily  have  prov'd  far  worse  than  his. 

York.  What,  worse  than  naught  ?  nay,  then  a  shame 
take  all ! 

*  80m,  And,    in   the    number,    thee,    that    wishest 

shame ! 

*  Car.  My  lord  of  York,  try  what  your  fortune  is 
'  The  uncivil  kernes  of  Ireland  are  in  arms, 

*  And  temper  clay  with  blood  of  Englishmen : 
'  To  Ireland  will  you  lead  a  band  of  men, 

'  Collected  choicely,  from  each  county  some, 

*  And  try  your  hap  against  the  Irishmen  ? 

*  York.  I  will,  my  lord,  so  please  his  majesty. 

*  8uf.  Why,  our  authority  is  his  consent ; 

♦  And,  what  we  do  establish,  he  confirms : 

♦  Then,  noble  York,  take  thou  this  task  in  hand. 

*  York.  I  am  content :  Provide  me  soldiers,  lords, 
'  Whiles  I  take  order  for  mine  own  affairs. 

*  8uf.  A  charge,  lord  York,  that  I  will  see  performU 

*  But  now  return  we  to  the  false  duke  Humphrey. 

*  Car.  No  more  of  him  ;  for  I  will  deal  with  him, 

*  That,  henceforth,  he  shall  trouble  us  no  more. 
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*  And  80  break  off;  the  day  is  almost  spent : 

*  Lord  Suffolk,  you  and  I  must  talk  of  that  event. 

'  York.  My  lord  of  Suffolk,  within  fourteen  days, 

*  At  Bristol  I  expect  my  soldiers ; 

*  For  there  I'll  ship  them  all  for  Ireland. 
Suf.  m  see  it  truly  done,  my  lord  of  York. 

[Exeunt  aU  but  York 
'  York.  Now,  York,  or  never,  steel  thy  fearful  thoughts, 
'  And  change  misdoubt  to  resolution : 

*  Be  that  thou  hop'st  to  be ;  or  what  thou  art 

*  Resign  to  death,  it  is  not  worth  the  enjoying : 

*  Let  pale-£Etc'd  fear  keep  with  the  mean-bom  man, 

*  And  find  no  harbour  in  a  royal  heart 

♦Faster  than  spring-time  showers,  comes  thought  on 
thought ; 

*  And  not  a  thought,  but  thinks  on  dignity. 

*  My  brain,  more  busy  than  the  labouring  spider, 

*  Weaves  tedious  snares  to  trap  mine  enemies. 

*  Well,  nobles,  well,  'tis  politickly  done, 

*  To  send  me  packing  with  an  host  of  men : 

*  I  fear  me,  you  but  warm  the  starved  snake, 

*  Who,  cherish'd  in  your  breasts,  will  sting  your  hearts. 
Twas  men  I  lack'd,  and- you  will  give  them  me : 

'  I  take  it  kindly ;  yet,  be  well  assur'd 

'  You  put  sharp  weapons  in  a  madman's  hands. 

'  Whiles  I  in  Ireland  nourish  a  mighty  band, 

*  I  will  stir  up  in  England  some  black  storm, 

*  Shall  blow  ten  thousand  souls  to  heaven,  or  hell ; 

*  And  this  fell  tempest  shall  not  cease  to  rage 

*  Until  the  golden  circuit  on  my  head, 

*  Like  to  the  glorious  sun's  transparent  beams, 

*  Do  calm  the  fiiry  of  this  mad-bred  flaw*. 

*  And,  for  a  minister  of  my  intent, 

'  I  have  seduc'd  a  head-strong  Kentishman, 

*  John  Cade  of  Ashford, 

*  To  make  commotion,  as  full  well  he  can, 

^  madrbred  flaw.]   Flaw  is  a  sudden  violent  gust  of  wind. 
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'  Under  the  title  of  John  Mortimer. 

*  In  Ireland  have  I  aeen  this  stubborn  Cade 

*  Oppose  himself  against  a  troop  of  kernes*; 

*  And  fought  so  long^  till  that  his  thighs  with  darts 

*  Were  almost  Hke  a  sharp-quill'd  porcupine : 

*  And,  in  the  end  being  rescued,  I  have  seen  him 

*  Caper  upright  like  a  wild  Mdrisco', 

*  Shaking  the  bloody  darts,  as  he  his  bells. 

*  Full  often,  like  a  shag-hair'd  craftj  kerne, 

*  Hath  he  conversed  with  the  enemy ; 

*  And  undiscovered  come  to  me  again, 

*  And  given  me  notice  of  their  villainies. 

*  This  devil  here  shall  be  my  substitute ; 

*  For  that  John  Mortimer,  which  now  is  dead, 

*  In  fSstce,  in  gait,  in  speech,  he  doth  resemble : 

*  By  this  I  shall  perodve  the  commons'  mind, 

*  How  they  affect  the  house  and  claim  of  York. 
'  Say,  he  be  taken,  rack'd,  and  tortured ; 

*  1  know,  no  pain,  they  can  inflict  upon  him, 

'  Will  make  him  say — I  moVd  him  to  those  arms. 

'  Say,  that  he  thrive,  (as  'tis  great  like  he  will,) 

'  Why,  then  from  Ireland  come  I  with  my  strength, 

'  And  reap  the  harvest  which  that  rascal  sow'd : 

'  For,  Humphrey  being  dead,  as  he  shall  be, 

'  And  Henry  put  iq>art,  the  next  for  me.  [Ewit 

SCENE  XL 
Bury.    A  Room  in  the  Pakbce, 

Enter  certain  Murderers,  haetily. 

1  Mur.  Run  to  my  lord  of  Suffolk ;  let  him  know, 

*  We  have  despatched  the  duke,  as  he  commanded 

*  a  troop  of  kernes ;]  Kerne*  were  light-armed  Irish  foot- 
soldiers. 

>  a  wild  M6riicoJ   A  Moor  in  a  military  dance,  now  called 

morris,  that  is,  a  Moorish  dance. 
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*  2  Mw,  0,  that  it  were  to  do ! — What  have  we 

done  ? 

*  Didst  ever  hear  a  man  so  penitent  ? 

Enter  Suffolk. 

'  1  Mur.  Here  comes  my  lord. 

*  Suf.  Now,  sirs,  have  you 
'  Despatched  this  thing  ? 

'  1  Mwr.  Ay,  my  good  lord,  he's  dead. 

'  Suf.  Why,  that  s  well  said.     Go,  get  you  to  my 
house ; 

*  I  will  reward  you  for  this  venturous  deed. 

'  The  king  and  all  the  peers  are  here  at  hand : — 
'  Have  you  laid  fair  the  bed  ?  are  all  things  well, 
'  According  as  I  gave  directions  ? 

*  1  Mur.  Tis,  my  good  lord. 

*  8uf.  Away,  be  gone !  [Exeimt  Murderers. 

Enter  King  Henrt,  Queen  Margaret,  Cardinal  Beau- 
fort, Somerset,  Lords,  and  Others, 

'  K,  Hen.  Go,  call  our  uncle  to  our  presence  straight : 

*  Say,  we  intend  to  try  his  grace  to-day, 

*  K  he  be  guilty,  as  'tis  published. 

*  Suf.  m  dJl  him  presently,  my  noble  lord.       [Exit. 

*  K.  Hen.  Lords,  take  your  places  ; — And,  I  pray  you 

aU, 

*  Proceed  no  straiter  'gainst  our  xmcle  Gloster, 

*  Than  from  true  evidence,  of  good  esteem, 

*  He  be  approVd  in  practice  culpable. 

*  Q.  Mar.  God  forbid  any  malice  should  prevail, 

*  That  &ultless  may  condemn  a  nobleman ! 

*  Pray  God,  he  may  acquit  him  of  suspicion ! 

*  K.  Hen.  I  thank  thee,  Margaret ;  these  words  con- 

tent me  much. — 
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Re-enter  Sv¥VOUL 

*  How  now  ?  why  look'st  thou  pale  ?  why  tremblest  thou  ? 
'  Where  is  our  uncle  ?  what  is  the  matter,  Suffolk  ? 

8u/.  Dead  in  his  bed,  my  lord ;  Qloster  is  dead. 

•  Q.  Mar,  Marry,  God  forefend ! 

•  Car.  God's  secret  judgment :  —  I    did  dream  to- 

night, 

*  The  duke  was  dumb,  and  could  not  speak  a  word. 

[The  King  stvoons. 
'  Q,  Mar,  How  feres   my  lord  ? — Help,  lords  !    the 
king  is  dead. 

•  Som.  Rear  up  his  body ;  wring  him  by  the  nose. 

•  Q.  Mar.  Rim,  go,  help,  help ! — 0,  Henry,  ope  thine 

eyes! 

•  Suf.  He  doth  revive  again  ; — Madam,  be  patient. 

•  K  Hen.  0  heavenly  God ! 

•  Q.  Mar.  How  feres  my  gracious  lord  ? 

8uf.  Comfort,  my  sovereign!   gracious  Henry,  com- 
fort! 
K.  Hen.  What,  doth  my  lord  of  Suffolk  comfort  me  ? 
Came  he  right  now'  to  sing  a  raven's  note, 

*  Whose  dismal  time  bereft  my  vital  powers  ; 
And  thinks  he,  that  the  chirping  of  a  wren, 

*  By  crying  comfort  from  a  hollow  breast, 

'  Can  chase  away  the  first-conceived  sound  ? 

*  Hide  not  thy  poison  with  such  sugar'd  words. 

*  Lay  not  thy  hands  on  me ;  forbear,  I  say ; 

*  Their  touch  affrights  me,  as  a  serpent's  sting. 
Thou  balefid  messenger,  out  of  my  sight ! 

'  Upon  thy  eye-balls  murderous  tyranny 

'  Sits  in  grim  mcgesty,  to  fright  the  world. 

'  Look  not  upon  me,  for  thine  eyes  are  wounding  :— 

*  Yet  do  not  go  away ; — Come,  basilisk, 

*  And  kill  the  innocent  gazer  with  thy  sight : 

-  right  HOW  — ]   Just  uow,  even  now. 
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♦  For  in  the  shade  of  death  I  shall  find  joy ; 

♦  In  life,  but  double  death,  now  Gloster's  dead. 

Q.  Mar.  Why  do  you  rate  my  lord  of  Suffolk  thus  ? 

♦  Although  the  duke  was  enemy  to  him, 

♦  Yet  he,  most  christian-like,  laments  his  death : 

♦  And  for  myself, — ^foe  as  he  was  to  me, 

♦  Might  liquid  tears,  or  heart-offending  groans, 

♦  Or  blood-consuming  sighs  recall  his  life, 

♦  I  would  be  blind  with  weeping,  sick  with  groans, 

♦  Look  pale  as  primrose,  with  blood-drinking  sighs, 

♦  And  all  to  have  the  noble  duke  alive. 

♦  What  know  I  how  the  world  may  deem  of  me  ? 

♦  For  it  is  known,  we  were  but  hollow  friends ; 

♦  It  may  be  judg'd,  I  made  the  duke  away : 

♦  So  shall  my  name  with  slander's  tongue  be  woxmded, 

♦  And  princes'  courts  be  fill'd  with  my  reproach. 

♦  Tliis  get  I  by  his  death :  Ah  me,  unhappy ! 

♦  To  be  a  queen,  and  crown'd  with  in&my ! 

'  K.  Hen.  Ah,  woe  is  me  for  Gloster,  wretched  man  ! 

Q.  Mar.  Be  woe  for  me  *,  more  wretched  than  he  is. 
What,  dost  thou  turn  away,  and  hide  thy  fitce  ? 
I  am  no  loathsome  leper,  look  on  me. 

♦  What  art  thou,  like  the  adder,  waxen  deaf? 

♦  Be  poisonous  too,  and  kiU  thy  forlorn  queen. 

♦  Is  ail  thy  comfort  shut  in  Gloster's  tomb  ? 

♦  Why,  then  dame  Margaret  was  ne'er  thy  joy : 

♦  Erect  his  statue  then,  and  worship  it, 

♦  And  make  my  image  but  an  alehouse  sign. 
Was  I,  for  this,  nigh  wr^k'd  upon  the  sea ; 

'  And  twice  by  awkward  wind  fix)m  England's  bank 

♦  Drove  back  again  unto  my  native  clime  ? 
What  boded  this,  but  well-forewarning  wind 
Did  seem  to  say, — Seek  not  a  scorpion's  nest, 

♦  Nor  set  no  footing  on  this  xmkind  shore  ? 

♦  What  did  I  then,  but  curs'd  the  gentle  gusts, 


*  Be  woe/or  me,]   That  b.  Let  not  woe  be  to  thee  for  Gloster, 
but  for  me. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


410  SECOND  PART  OF  Act  IIL 

*  And  he  that  looa'd  them  from  their  brazen  caves ; 

*  And  bid  them  blow  towards  England's  blessed  shore, 

*  Or  turn  our  stem  upon  a  dreadful  rock  ? 

*  Yet  .£oIus  would  not  be  a  murderer, 

*  But  left  that  hateful  office  unto  thee : 

*  The  pretty  vaulting  sea  refiis'd  to  drown  me ; 

*  Knowing,  that  thou  would'st  hkve  me  drown'd  on 

shore, 

*  With  tears  as  salt  as  sea  through  thy  unkindness : 

*  The  splitting  rocks  cow'rd  in  the  sinking  sands  ^ 

*  And  would  not  dash  me  with  their  ragged  sides ; 

*  Because  thy  flinty  heart,  more  hard  than  they, 

*  Might  in  thy  palace  perish  Margaret  *. 

*  As  £eu*  as  I  could  ken  thy  chalky  cliffs, 

*  When  from  the  shore  the  tempest  beat  us  back, 

*  I  stood  upon  the  hatches  in  the  storm : 

*  And  when  the  dusky  sky  began  to  rob 

*  My  earnest-gaping  sight  of  thy  land's  view, 

*  I  took  a  costly  jewel  from  my  neck, — 

*  A  heart  it  was,  bound  in  wiUi  diamonds, — 

*  And  threw  it  towards  thy  land ; — ^the  sea  received  it ; 

*  And  so,  I  wish'd,  thy  body  might  my  heart : 

*  And  even  with  this,  I  lost  &,\t  England's  view, 

*  And  bid  mine  eyes  be  packing  with  my  heart ; 

*  And  call'd  them  blind  and  dusky  spectacles, 

*  For  losing  ken  of  Albion's  wished  coast 

*  How  often  have  I  tempted  Suffolk's  tongue 

*  (The  agent  of  thy  foul  inconstancy) 

*  To  sit  and  witch  me,  as  Ascanius  did, 

*  When  he  to  madding  Dido  would  xmfold 

*  His  fother's  acts,  commenc'd  in  burning  Troy  • ! 

*  The  tpSttmg  rocks.  Sec]  The  senie  seems  to  be  this : — The 
rocks  hid  themseWes  in  the  sands,  which  sunk  to  receive  them  into 
their  bosom.    Steevbns. 

*  Might  m  thy  palace  perish  Margaret,]  The  verb  perith  b  here 
used  actively. 

*  Mis  father"*  acts,  commenc'd  in  burning  TYqyf]  The  poet  here 
is  unquestionably  alluding  to  Virgil  {JEneid  /.)  ;  but  he  strangely 
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^  Am  I  not  witched  like  her  ?  or  thou  not  fisJae  like  him  ? 

*  Ah  me,  I  can  no  more !     Die,  Margaret ! 

*  For  Heniy  weeps,  that  thou  dost  live  so  long. 

Noiae  within.    Enter  Warwick  cmd  Salisbury.    The 
Commons  press  to  the  door. 

*  War.  It  is  reported,  mighty  sovereign, 

*  That  good  duke  Humphrey  traitorously  is  murder'd 
'  By  Suffolk  and  the  cardinal  Beaufort's  means. 

'  Tlie  commons,  like  an  angry  hive  of  bees, 

*  That  want  their  leader,  scatter  up  and  down, 

*  And  care  not  who  they  sting  in  his  revenge. 

*  Myself  have  calm'd  their  spleenful  mutiny, 
'  Until  they  hear  the  order  of  his  death. 

K  Hen.  That  he  is  dead,  good  Warwick,  'tis  too  true ; 
But  how  he  died,  God  knows,  not  Henry : 
'  Enter  his  chamber,  view  his  breathless  corpse, 
'  And  comment  then  upon  his  sudden  death. 

War  That  I  shall  do,  my  liege : — Stay,  Salisbury, 
With  the  rude  multitude,  till  I  return. 

[Warwick  goes  into  an  inner  Room,  cmd 
Salisburt  retires. 

*  K.  Hen.  0  Thou  that  judgest  all  things,  stay  my 

thoughts ; 
^  My  thoughts,  that  labour  to  persuade  my  soul, 

*  Some  violent  hands  were  laid  on  Humphrey's  life ! 

*  If  my  suspect  be  false,  forgive  me,  God ; 

*  For  judgment  only  doth  belong  to  thee ! 
^  Fain  would  I  go  to  chafe  his  paly  lips 

*  With  twenty  thousand  kisses,  and  to  drain 

*  Upon  his  face  an  ocean  of  salt  tears ; 

*  To  tell  my  love  unto  his  dumb  deaf  trunk. 


blends  &ct8  with  fiction.  In  the  first  place,  it  was  Cupid  in  the 
semblance  of  Ascanius,  who  sat  in  Dido's  lap,  and  was  fondled  by 
her.  But  then  it  was  not  Cupid  who  related  to  her  the  process 
of  Troy's  destruction ;  but  it  was  ^neas  himself  who  related  this 
history. 
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*  And  with  my  fingers  feel  his  hand  unfeeling : 

*  But  all  in  vain  are  these  mean  obsequies ; 

*  And,  to  survey  his  dead  and  earthy  image, 

*  What  were  it  but  to  make  my  sorrow  greater  ? 

The  folding  Doors  of  an  inner  Chamber  are  thrown 
open,  and  Glosteb  is  discovered  dead  in  his  bed  : 
Warwick  and  Others  standing  by  it. 

♦  War.   Come  hither,  gracious  sovereign,  view  this 

body. 

♦  K.  Hen.  That  is  to  see  how  deep  my  grave  is  made : 

*  For,  with  his  soul,  fled  all  my  worldly  solace : 

*  For  seeing  him,  I  see  my  life  in  death '. 

♦  War.  As  surely  as  my  soul  intends  to  live 

*  With  that  dread  King,  that  took  our  state  upon  him 

*  To  free  us  from  his  Father's  wrathful  curse, 

*  I  do  believe  that  violent  hands  were  laid 

*  Upon  the  life  of  this  thrice-fEimed  duke. 

Suf  A  dreadful  oath,  sworn  with  a  solemn  tongue ! 

*  What  instance  gives  lord  Warwick  for  his  vow  ? 

'  War.  See  how  the  blood  is  settled  in  his  face ! 
Oft  have  I  seen  a  timely-parted  ghost ', 
'  Of  ashy  semblance,  meager,  pale  and  bloodless, 

7  For  seeing  Asm,  I  tee  my  ^fe  m  death."]  i.  e.  I  see  my  b/e 
destroyed  or  endangered  by  his  death. 

'  Oft  have  I  seen  a  tmely^fHirted  ghost.  Sec]  All  that  is  true  of 
the  body  of  a  dead  man  is  here  said  by  Warwick  of  the  soul.  I 
would  read : 

Oft  have  I  seen  a  tmefy-parted  corse, — 

But  of  two  common  words,  bow  or  why  was  one  changed  for  the 
other  ?  I  believe  the  transcriber  thought  that  the  epithet  Omefy' 
parted  could  not  be  used  of  the  body,  but  that,  as  in  Hamlet,  there 
is  mention  o^  peaceparted  souls,  so  here  tmefy-parted  must  have  the 
same  substantive.  He  removed  one  imaginary  difficulty,  and  made 
many  real.  If  the  soul  b  parted  from  the  body,  the  body  is  like- 
wise parted  from  the  soul. 

I  cannot  but  stop  a  moment  to  observe,  that  thb  horrible 
description  is  scarcely  the  work  of  any  pen  but  Shakspeare's. 

Johnson. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Scene  II.  KING  HENRY  VI.  413 

'  Being  all  descended  to  the  labouring  heart ; 

*  Who,  in  the  conflict  that  it  holds  with  death, 

'  Attracts  the  same  for  aidance  'gainst  the  enemy ; 
'  Which  with  the  heart  there  cools,  and  ne'er  retumeth 
'  To  blush  and  beautify  the  cheek  again. 

*  But,  see,  his  face  is  black,  and  full  of  blood ; 

*  His  eye-balls  further  out  than  when  he  liv'd, 
'  Staring  fiill  ghastly  like  a  strangled  man  : 

*  His  hair  uprear'd,  his  nostrils  stretch'd  with  strug- 

gling; 
'  His  hands  abroad  displayed*,  as  one  that  grasp'd 

*  And  tugg'd  for  life,  and  was  by  strength  subdu'd. 

*  Look  on  the  sheets,  his  hair,  you  see,  is  sticking ; 

*  His  well-proportion'd  beard  made  rough  and  rugged, 

*  Like  to  the  summer's  com  by  tempest  lodg'd. 

*  It  cannot  be,  but  he  was  murder'd  here ; 

*  The  least  of  all  these  signs  were  probable. 

*  8u/.  Why,  Warwick,  who  should  do  the  duke  to 

death? 

*  Myself  and  Beaufort,  had  him  in  protection ; 

*  And  we,  I  hope,  sir,  are  no  murderers. 

*  War.    But  both  of  you  were  vow'd  duke  Hum- 

phrey's foes ; 
'  And  you,  forsooth,  had  the  good  duke  to  keep : 

*  TXs  like,  you  would  not  feast  him  like  a  friend ; 

*  And  'tis  well  seen,  he  found  an  enemy. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Then  you,  belike,  suspect  these  noblemen 

*  As  guilty  of  duke  Humphrey's  timeless  death. 

War.  Who  finds  the  heifer  dead,  and  bleeding  fresh. 
And  sees  fast  by  a  butcher  with  an  axe, 
But  will  suspect,  'twas  he  that  made  the  slaughter? 
Who  finds  the  partridge  in  the  puttock's  nest. 
But  may  imagine  how  the  bird  was  dead. 
Although  the  kite  soar  with  unbloodied  beak  ? 
Even  so  suspicious  is  this  tragedy. 

*  His  hands  abroad  display^]    i.  e.  the  fingers  being    widely 
distended. 
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'  Q.  Mar.  Are  you  the  butcher,  Suffolk ;  wfaere's  your 
knife? 
Is  Beaufort  term'd  a  kite  ?  where  are  his  talons  ? 

St^.  I  wear  no  knife,  to  slaughter  sleeping  men  ; 
But  here's  a  vengeful  sword,  rusted  with  ease, 
That  shall  be  scoured  in  his  rancorous  heart, 
That  slanders  me  with  murder's  crimson  badge : 
Say,  if  thou  dar'st,  proud  lord  of  Warwickshire, 
That  I  am  faulty  in  duke  Humphrey's  death. 

[Exeunt  Cardinal,  Som.  and  Others, 

War.  What  dares  not  Warwick,  if  Mse  Suffolk  dare 
him? 

Q.  Mar.  He  dares  not  calm  his  contumelious  spirit, 
Nor  cease  to  be  an  arrogant  controller. 
Though  Suffolk  dare  him  twenty  thousand  times. 

War.  Madam,  be  still ;  with  reverence  may  I  say ; 
For  every  word,  you  speak  in  his  behalf, 
Is  slander  to  your  royal  dignity. 

'  Suf.  Blunt-witted  lord,  ignoble  in  demeanour ! 
If  ever  lady  wrong'd  her  lord  so  much. 
Thy  mother  took  into  her  blameful  bed 
Some  stem  untutor'd  churl,  and  noble  stock 
Was  graft  with  crab-tree  slip ;  whose  fruit  thou  art, 
And  never  of  the  Nevils'  noble  race. 

War.  But  that  the  guilt  of  murder  bucklers  thee, 
And  I  should  rob  the  deathsman  of  his  fee. 
Quitting  thee  thereby  of  ten  thousand  shames, 
And  that  my  sovereign's  presence  makes  me  mild, 
I  would,  fSaJse  murderous  coward,  on  thy  knee 
Make  thee  beg  pardon  for  thy  passed  speech. 
And  say — It  was  thy  mother  that  thou  mean'st, 
That  thou  thyself  wast  bom  in  bastardy : 
And,  after  all  this  fearftil  homage  done. 
Give  thee  thy  hire,  and  send  thy  soul  to  hell. 
Pernicious  bloodsucker  of  sleeping  men ! 

Suf.  Thou  shalt  be  waking,  while  I  shed  thy  blood, 
If  from  this  presence  thou  dar  st  go  with  me. 
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War,  Away  even  now,  or  I  will  drag  thee  hence : 

*  Unworthy  though  thou  art,  111  cope  with  thee, 

*  And  do  some  service  to  duke  Humphrey's  ghost 

[Exewnt  Suffolk  and  Wabwick. 

*  K,  Hen.  What  stronger  breast-plate  than  a  heart 

untainted? 

*  Thrice  is  he  arm'd  that  hath  his  quarrel  just ; 

*  And  he  but  naked,  though  lock'd  up  in  steel, 

*  Whose  conscience  with  injustice  is  corrupted. 

[A  Noise  within. 
Q.  Mar.  What  noise  is  this  ? 

Re-enter  Suffolk  ami  Warwick,  vndi  their  Weapons 
drawn. 

K,  Hen,  Why,  how  now,  lords  ?  your  wrathful  wea- 
pons drawn 

*  Here  in  our  presence  ?  dare  you  be  so  bold  ? — 

*  Why  what  tumultuous  clamour  have  we  here  ? 

Suf.  The  traitorous  Warwick,  with  the  men  of  Bury, 
Set  all  upon  me,  mighty  sovereign. 

Noise  of  a  Croud  within.    Re-enter  Salisbubt. 

♦  Sal  Sirs,  stand  apart ;  the  king  shall  know  your 

mind. —  [Speaking  to  those  within. 

Dread  lord,  the  commons  send  you  word  by  me. 
Unless  false  Suffolk  straight  be  done  to  death, 
Or  banished  fair  England's  territories, 

*  They  will  by  violence  tear  him  from  your  palace, 

*  And  torture  him  with  grievous  ling'ring  death. 
They  say,  by  him  the  good  duke  Humphrey  died  ; 

'  They  say,  in  him  they  fear  your  highness'  death ; 

*  And  mere  instinct  of  love,  and  loyalty, — 

*  Free  fit)m  a  stubborn  opposite  intent, 

*  As  being  thought  to  contradict  your  liking, — 

*  Makes  them  thus  forward  in  his  banishment. 

*  They  say,  in  care  of  your  most  royal  person. 
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*  That,  if  your  highness  should  intend  to  sleep, 

*  And  charge — ^that  no  man  shoidd  disturb  your  rest, 

♦  In  pain  of  your  dislike,  or  pain  of  death ; 
^  Yet  notwithstanding  such  a  strait  edict, 

*  Were  there  a  serpent  seen,  with  forked  tongue, 

♦  That  slily  glided  towards  your  mjgesty, 

♦  It  were  but  necessary  you  were  wak'd  ; 

*  Lest,  being  suffered  in  that  harmful  slumber, 

♦  The  mortal  worm  *  might  make  the  sleep  eternal : 

♦  And  therefore  do  they  cry,  though  you  forbid, 

♦  That  they  will  guard  you,  whe'r  you  will,  or  no, 

♦  From  such  fell  serpents  as  false  Suffolk  is ; 

♦  With  whose  envenomed  and  fatal  sting, 

♦  Your  loving  uncle,  twenty  times  his  worth, 

♦  They  say,  is  shamefully  bereft  of  life. 

Commons,  [within,']  An  answer  from  the  king,  my 
lord  of  Salisbury. 

8uf.  Tis  like,  the  commons,  rude  unpolish'd  hinds, 
Could  send  such  message  to  their  sovereign : 
But  you,  my  lord,  were  glad  to  be  employ 'd, 
To  show  how  quaint  an  orator  *  you  are : 
But  all  the  honour  Salisbiuy  hath  won. 
Is — ^that  he  was  the  lord  ambassador. 
Sent  from  a  sort  *  of  tinkers  to  the  king. 

Commons,  [within.']  An  answer  from  the  king,  or  we'll 
all  break  in. 

*  K,  Hen.  Gk),  Salisbury,  and  tell  them  all  fit)m  me, 

*  I  thank  them  for  their  tender  loving  care : 

*  And  had  I  not  been  'cited  so  by  them, 

*  Yet  did  I  purpose  as  they  do  entreat ; 

*  For  sure,  my  thoughts  do  hourly  prophesy 

*  Mischance  unto  my  state  by  Suffolk's  means, 

*  And  therefore, — ^by  His  majesty  I  swear, 


'  The  mortal  worm  — ]  i.e.  Xhefataly  the  deadfy  worm. 

*  how    quaint    an   orator  — "]     Quaint  for    dexterous,  arth 

fidal. 

*  a  sort  — ]  is  a  compatn/. 
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*  Whose  far  unworthy  deputy  I  am, — 

*  He  shall  not  breathe  infection  in  this  air' 

*  But  three  days  longer,  on  the  pain  of  death. 

[Exit  Salisbury. 

'  Q.  Mar.  0  Henry,  let  me  plead  for  gentle  Suffolk ! 

'  K.  Hen.  UngeniJe  queen,  to  call  him  gentle  Suffolk. 
'  No  more,  I  say ;  if  thou  dost  plead  for  him, 
'  Thou  wilt  but  add  increase  unto  my  wrath. 

*  Had  I  but  said,  I  would  have  kept  my  word ; 

*  But,  when  I  swear,  it  is  irrevocable : — 

*  If,  after  three  days'  space,  thou  here  be'st  found 

*  On  any  ground  that  I  am  ruler  of, 

*  The  world  shall  not  be  ransome  for  thy  life. — 

*  Come,  Warwick,  come,  good  Warwick,  go  with  me  ; 

*  I  have  great  matters  to  impart  to  thee. 

[Exeimt  K.  Hbnry,  Warwick,  Lords,  <fec. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Mischance,  and  sorrow,  go  along  with  you ! 

*  Heart's  discontent,  and  sour  affliction, 
'  Be  playfellows  to  keep  you  company ! 

*  There's  two  of  you ;  the  devil  make  a  third ! 

*  And  threefold  vengeance  tend  upon  your  steps ! 

*  Suf.  Cease,  gentle  queen,  these  execrations, 

*  And  let  thy  Suffolk  take  his  heavy  leave. 

*  Q.  Mar.   Fye,    coward    woman,    and    soft-hearted 

wretch ! 
'  Hast  thou  not  spirit  to  curse  thine  enemies  ? 
Suf.  A  plague  upon  them !  wherefore  should  I  curse 
them? 
Would  curses  kill,  asjdoth  the  mandrake's  groan*, 

'  He  thail  not  breathe  infection  tnthit  air  — '\  That  is,  he  shall  not 
contaminate  this  (ur  with  his  infected  breath. 

^  Would  curses  kill,  as  doth  the  mandrake's  groan,]  The  fabulous 
accounts  of  the  plant  called  a  mandrake  give  it  an  inferior  degree 
of  animal  life,  and  relate,  that  when  it  is  torn  from  the  ground  it 
groans,  and  that  this  groan  being  certainly  fatal  to  him  that  b  offer- 
ing such  unwelcome  violence,  the  practice  of  those  who  gather 
mandrakes  is  to  tie  one  end  of  a  string  to  the  plant,  and  the  other 
to  a  dog,  upon  whom  the  fatal  groan  discharges  its  malignity. 

VOL.  V.  'Be 
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'  I  would  invent  as  bitter-searching  terms, 
*  As  curst,  as  harsh,  and  horrible  to  hear, 
Deliver'd  strongly  through  my  fixed  teeth, 
'  With  fiill  as  many  signs  of  deadly  hate. 
As  lean-fac'd  Envy  in  her  loathsome  cave : 
My  tongue  should  stumble  in  mine  earnest  words : 
Mine  eyes  should  sparkle  like  the  beaten  flint : 
My  hair  be  fix'd  on  end,  as  one  distract ; 
Ay,  every  joint  should  seem  to  curse  and  ban: 
And  even  now  my  burden'd  heart  would  break. 
Should  I  not  curse  them.     Poison  be  their  drink ! 
(Jail,  worse  than  gall,  the  daintiest  that  they  taste ! 
Their  sweetest  shade,  a  grove  of  cypress  trees ! 
Their  chiefest  prospect,  murdering  basilisks ! 
Their  softest  touch,  as  smart  as  lizards'  stings'! 
Their  musick,  frightful  as  the  serpent's  hiss ; 
And  boding  screech-owls  make  the  concert  fiill ! 
All  the  foul  terroiB  in  dark-seated  hell — 

Q.  Mar,  Enough,  sweet  Sufiblk ;  thou  torment'st  thy- 
self; 

♦  And  these  dread  curses — ^like  the  sun  'gainst  glass, 

♦  Or  like  an  overcharged  gun, — recoil, 

♦  And  turn  the  force  of  them  upon  thyself. 

Suf,  You  bade  me  ban,  and  will  you  bid  me  leave*? 
Now,  by  the  ground  that  I  am  banish'd  from, 
Well  could  I  curse  away  a  winter's  night. 
Though  standing  naked  on  a  mountain  top, 
Where  biting  cold  would  never  let  grass  grow. 
And  think  it  but  a  minute  spent  in  sport 


*  murdering  basilisks  I  —  liiards'  stmgsf]   It  has  been  said 

of  the  boiiBsk  that  it  has  the  power  of  destroying  by  a  idngle  glance 
of  the  eye.     A  lizard  has  no  sting,  but  is  quite  inoflfensiTe. 

*  You  bade  me  ban,  and  will  you  bid  me  leave  f]  This  inconsistency 
b  very  common  in  real  life.  Those  who  are  vexed  to  impatieoce, 
are  angry  to  see  others  less  disturbed  than  theniselves,  but  when 
others  begin  to  rave,  they  immediately  see  in  them  what  they 
could  not  find  in  themselves,  the  deformity  and  folly  of  useless  rage. 
Johnson. 
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*  Q.  Mar.  0,  let  me  entreat  thee,  cease !  Give  me  thy 
hand, 

*  That  I  may  dew  it  with  my  mournful  tears ; 

*  Nor  let  the  rain  of  heaven  wet  this  place, 

*  To  wash  away  my  woeful  monuments. 

'  0,  could  this  kiss  be  printed  in  thy  hand  ; 

[Kisses  his  hand, 

*  That  thou  might'st  think  upon  these  by  the  seal, 

*  Through  whom  a  thousand  sighs  aro  breath'd  for  thee'!  . 

*  So,  get  thee  gone,  that  I  may  know  my  grief; 
'  'Tis  but  surmis'd  whilst  thou  art  standing  by, 

*  As  one  that  surfeits  thinking  on  a  want 
'  I  will  repeal  thee,  or,  be  well  assured, 

*  Adventure  to  be  banished  myself: 

*  And  banished  I  am,  if  but  from  thee. 

*  Go,  speak  not  to  me ;  even  now  be  gone. — 

*  0,  go  not  yet ! — Even  thus  two  friends  condemn'd 

*  Embrace,  and  kiss,  and  take  ten  thousand  leaves, 

*  Leather  a  hundred  times  to  part  than  die. 

*  Yet  now  farewell ;  and  farewell  life  with  thee ! 
Suf.  Thus  is  poor  Suffolk  ten  times  banished, 

Once  by  the  king,  and  three  times  thrice  by  thee. 

*  Tis  not  the  land  I  care  for,  wert  thou  hence ; 

*  A  wilderness  is  populous  enough, 

*  So  Suffolk  had  thy  heavenly  company : 

*  For  where  thou  art,  there  is  the  world  itself, 

*  With  every  several  pleasure  in  the  world ; 

*  And  where  thou  art  not,  desolation. 

*  I  can  no  more : — ^Live  thou  to  joy  thy  life ; 

*  Myself  no  joy  in  nought,  but  that  thou  liv'st. 

Enter  Vaux. 

'  Q.  Mar,  Whither  goes  Vaux  so  fast  ?  what  news,  I 
pr'ythee  ? 

'  That  thou  mighfst  think  upon  these  by  the  teal. 
Through  whom  a  thousand  sighs,  &c.]   That  by  the  impression  of 
my  kiss  for  erer  remuDing  on  thy  hand  thou  mightest  think  on  those 
lips  through  which  a  thousand  sighs  will  be  breathed  for  thee. 

E  e  2 
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*  Vaiuc.  To  signify  unto  his  m^'esty, 
That  cardinal  Beaufort  is  at  point  of  death : 

'  For  suddenly  a  grievous  sickness  took  him, 
'  That  makes  him  gasp,  and  stare,  and  catch  the  air, 
'  Blaspheming  God,  and  cursing  men  on  earth. 
'  Sometime,  he  talks  as  if  duke  Humphrey's  ghost 

*  Were  by  his  side ;  sometime,  he  calls  the  king, 
And  whispers  to  his  pillow,  as  to  him, 

*  The  secrets  of  his  overcharged  soul : 
'  And  I  am  sent  to  tell  his  majesty, 

*  That  even  now  he  cries  aloud  for  him. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Gh),  tell  this  heavy  message  to  the  king. 

[Exit  Vaux. 

*  Ah  me !  what  is  this  world  ?  what  news  are  these  ? 
'  But  wherefore  grieve  I  at  an  hour's  poor  loss, 

'  Omitting  Suffolk's  exile,  my  soul's  treasure  ? 

*  Why  only,  Suffolk,  mourn  I  not  for  thee, 

*  And  with  the  southern  clouds  contend  in  tears : 

'  Theirs  for  the  earth's  increase,  mine  for  my  sorrows  ? 
'  Now,  get  thee  hence:    The  king,  thou  know'st,  is 
coming ; 

*  If  thou  be  found  by  me,  thou  art  but  dead. 

'  Suf.  If  I  depart  from  thee,  I  cannot  live : 
'  And  in  thy  sight  to  die,  what  were  it  else, 
But  like  a  pleasant  slumber  in  thy  lap  ? 
Here  could  I  breathe  my  soul  into  the  air, 
'  As  mild  and  gentle  as  the  cradle-babe, 
Dying  with  mother's  dug  between  its  lips : 
Where",  from  thy  sight,  I  should  be  raging  mad, 

*  And  cry  out  for  thee  to  close  up  mine  eyes, 

'  To  have  thee  with  thy  lips  to  stop  my  mouth  ; 

*  So  should'st  thou  either  turn  my  flying  soul, 

*  Or  I  should  breathe  it  so  into  thy  body, 
And  then  it  liv'd  in  sweet  Elysium. 

To  die  by  thee,  were  but  to  die  in  jest ; 

>  Where,]  In  the  preambles  of  almoet  all  the  statutes  made  during 
the  first  twenty  years  of  queen  Elizabeth's  reign,  the  word  where  is 
employed  instead  of  whereas.    It  is  so  used  here. 
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From  thee  to  die,  were  torture  more  than  death : 
0,  let  me  stay,  befall  what  may  befall. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Away !    though  parting  be  a  fretful  cor- 
rosive-f-, 

*  It  is  applied  to  a  deathful  wound. 

*  To  France,  sweet  Suffolk  :  Let  me  hear  from  thee ; 

*  For  wheresoe'er  thou  art  in  this  world's  globe, 
m  have  an  Iris*  that  shall  find  thee  out. 

Suf.  I  go. 

Q,  Mar,  And  take  my  heart  with  thee. 

Suf,  A  jewel,  lock'd  into  the  woeftd'st  cask 
That  ever  did  contain  a  thing  of  worth. 
Even  as  a  splitted  bark,  so  sunder  we ; 
This  way  fidl  I  to  death. 

Q,  Mar,  This  way  for  me. 

[Exeunt  severally. 


SCENE  III. 
London.     Cardinal  Beaufort's  Bed-chamber, 

Enter  King  Hknry,  Salisbury,  Warwick,  and  Others. 
The  Cardinal  in  bed  ;  Attendants  with  him, 

*  K.  Hen.  How  fares  my  lord  ?  speak,  Beaufort,  to 

thy  sovereign. 

*  Car.  If  thou  be'st  death,  I'll  give  thee  England's 

treasure, 
'  Enough  to  purchase  such  another  island, 

*  So  thou  wilt  let  me  live,  and  feel  no  pain. 

*  K,  Hen.  Ah,  what  a  sign  it  is  of  evil  life, 

*  When  death's  approach  is  seen  so  terrible ! 

*  War.  Beaufort,  it  is  thy  sovereign  speaks  to  thee. 

*  Car.  Bring  me  unto  my  trial  when  you  will. 
'  Died  he  not  in  his  bed  ?  where  should  he  die  ? 
Can  I  make  men  live,  whe'r  they  will  or  no  ? — 

f  —  **  cor'sive," — Malone. 

•  rU  have  an  Iris  — ]     Iris  was  the  messenger  of  Juno. 
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*  0 !  torture  me  no  more,  I  will  confesa — 
'  Alive  again  ?  then  show  me  where  he  is ; 

'  I'll  give  a  thousand  pound  to  look  upon  him. — 

*  He  hath  no  eyes,  the  dust  hath  blinded  them. — 

'  Comb  down  his  hair ;  look !  look  !  it  stands  upright, 

*  Like  lime-twigs  set  to  catoh  my  winged  soul ! — 
'  Give  me  some  drink  ;  and  bid  the  apothecaiy 

'  Bring  the  strong  poison  that  I  bought  of  him 

*  K.  Hen.  0  thou  eternal  Mover  of  the  heavens, 

*  Look  with  a  gentle  eye  upon  this  wretch ! 

*  0,  beat  away  the  busy  meddling  fiend, 

*  That  lays  strong  siege  unto  this  wretch's  soul, 

*  And  from  his  bosom  purge  this  black  despair  ! 

*  War,  See,  how  the  pangs  of  death  do  make  him 

grin. 

*  SaL  Disturb  him  not,  let  him  pass  peaceably. 

*  K,  Hen,  Peace  to  his  soul,  if  God's  good  pleasure 

be! 

*  Lord  cardinal,  if  thou  think'st  on  heaven's  bliss, 
'  Hold  up  thy  hand,  make  signal  of  thy  hope. — 

*  He  dies,  and  makes  no  sign ;  0  Gt>d,  forgive  him  ! 

'  War,  So  bad  a  death  argues  a  monstrous  life. 

*  K,  Hen,  Forbear  to  judge,  for  we  are  sinners  alL — 
'  Close  up  his  eyes,  and  draw  the  curtain  close ; 

'  And  let  us  all  to  meditation.  [Exetmt  \ 

*  Ejfemni,]  ThU  is  one  of  the  scenes  which  have  been  applauded 
by  the  criticks,  and  which  will  continue  to  be  admired  when  pre- 
judices shall  cease,  and  bigotry  give  way  to  impartial  examination. 
'^heae  are  beauties  that  rise  out  of  nature  and  of  truth  ;  the  super- 

al  reader  cannot  miss  them,  the  profound  can  image  nothing 
^ond  them.    Johnson. 
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ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I.— Kent.     The  Sea-shore  near  Dover. 

Firing  heard  at  Sea.  Then  enter  from  a  Boat,  a  Cap- 
tain, a  Master,  a  Master's  Mate,  Walter  Whitmobb, 
and  Others ;  with  them  Suffolk,  and  other  Gentle- 
men, prisoners, 

*  Cap,  The  gaudy,  blabbing,  and  remorseful'  day 

*  Is  crept  into  the  bosom  of  the  sea ; 

*  And  now  loud-howling  wolves  arouse  the  jades 

*  That  drag  the  tragick  melancholy  night ; 

*  Who  with  their  drowsy,  slow,  and  flagging  wings 

*  Clip  dead  men's  graves',  and  from  their  misty  jaws 

*  Breathe  foul  contagious  darkness  in  the  air. 

*  Therefore,  bring  forth  the  soldiers  of  our  prize ; 

*  For,  whilst  our  pinnace  anchors  in  the  Downs, 

*  Here  shall  they  make  their  ransome  on  the  sand, 

*  Or  with  their  blood  stain  this  discolour'd  shore. — 
'  Master,  this  prisoner  freely  give  I  thee ; — 

'  And  thou  that  art  his  mate,  make  boot  of  this ; — 
'  The  other  [pointing  to  Suffolk],  Walter  Whitmore,  is 
thy  share. 

*  1  Oent,  What  is  my  ransome,  master  ?  let  me  know. 

*  MaM,  A  thousand  crowns,  or  else  lay  down  your 

head. 

'  7%«  gawfy,  blabbing,  and  remorseful  d(^  — ]  The  epi 
blabbing,  applied  to  the  day  by  a  man  about  to  commit  murde 
exquisitely  beautiful.  Guilt  is  afraid  of  light,  considers  darknei 
a  natural  shelter,  and  makes  night  the  confidante  of  those  act! 
which  cannot  be  trusted  to  the  tell-tale  day*    Johnson. 

* the  jades 

That  drag  the  tragick  melancholy  night ; 
Who  with  their  drowsy^  slow,  andflaggjng  wings 
Clip  dead  meris  graves^     The  wings   of  the  jades  that  <i 
night  appears  an  unnatural  image,  till  it  is  remembered  that 
chariot  of  the  night  is  supposed,  by  Shakspeare,  to  be  drawn 
dragons. 
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'  Mate,  And  so  much  shall  you  give,  or  off  goes 
yours. 

*  Cap.  What,  think  you  much  to  pay  two  thousand 

crowns, 

*  And  bear  the  name  and  port  of  gentlemen  ? — 

*  Cut  both  the  villains*  throats ;  for  die  you  shall ; 

*  The  lives  of  those  which  we  have  lost  in  fight, 

*  Cannot  be  coimterpois'd  with  such  a  petty  sum. 

*  1  Gent  I'll  give  it,  sir ;  and  therefore  spare  my  life. 

*  2  Oent  And  so  will   I,  and  write    home    for   it 

straight. 
'  Whit  I  lost  mine  eye  in  laying  the  prize  aboard, 

*  And  therefore,  to  revenge  it,  shalt  thou  die ;    [to  Sup. 

*  And  so  should  these,  if  I  might  have  my  will 

*  Cap.  Be  not  so  rash :  take  ransome,  let  him  live. 

*  Suf.  Look  on  my  George,  I  am  a  gentleman ; 

*  Rate  me  at  what  thou  wilt,  thou  shalt  be  paid. 

*  Whit.  And  so  am  I ;   my  name  is — ^Walter  Whit- 

more. 

*  How   now?    why   start'st  thou?    what,   doth    death 

affright  ? 
'  Suf.  Thy  name  afirights  me,  in  whose  sound  is  death. 

*  A  cunning  man  did  calculate  my  birth, 

'  And  told  me — ^that  by  Water  I  should  die  : 

*  Yet  let  not  this  make  thee  be  bloody  minded ; 

*  Thy  name  is — Chudtier,  being  rightly  soimded. 

*  Whit.  Oualtier,  or  WalteVy  which  it  is,  I  care  not ; 
'  Ne'er  yet  did  base  dishonour  blur  our  name, 

*  But  with  our  sword  we  wip'd  away  the  blot ; 
'  Therefore,  when  merchant-like  I  sell  revenge, 

*  Broke  be  my  sword,  my  arms  torn  and  defac'd, 

*  And  I  proclaimed  a  coward  through  the  world ! 

[Lays  hold  on  Suffolk 

*  Snf.  Stay,  Whitmore ;  for  thy  prisoner  is  a  prince, 
he  duke  of  Suffolk,  William  de  la  Pole. 

*  Whit.  The  duke  of  Suffolk,  muffled  up  in  rags ! 
Suf.  Ay,  but  these  rags  are  no  part  of  the  duke ; 

)ve  sometime  went  disguis'd,  And  why  not  I  ? 
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Cap.  But  Jove  was  never  slain,  as  thou  shalt  be. 

*  Suf,  Obscure  and  lowly  swain,  king  Henry's  blood, 
The  honourable  blood  of  Lancaster, 

*  Must  not  be  shed  by  such  a  jaded  groom  *. 

Hast  thou  not  kiss'd  thy  hand,  and  held  my  stirrup  ? 

*  Bare-headed  plodded  by  my  foot-cloth  mule, 

'  And  thought  thee  happy  when  I  shook  my  head  ? 

*  How  often  hast  thou  waited  at  my  cup, 

'  Fed  from  my  trencher,  kneeFd  down  at  the  board, 
'  When  I  have  feasted  with  queen  Margaret  ? 

*  Remember  it,  and  let  it  make  thee  crest-fall'n  ; 

*  Ay,  and  allay  this  thy  abortive  pride  * : 

*  How  in  our  voiding  lobby  hast  thou  stood, 

*  And  duly  waited  for  my  coming  forth ! 

'  This  hand  of  mine  hath  writ  in  thy  behalf, 

'  And  therefore  shall  it  charm  thy  riotous  tongue. 

♦  Whit,  Speak,  captain,  shall  I  stab  the  forlorn  swain  ? 

♦  Cap.  First  let  my  words  stab  him,  as  he  hath  me. 
^8uf,  Base  slave!  thy  words  are  blunt,  and  so  art 

thou. 

*  Cap.  Convey  him  hence,  and  on  our  long-boat's  side 

*  Strike  off  his  head. 

Suf.  Thou  dar'st  not  for  thy  own. 

Cap.  Yes,  Poole. 
Suf.  Poole  ? 

Cap.  Poole  ?  sir  Poole  ?  lord  ? 

'  Ay,  kennel,  puddle,  sink ;  whose  filth  and  dirt 

*  Troubles  the  silver  spring  where  England  drinka 

*  Now  will  I  dam  up  this  thy  yawning  mouth, 
'  For  swallowing  the  treasure  of  the  realm : 

*  Thy  lips,  that  kiss'd  the  queen,  shall  sweep  the  ground : 


^  -^—  a  jaded  groom,]  Jaded  groom  may  mean  a  groom  whom 
all  men  treat  with  contempt ;  as  worthless  as  the  most  paltry  kind 
of  horse ;  or  a  groom  who  has  hitherto  been  treated  with  no 
greater  ceremony  than  a  horse. 

*  abortive  pride :]    Pride  that  has  had  birth  too  soon,  pride 

issuing  before  its  time. 
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'  And  thou,  that  smil'dst  at  good  duke  Humphrey's 
death, 

'  Against  the  senseless  winds  shalt  grin  in  vain, 
Who,  in  contempt,  shall  hiss  at  thee  again : 
And  wedded  be  thou  to  the  hags  of  hell. 
For  daring  to  affy  •  a  mighty  lord 
Unto  the  daughter  of  a  worthless  king, 
ELaving  neither  subject^  wealth,  nor  diadem. 
By  devilish  policy  art  thou  grown  great. 
And,  like  ambitious  Sylla,  overgoig'd 
With  gobbets  of  thy  mother's  bleeding  heart 
By  thee,  Anjou  and  Maine  were  sold  to  France : 
The  false  revolting  Normans,  thorough  thee. 
Disdain  to  call  us  lord ;  and  Picardy 
ELath  slain  their  governors,  surpriz'd  our  forts. 
And  sent  the  ragged  soldiers  wounded  home. 
The  princely  Warwick,  and  the  Nevils  all, — 
Whose  dreadful  swords  were  never  drawn  in  vain, — 
As  hating  thee,  are  rising  up  in  arms : 
And  now  the  house  of  York — thrust  from  the  crown, 
By  shameful  murder  of  a  guiltless  king. 
And  lofty  proud  encroaching  tyranny, — 
Bums  with  revenging  fire ;  whose  hopeful  colours 
Advance  our  half-fac'd  sun,  striving  to  shine. 
Under  the  which  is  writ — InvMs  nvbilms. 
The  commons  here  in  Kent  are  up  in  arms : 
And,  to  conclude,  reproach,  and  beggary. 
Is  crept  into  the  palace  of  our  king. 
And  all  by  thee : — ^Away !  convey  him  hence. 
*  Suf.  0  that  I  were  a  god,  to  shoot  forth  thunder 
Upon  these  paltry,  servile,  abject  drudges ! 
Small  things  make  base  men  proud :  ^  this  villain  here. 
Being  captain  of  a  pinnace ',  threatens  more 
Than  Bargulus  the  strong  Illyrian  pirate. 

•  io  afly  — ]     To  afy  is  to  betroth  in  marriage. 

7  Being  captain  of  a  pinnace,]  A  pinnace  did  not  ancientlj 
^nify,  as  at  present,  a  man  of  war's  boat,  but  a  ship  of  small 
rthen. 
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*  Drones  suck  not  eagles'  blood,  but  rob  bee-hives. 
'  It  is  impossible,  that  I  should  die 

*  By  such  a  lowly  vassal  as  thyself. 

*  Thy  words  move  rage,  and  not  remorse,  in  me : 
'  I  go  of  message  firom  the  queen  to  France ; 

*  I  chaige  thee,  waft  me  safely  cross  the  channel. 

'  Cap,  Walter, 

*  WkiL  Come,  Suffolk,  I  must  waft  thee  to  thy  death. 

*  Su£  QfMdus  timor  occwpat  artua  "f* ; — ^'tis  thee  I  fear. 
'  Whit.  Thou  shalt  have  cause  to  fear,  before  I  leave 

thee. 

*  What,  are  ye  daunted  now  ?  now  will  ye  stoop  ? 

*  1  Oent.  My  gracious  lord,  entreat  him,  speak  him  feir. 
'  Stif,  Suffolk's  imperial  tongue  is  stem  and  rough, 

'  Us'd  to  command,  imtaught  to  plead  for  favour. 

*  Far  be  it,  we  should  honour  such  as  these 

'  With  humble  suit :  no,  rather  let  my  head 

'  Stoop  to  the  block,  than  these  knees  bow  to  any, 

*  Save  to  the  God  of  heaven,  and  to  my  king ; 

*  And  sooner  dance  upon  a  bloody  pole, 

*  Than  stand  uncovered  to  the  vidgar  groom. 

*  True  nobility  is  exempt  from  fear : — 

'  More  can  I  bear,  than  you  dare  execute. 

'  Cap,  Hale  him  away,  and  let  him  talk  no  more. 

*  8uf,  Come,  soldiers,  show  what  cruelty  ye  can, 

*  That  this  my  death  may  never  be  forgot ! — 

*  Great  men  oft  die  by  vile  bezonians  *  : 

*  A  Roman  sworder*  and  banditto  slave, 

*  Murder'd  sweet  Tully ;  Brutus'  bastard  hand 

*  Stabb'd  Julius  Caesar ;  savage  islanders, 

'  Pompey  the  great  * :  and  Suffolk  dies  by  pirates. 

[Exit  SuF.  vrith  Whit,  and  Others. 

t  "P«i^geiiWi«,''&c.— Malone. 

" bezomam :]    Bisognoso,  is  a  mean  low  man. 

0  A  Roman  sworder,  &Q.]  i.  e.  Herenniua  a  ceDturion,  and  Popi- 
liu8  LcBnad,  tribune  of  the  soldiers. 

*  Pompey  ike  great :]     The  poet  seems  to  have  confounded  the 
story  of  Pompey  with  some  other. 
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Gap.  And  as  for  these,  whose  ransome  we  have  set, 
It  is  our  pleasure,  one  of  them  depart : — 
Therefore  come  you  with  us,  and  let  him  go. 

[Exewit  aU  but  the  first  Gentleman. 

Re-etvter  Wmnf obb,  with  Suffolk's  Body. 

*  Whit  There  let  his  head  and  lifeless  body  lie, 
'  Until  the  queen  his  mistress  bury  it  [Ewit. 

'  1  (}ent.  0  barbarous  and  bloody  spectacsle ! 
'  His  body  will  I  bear  unto  the  king : 
*  If  he  revenge  it  not,  yet  will  his  Mends ; 
'  So  will  the  queen,  that  living  held  him  dear. 

[Exit,  with  the  Body. 


SCENE  II. 
Blackhcath. 

Enter  Gboboe  Bevis  and  John  Hollaiyd. 

*  Geo.  Come,  and  get  thee  a  sword,  though  made  of 
'  a  lath ;  they  have  been  up  these  two  days. 

*  Johk  They  have  the  more  need  to  sleep  now  then. 

'  Geo.  I  tell  thee.  Jack  Cade,  the  clothier,  means  to 
'  dress  the  commonwealth,  and  turn  it,  and  set  a  new 
'  nap  upon  it. 

John,  So  he  had  need,  for  'tis  threadbare.  Well,  I 
say,  it  was  never  merry  world  in  England,  since  gentle- 
men came  up '. 

*  Oeo.  0  miserable  age !  Virtue  is  not  regarded  in 
*  handycrafbs-men. 

*  John.  The  nobility  think  scorn  to  go  in  leather 
'  aprons. 

^  since  gentlemen  came  up.]     Thus  we  iamiliarly  say — a 

fashion  comet  up. 
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*  Oeo,  Nay  more,  the  king  s  council  are  no  good 

*  workmen. 

*  John,  True ;   And  yet  it  is  said, — Labour  in  thy 

*  vocation :  wliich  is  as  much  to  say,  as, — let  the  magis- 

*  trates  be  labouring  men ;  and  therefore  should  we  be 

*  magistrates. 

*  Geo,  Thou  hast  hit  it :  for  there's  no  better  sign  of 

*  a  brave  mind,  than  a  hard  hand. 

*  John,  I  see  them  !  I  see  them !  There's  Best's  son, 

*  the  tanner  of  Wingham : 

*  Oeo.   He  shall  have  the  skins  of  our  enemies,  to 

*  make  dog's  leather  of 

John,  And  Dick  the  butcher, 

*  Oeo,  Then  is  sin  struck  down  like  an  ox,  and 

*  iniquity's  throat  cut  like  a  calf 

*  John,  And  Smith  the  weaver. 

*  Greo.  ArgOy  their  thread  of  life  is  spun. 

*  John,  Come,  come,  let's  fall  in  with  them. 

Drum,    Enter  Cade,  Dick  the  Butcher,  Smith  the 
Weaver,  and  Others  in  great  nwmber, 

'  Cade,  We  John  Cade,  so  termed  of  our  supposed 

'  father, 

Dick,  Or  rather,  of  stealing  a  cade  of  herrings*. 

[Aside. 

*  Cade.  —  for  our  enemies  shall  fall  before  us  *,  in- 

*  spired  with   the   spirit  of  putting  down   kings  and 
'  princes, — Command  silence. 

Dick,  Silence! 

Cade,  My  father  was  a  Mortimer, — 
Dick,  He  was  an  honest  man,   and  a  good  br^l^- 
layer.  \Ai 

*  Cade.  My  mother  a  Plantagenet, — 

8  a  cade  ofherringt,]    That  is,  a  barrel  of  herrings. 

*  our  enenues  shall  fall  before  us,]     He  alludes  to  -his  i 

Cade,  from  cado,  Lat.  to  fall.     He  has  too  much  learning  foi 
character.    Johnson. 
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'  Didc  I  knew  her  well,  she  was  a  midwife.     [Aside. 

'  Cade,  My  wife  descended  of  the  Lacies,— 

Dick  She  was,  indeed,  a  pedlar's  dai^hter,  and  sold 
many  laces.  [Aside. 

'  Smith.  But,  now  of  late,  not  able  to  travel  with  her 
'  furred  pack  *,  she  washes  bucks  here  at  home.    [Aside. 

'  Cade.  Therefore  am  I  of  an  honourable  house. 

Dick.  Ay,  by  my  fiuth,  the  field  is  honourable  * ;  and 
there  was  he  bom,  under  a  hedge ;  for  his  father  had 
never  a  house,  but  the  cage  ^  [Aside. 

*  Cade.  Valiant  I  am. 

*  Smith.  'A  must  needs ;  for  b^^gary  is  valiant.  [Aside. 
Cade.  I  am  able  to  endure  much. 

Dick  No  question  of  that ;  for  I  have  seen  him 
whipped  three  market-days  together.  [Aside. 

Cade.  I  fear  neither  sword  nor  fire. 

Smith.  He  need  not  fear  the  sword,  for  his  coat  is  of 
proof*.  [Aside. 

Dick.  But,  methinks,  he  should  stand  in  fear  of  fire, 
being  burnt  i'the  hand  for  stealing  of  sheep.        [Aside. 

Cade.  Be  brave  then ;  for  your  captain  is  brave,  and 
vows  reformation.  There  shall  be,  in  England,  seven 
half-penny  loaves  sold  for  a  penny:  the  three-hooped 
pot  shall  have  ten  hoops  * ;  and  I  will  make  it  felony,  to 
drink  small  beer:  all  the  realm  shall  be  in  common, 
and  in  Cheapside  shall  my  palfry  go  to  grass.  And, 
when  I  am  king,  (as  king  I  will  be) 


*  furred  fnuk^    A  wallet  or  knapsack  of  skin  with  the  hair 

outward. 

* ike  field  t«  honourable;]     Perhaps  a  quibble  between  Jleld 

in  its  heraldick,  and  in  its  common  acceptation,  was  designed. 

'  but  ike  cage.]     A  cage  was  formerly  a  term  for  a  prison. 

We  yet  talk  of  jail-^irdlr. 

^  for  his  coat  it  ^  proof.]     A  quibble  between  two  senses  of 

the  word ;  one  as  being  able  to  resist,  the  other  as  being  well-tried^ 
that  is,  long  worn. 

0  the  three-hooped  pot  shall  have  ten  hoops ;]     A  hoop  was 

a  measure. 
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AH  God  save  your  majesty ! 

*  Cade.  I  thank  you,  good  people:— there  shall  be 
^  no  money ' ;  all  shall  eat  and  drink  on  my  score ;  and 

*  I  will  apparel  them  all  in  one  livery,  that  they  may 

*  agree  like  brothers,  and  worship  me  their  lord. 

'Dick.    The  first  thing  we  do,  let's  kill    all   the 

*  lawyers. 

Cctde.  Nay,  that  I  mean  to  do.  Is  not  this  a  lament- 
able thing,  that  of  the  skin  of  an  innocent  lamb  should 
be  made  parchment?  that  parchment,  being  scribbled 
o'er,  should  undo  a  man  ?  Some  say,  the  bee  stings : 
but  I  say,  ^tis  the  bee's  wax,  for  I  did  but  seal  once  to 
a  thing,  and  I  was  never  mine  own  man  since.  How 
now  ?  who's  there  ? 

Enter  some,  bringing  in  ihe  Clerk  of  Chatham. 

Smith.  The  clerk  of  Chatham :  he  can  write  and  read, 
and  cast  accompt. 

Cade.  0  monstrous ! 

Smith.  We  took  him  setting  of  boys*  copies. 

Cade.  Here's  a  villain ! 

Smith.  H'as  a  book  in  his  pocket,  with  red  letters  in't. 

Cade.  Nay,  then  he  is  a  conjurer. 

Dick.  Nay,  he  can  make  obligations*,  and  write 
court-hand. 

'  Cade.  I  am  sorry  for*t :  the  man  is  a  proper  man, 
'  on  mine  honour ;  unless  I  find  him  guilty,  he  shall 
'  not  die, — Come  hither,  sirrah,  I  must  examine  thee : 
'  What  is  thy  name  ? 

Clerk.  Emmanuel. 

'  there  thaU  be   no   money :"]     To    mend   the   world    by 

banbhiDg  money  is  an  old  contrivance  of  those  who  did  not  con- 
sider that  the  quarrels  and  mischiefe  which  arise  from  money,  as 
the  sign  or  ticket  of  riches,  must,  if  money  were  to  cease,  arise 
immediately  from  riches  themselves,  and  could  never  be  at  an  end 
till  erery  man  was  contented  with  his  own  share  of  the  goods  of 
life. 

t  ob&gatioM^     That  is,  bondt. 
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Dick,  They  use  to  write  it  on  the  top  of  letters  * ; — 
'Twill  go  hard  with  you. 

'  Cade.  Let  me  alone : — ^Dost  thou  use  to  write  thy 
'  name  ?  or  hast  thou  a  mark  to  thyself,  like  an  honest 

*  plain-dealing  man  ? 

Clerk.  Sir,  I  thank  Qod,  I  have  been  so  well  brought 
up,  that  I  can  write  my  name. 

'  AU.  Ke  hath  confessed:   away  with  him;   he's  a 

*  villain,  and  a  traitor. 

*  Cade.  Away  with  him,  I  say :  hang  him  with  his 
'  pen  and  inkhom  about  his  neck. 

[Exewnt  some  with  the  Clerk. 

Enter  Michael. 

*  Mich.  Where's  our  general  ? 

'  Cade.  Here  I  am,  thou  particular  fellow. 

'  Mich.  Fly,  fly,  fly,  sir  Humphrey  Stafford  and  his 

*  brother  are  hard  by,  with  the  king's  forces. 

*  Cade.  Stand,  villain,  stand,  or  111  fell  thee  down : 
'  He  shall  be  encountered  with  a  man  as  good  as  him- 
'  self:  He  is  but  a  knight,  is  'a ? 

'  Mich.  No. 

'  Cade.  To  equal  him,  I  will  make  myself  a  knight 
'  presently ;  Rise  up  sir  John  Mortimer.  Now  have  at 
'him. 

Enter  Sir  Humphrey  Stafford,  and  William  his 
Brother,  with  Drwm  and  Forces. 

*  Staf.  Rebellious  hinds,  the  filth  and  scum  of  Kent, 
Mark'd  for  the  gallows, — ^lay  your  weapons  down, 
Home  to  your  cottages,  forsake  this  groom  ; — 

The  king  is  merciful,  if  you  revolt. 

*  W.  Staf.  But  angry,  wrathful,  and  inclined  to  blood, 
If  you  go  forward :  Therefore  yield,  or  die. 

■  They  use  to  turite  it  on  the  top  of  letters  ;]  i.  e.  of  letters  missiTe, 
d  such  like  publick  acts.     See  Mabillon's  Diplomata. 
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Cade,  As  for  these  silken-coated  slaves,  I  pass  not  * ; 
It  is  to  you,  good  people,  that  I  speak, 

*  O'er  whom,  in  time  to  come,  I  hope  to  reign  ; 

*  For  I  am  rightful  heir  unto  the  crown. 

*  Staf.  ViDain,  thy  £Etther  was  a  plasterer ; 

*  And  thou  thyself,  a  shearman,  Art  thou  not  ? 

Cade.  And  Adam  was  a  gardener. 
'  W.Staf,  And  what  of  that? 

Cade.    Marry,   this :  —  Edmund   Mortimer,    earl  of 
March, 
Married  the  duke  of  Clarence'  daughter ; — ^Did  he  not  ? 
'  Staf.  Ay,  sir. 

Cade.  By  her,  he  had  two  children  at  one  birth. 
W.  Staf.  That's  felse. 

*  Cade.  Ay,  there's  the  question  ;  but,  I  say,  'tis  true: 
'  The  elder  of  them,  being  put  to  nurse, 

*  Was  by  a  beggar-woman  stol'n  away ; 

^  And,  ignorant  of  his  birth  and  parentage, 
'  Became  a  bricklayer,  when  he  came  to  age : 

*  His  son  am  I ;  deny  it,  if  you  can. 

Dick.  Nay,  'tis  too  true  ;  therefore  he  shall  be  king. 

Smith.  Sir,  he  made  a  chimney  in  my  father's  house, 
and  the  bricks  are  alive  at  this  day  to  testify  it ;  there- 
fore, deny  it  not. 

*  Staf.  And  will  you  credit  this  base  drudge's  words, 

*  That  speaks  he  knows  not  what  ? 

*  All.  Ay,  marry,  will  we ;  therefore  get  ye  gone. 

W.  Staf.  Jack  Cade,  the  duke  of  York  hath  taught 
you  this. 

*  Cade.  He  lies,  for  I  invented  it  myself  [Aside. — 
Go  to,  sirrah.  Tell  the  king  from  me,  that — for  his 
father's  sake,  Henry  the  fifth,  in  whose  time  boys  went 
to  span-coimter  for  French  crowns, — I  am  content  he 
shall  reign  ;  but  I'll  be  protector  over  him. 

'  Dick.  And,  furthermore,  we'll  have  the  lord  Say's 
'  head,  for  selling  the  dukedom  of  Maine. 


*  I  pats  noi;]     I  pay  them  no  regard. 

VOL.  V.  F  f 
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'  Cade,   And  good  reason,    for  thereby  is  England 

*  maimed,  and  fain  to  go  with  a  stafi^  but  that  my  puis- 
'  sance  holds  it  up.  Fellow  kings,  I  tell  you,  that  that 
'  lord  Say  hath  gelded  the  commonwealth,  and  made  it 
'  an  eimuch  :  and  more  than  that,  he  can  speak  French, 
'  and  therefore  he  is  a  traitor. 

'  Staf.  0  gross  and  miserable  ignorance ! 

'  Cade.  Nay,  answer,  if  you  can :  The  Frenchmen 
'  are  our  enemies :  go  to  then,  I  ask  but  this ;  Can  he, 
'  that  speaks  with  the  tongue  of  an  enemy,  be  a  good 
'  counsellor,  or  no  ? 

*  AU,  No,  no  ;  and  therefore  we'll  have  his  head. 

*  W,  Sta/.  Well,  seeing  gentle  words  will  not  prevail, 

*  Assail  them  with  the  army  of  the  king. 

*  Stqf.  Herald,  away :  and,  throughout  every  town, 
'  Proclaim  them  traitors  that  are  up  with  Cade  ; 

'  That  those,  which  fly  before  the  battle  ends, 
'  May,  even  in  their  wives'  and  children's  sight, 

*  Be  hang'd  up  for  example  at  their  doors : — 

*  And  you,  that  be  the  king's  friends,  follow  me. 

[Exewit  the  Two  Staffobds,  a'nd  Forces, 

*  Cade,  And  you,  that  love  the  commons,  follow  ma — 

*  Now  show  yourselves  men,  'tis  for  liberty. 

*  We  will  not  leave  one  lord,  one  gentleman : 

*  Spare  none,  but  such  as  go  in  clouted  shoon ; 

*  For  they  are  thrifty  honest  men,  and  such 

*  As  would  (but  that  they  dare  not,)  take  our  parts. 

*  Dick.  They  are  all  in  order,  and  march  toward  us. 

*  Cade.  But  then  are  we  in  order,  when  we  are  most 

*  out  of  order.     Come,  march  forward.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Another  Part  of  Blackheath. 

Alarums.     The  two  Parties  enter ^  and  fight y  and  both 
the  Staffords  are  slain. 

'  Cade.  Where's  Dick,  the  butcher  of  Ashford  ? 
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*  Dick.  Here,  sir. 

'  Cade.  They  fell  before  thee  like  sheep  and  oxen, 
'  and  thou  behavedst  thyself  as  if  thou  hadst  been  in 

*  thine  own  slaughter-house :  therefore  thus  will  I  re- 
^  ward  thee, — ^The  Lent  shall  be  as  long  again  as  it  is  ; 
'  and  thou  shalt  have  a  license  to  kill  for  a  hundred 

*  lacking  one  "l^. 

'  Dick  I  desire  no  more. 

*  Cade.  And,  to  speak  truth,  thou  deservest  no  less. 

*  This  monument  of  the  victory  will  I  bear ;  and  the 

*  bodies  shall  be  dragged  at  my  horse'  heels,  till  I  do 
♦come  to  London,  where  we  will  have-  the  mayor's 

*  sword  borne  before  us. 

*  Dick.  If  we  mean  to  thrive  and  do  good,  break 

*  open  the  gaols,  and  let  out  the  prisoners. 

*  Cade.  Fear  not  that,  I  warrant  thee.     Come,  let's 

*  march  towards  London.  [Exevmt. 

SCENE  IV 
London.     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  Henrt,  reading  a  Sv^icoMon  ;  the  Duke 
of  BucKiNOHAM,  amd  Lord  Sat  with  him :  at  a  dis- 
tance, Queen  Margaret,  mumming  over  Suffolk's 
Head 

*  Q.  Mar.  Oft  have  I  heard — ^that  grief  softens  the 

mind, 

*  And  makes  it  fearftd  and  degenerate ; 

*  Think  therefore  on  revenge,  and  cease  to  weep. 

*  But  who  can  cease  to  weep,  and  look  on  this  ? 

*  Here  may  his  head  lie  on  my  throbbing  breast : 

*  But  where's  the  body  that  I  should  embrace  ? 

*  Biick.  What  answer  makes  your  grace  to  the  rebels' 

*  supplication? 

lacking  one,  a  week." — Ma  lone. 
Ff  2 
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*  K.  Hen.  I'll  send  some  holy  bishop  to  entreat : 

*  For  God  forbid,  so  many  simple  souls 

*  Shoidd  perish  by  the  sword !     And  I  myself, 

*  Rather  than  bloody  war  shall  cut  them  short, 

*  Will  parley  with  Jack  Cade  their  general. — 

*  But  stay.  111  read  it  over  once  again. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Ah,   barbarous  villains !   hath  this  lovely 

face 

*  Rul'd,  like  a  wandering  planet  *,  over  me : 

*  And  could  it  not  enforce  them  to  relent, 

*  That  were  unworthy  to  behold  the  same  ? 

*  K.  Hen.  Lord  Say,  Jack  Cade  hath  sworn  to  have 

thy  head. 

*  Say.  Ay,  but  I  hope  your  highness  shall  have  his. 
K.  Hen.  How  now,  madam  ?    Still 

Lamenting,  and  mourning  for  Suffolk's  death  ? 

I  fear,  my  love,  if  that  I  had  been  dead, 

Tliou  wouldest  not  have  moum'd  so  much  for  me. 

Q.  Mar.  No,  my  love,  I  should  not  mourn,  but  die 
for  thee. 


Enter  a  Messenger. 

•  K.  Hen.  How  now !  what  news  ?  why  com'st  thou 

in  such  haste  ? 

*  Mess.  The  rebels  are  in  Southwark  ;  Fly,  my  lord  ! 

*  Jack  Cade  proclaims  himself  lord  Mortimer, 

*  Descended  from  the  duke  of  Clarence'  house  ; 

*  And  calls  your  grace  usurper,  openly, 

'  And  vows  to  crown  himself  in  Westminster. 

'  His  army  is  a  ragged  multitude 

'  Of  hinds  and  peasants,  rude  and  merciless : 

*  Sir  Humphrey  Stafford  and  his  brother's  death 

*  Hath  given  them  heart  and  courage  to  proceed  ; 


*  RuTd,  like  a  wandering  planet^]  Predominated  irresistibly  oyer 
my  passions,  as  the  planets  over  the  lives  of  those  that  are  bom 
under  their  influence. 
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*  All  scholars,  lawyers,  courtiers,  gentlemen, 

*  They  call — fidse  caterpillars,  and  intend  their  death. 

*  K.  Hen,  0  graceless  men !   they  know  not  what 

they  do. 
'  BiLck,  My  gracious  lord,  retire  to  Kenelworth, 

*  Until  a  power  be  rais'd  to  put  them  down. 

*  Q,  Mar.  Ah !  were  the  duke  of  Suffolk  now  alive, 

*  These  Kentish  rebels  would  be  soon  appeas'd. 

*  K.  Hen,  Lord  Say,  the  traitors  hate  thee, 

*  Therefore  away  with  us  to  Kenelworth. 

'  Say,  So  might  your  grace's  person  be  in  danger ; 
'  The  sight  of  me  is  odious  in  their  eyes ; 

*  And  therefore  in  this  city  will  I  stay, 
'  And  live  alone  as  secret  as  I  may. 

Enter  amother  Messenger. 

*  2  Mess.  Jack  Cade  hath  gotten  London-bridge ;  the 

citizens 

*  Fly  and  forsake  their  houses : 

*  The  rascal  people,  thirsting  after  prey, 

*  Join  with  the  traitor ;  and  they  jointly  swear, 

*  To  spoil  the  city,  and  your  royal  court. 

*  Buck,  Then  linger  not,  my  lord ;  away,  take  horse. 

*  K.  Hen,  Come,    Margaret ;    God,    our    hope,    will 

succour  us. 

*  Q,  Mar,  Mj  hope  is  gone,  now  Suffolk  is  deceased. 

*  K.  Hen.  Farewell,  my  lord ;  [to  Lord  Say.]  trust 

not  the  Kentish  rebels. 

*  Btick,  Trust  no  body,  for  fear  you  be  betray'd. 

*  Say,  The  trust  I  have  is  in  mine  innocence, 

'  And  therefore  am  I  bold  and  resolute.  [Exetmt. 
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SCENE  V. 
The  same.     The  Tower. 

Enter  Lord  Scalbs,  and  Oihers,  on  the  Walls,     Then 
enter  certain  Citizens,  below. 

Scales.  How  now  ?  is  Jack  Cade  slain  ? 

1  Cit  No,  my  lord,  nor  likely  to  be  slain ;  for  they 
have  won  the  bridge,  killing  all  those  that  withstand 
them :  The  lord  mayor  craves  aid  of  your  honour  from 
the  Tower,  to  defend  the  city  fix)m  the  rebels. 

Scales.  Such  aid  as  I  can  spare,  you  shall  command ; 
But  I  am  troubled  here  with  them  myself, 
The  rebels  have  assay 'd  to  win  the  Tower. 
But  get  you  to  Smithfield,  and  gather  head. 
And  thither  I  will  send  you  Matthew  Gough : 
Fight  for  your  king,  your  country,  and  your  lives ; 
And  so  farewell,  for  I  must  hence  again.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 
The  same.    Cannon-street. 

Enter  Jack  Cadb,  and  his  Followers.    He  strikes  his 
Staff  on  London  Stone. 

Cade.  Now  is  Mortimer  lord  of  this  city.  And  here, 
sitting  upon  London-stone,  I  charge  and  command,  that, 
of  the  city's  cost,  the  pissing-conduit  run  nothing  but 
filftret  wine  this  first  year  of  our  reign.     And  now, 

iceforward,  it  shall  be  treason  for  any  that  calls  me 

er  than — ^lord  Mortimer. 

Enter  a  Soldier,  rwnning. 

lold.  Jack  Cade !  Jack  Cade ! 

lade.  Knock  him  down  there.  [They  kiU  him. 
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*  Smith.  If  this  fellow  be  wise,  he'll  never  call  you 

*  Jack  Cade  more ;  I  think,  he  hath  a  very  fair  warning. 
Dick.  My  lord,  there's  an  army  gathered  together  in 

Smithfield. 

Cade.  Come  then,  let's  go  fight  with  them :  But,  first 
go  and  set  London-bridge  on  fire ;  and,  if  you  can,  bum 
down  the  Tower  too.     Come,  let's  away.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  VII. 
The  Same.    Smithfield. 

Alarumi.  Enters  on  one  side.  Cade  amd  his  Company ; 
on  the  other,  Citizens,  arid  the  King's  ForceSy  headed 
by  Matthew  GtouoH.  They  fight;  the  Citizens  are 
routed,  and  Matthew  Gouqh  is  slain. 

Cade.  So,  sirs: — Now  go  some  and  pull  down  the 
Savoy ;  others  to  the  inns  of  court ;  down  with  them  all. 

Dick.  I  have  a  suit  unto  your  lordship. 

Cade.  Be  it  a  lordship,  thou  shalt  have  it  for  that 
word. 

'  Dick.  Only,  that  the  laws  of  England  may  come 
'  out  of  your  mouth. 

'  Johv^  Mass,  'twill  be  sore  law  then ;  for  he  was 

*  thrust  in  the  mouth  with  a  spear,  and  'tis  not  whole 

*  yet.  [Aside. 

'  Smith.  Nay,  John,  it  will  be  stinking  law ;  for  his 
'  breath  stinks  with  eating  toasted  cheese.  [Aside. 

'  Cade.  I  have  thought  upon  it,  it  shall  be  so.  Away, 
'  bum  all  the  records  of  the  realm ;  my  mouth  shall  be 
'  the  parliament  of  England. 

*  John.  Then  we  are  like  to  have  biting  statutes,  im- 

*  less  his  teeth  be  pulled  out.  [Aside. 

*  Cade.  And   henceforward   all   things  shall  be  in 

*  common. 
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Enter  a  Messenger. 

*  Mess.  My  lord,  a  prize,  a  prize!  here's  the  lord 
'  Say,  which  sold  the  towns  in  France ;  *  he  that  made 

*  us  pay  one  and  twenty  fifteens',  and  one  shiDing  to 

*  the  pound,  the  last  subsidy. 

Enter  Geobqs  Bevis,  with  the  Lord  Say. 

*  Cade.  Well,  he  shall  be  beheaded  for  it  ten  times, 

*  — ^Ah,  thou  say,   thou  serge',   nay,   thou   buckram 

*  lord !  now  art  thou  within  point-blank  of  our  jurisdic- 
'  tion  regal     What  canst  thou  answer  to  my  majesty, 

*  for  giving  up  of  Normandy  unto  monsieur  Basimecu, 

*  the  dauphin  of  France  ?    Be  it  known  unto  thee,  by 

*  these  presence,  even  the  presence  of  lord  Mortimer^ 
*■  that  I  am  the  besom  that  must  sweep  the  court  clean 
'  of  such  filth  as  thou  art.    Thou  hast  most  traitor- 

*  ously  corrupted  the  youth  of  the  realm,  in  erecting  a 

*  grammar-school :  and  whereas,  before,  our  fore-fathers 

*  had  no  other  books  but  the  score  and  the  tally,  thou 
'  hast  caused  printing  to  be  used*;  and,  contrary  to 
'  the  king,  his  crown  and  dignity,  thou  hast  built  a 

*  paper-milL  It  will  be  proved  to  thy  fece,  that  thou 
'  hast  men  about  thee,  that  usually  talk  of  a  noun,  and 
'  a  verb ;  and  such  abominable  words,  as  no  Christian 
'  ear  can  endure  to  hear.     Thou  hast  appointed  justices 

*  of  peace,  to  call  poor  men  before  them  about  matters 

hey  were  not  able  to  answer.     Moreover,  thou  hast 
>ut  them  in  prison ;  and  because  they  could  not  read, 

one  and  twenty  fifteens,]     A  fifteen  was  the  fifteenth  part 

all  the  moveables  or  personal  property  of  each  subject. 

thou  say,  thou  serge,]     Say  was  the  old  word  for  silk;  on 

)  depends  the  series  of  degradation,  from  tay  to  serge^  fi'om  tergc 
}mckram. 

'  printing  to  he  used;]     Shakspeare  b  a  little  too  early  with 

i  accusation. 
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'  thou  hast  hanged  them  * ;  when,  indeed,  only  for  that 
'  cause  they  have  been  most  worthy  to  live.  Thou 
'  dost  ride  on  a  foot-cloth  *,  dost  thou  not  ? 

Say.  What  of  that? 

Cade.  Marry,  thou  oughtest  not  to  let  thy  horse  wear 
a  cloak ',  when  honester  men  than  thou  go  in  their  hose 
and  doublets. 

*  Dick.  And  work  in  their  shirt  too ;  as  myself,  for 

*  example,  that  am  a  butcher. 
Say.  You  men  of  Kent, — 
Dick.  What  say  you  of  Kent  ? 

*  Say.  Nothing  but  this :  Tis  bona  terra  mala  gens. 

'  Cade.  Away  with  him,  away  with  him !  he  speaks 

*  Latin. 

*  Say.  Hear  me  but  speak,  and  bear  me  where  you 

will. 

*  Kent,  in  the  commentaries  Csesar  writ, 

*  Is  term'd  the  civil'st  place  of  all  this  isle : 

*  Sweet  is  the  country,  because  full  of  riches ; 

*  The  people  liberal,  valiant,  active,  wealthy ; 

*  Which  makes  me  hope  you  are  not  void  of  pity. 

*  I  sold  not  Maine,  I  lost  not  Normandy : 

*  Yet,  to  recover  them,  would  lose  my  life. 

*  Justice  with  favour  have  I  always  done  ; 

*  Prayers  and  tears  have  mov'd  me,  gifts  could  never. 

*  When  have  I  aught  exacted  at  your  hands, 

*  Kent  to  maintain,  the  king,  the  realm,  and  you  ? 


* because  they  could  not  read,  thou  hast  hanged  them  ;]     That 

18,  they  were  haoged  because  they  could  not  claim  the  benefit  of 
clergy. 

1  Thou  doit  ride  on  a  foot-cloth,]  A  fiot-doth  was  a  kind  of 
housing,  which  covered  the  body  of  the  horse,  and  almost  reached 
the  ground.  It  was  sometimes  made  of  velvet,  and  bordered  with 
g^ld  lace. 

*  -^—  to  iet  thy  horse  wear  a  cioak,]  This  is  a  reproach  truly 
cbaracteristical.  Nothing  gives  so  much  offence  to  the  lower  ranks 
of  mankind,  as  the  sight  of  superfluities  merely  ostentatious. 
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♦  Large  gifts  have  I  beetow'd  on  learned  clerks, 

♦  Because  my  book  preferred  me  to  the  king ; 

♦  And — seeing  ignorance  is  the  curse  of  God, 

♦  Knowledge  the  wing  wherewith  we  fly  to  heaven, — 

♦  Unless  you  be  possessed  with  devilish  spirits, 

♦  You  cannot  but  forbear  to  murder  me. 

♦  This  tongue  hath  parleyed  unto  foreign  kings 

♦  For  your  behoof, — 

*  Cade.  Tut!  when  struck'st  thou  one  blow  in  the 
♦field? 

*  Say,  Great  men  have  reaching  hands :  oft  have  I 

struck 

♦  Those  that  I  never  saw,  and  struck  them  dead. 

*  Oeo,  0  monstrous  coward !  what  to  come  behind 

folks? 

*  Say.  These  cheeks  are  pale  for  watching  *  for  your 

good. 

*  Cade,  Give  him  a  box  o'the  ear,  and  that  will  make 

♦  'em  red  again. 

*  Say,  Long  sitting  to  determine  poor  men's  causes 
Hath  made  me  full  of  sickness  and  diseases. 

*  Cade,  Ye  shall  have  a  hempen  caudle  then,  and  the 

♦  pap  of  a  hatchet  f . 

'  Dick,  Why  dost  thou  quiver,  man  ? 

*  Say,  The  palsy,  and  not  fear,  provoketh  me. 
Cade,  Nay,  he  nods  at  us;   as  who  should  say, 

Q  be  even  with  you.  I'll  see  if  his  head  will  stand 
eadier  on  a  pole,  or  no :  Take  him  away,  and  be- 
3ad  him. 

Say,  Tell  me  wherein  I  have  offended  most  ? 
!ave  I  affected  wealth,  or  honour  ?  speak, 
re  my  chests  fiU'd  up  with  extorted  gold  ? 
\  my  apparel  sumptuous  to  behold  ? 
'hom  have  I  injur'd,  that  ye  seek  my  death  ? 


for  watching  — ]   That  is,  in  consequence  of  ^'Etching. 

—  "the  help  of  a  hatchet." — Malone. 
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*  These  hands  are  free  from  guiltless  blood-shedding  *, 

*  This  breast  fix>m  harbouring  foul  deceitfril  thoughts. 
'  0,  let  me  live ! 

*  Cade,  I  feel  remorse  in  myself  with  his  words :  but 

*  111  bridle  it ;  he  shall  die,  an  it  be  but  for  pleading 

*  so  well  for  his  life  *.  Away  with  him !  he  has  a  isir 
♦miliar  imder  his  tongue';    he  speaks  not  o'God's 

*  nama  *  Go,  take  him  away,  I  say,  and  strike  off  his 
'  head  presently :  and  then  break  into  his  son-in-law's 
'  house,  sir  James  Cromer',  and  strike  off  his  head, 
'  and  bring  them  both  upon  two  poles  hither. 

AH  It  shall  be  done. 

*  Say,  Ah,   countrymen!    if  when  you  make  your 

prayers, 

*  God  should  be  so  obdurate  as  yourselves, 

*  How  would  it  fore  with  your  departed  souls  ? 

*  And  therefore  yet  relent,  and  save  my  life. 

*  Cade.  AwQ,j  with  him,  and  do  as  I  command  ye. 

[Exev/nt  some,  with  Lord  Say. 

*  The  proudest  peer  in  the  realm  shall  not  wear  a  head 

*  on  his  shoulders,  imless  he  pay  me  tribute;   there 

*  shall  not  a  maid  be  married,  but  she  shall  pay  to  me 

^  Theie  hands  are  free  from  gtdUleu  blood-shedding,]  GuUtlets  b  not 
an  epithet  to  blood^iheddkng^  but  to  bhod.  These  hands  are  free  from 
shedding  guUUeu,  or  innocent  blood. 

*  he  shall  die,  an  U  be  but  for  pleading  so  well  for  his  Ufe.] 

This  sentiment  is  not  merely  designed  as  an  expression  of  ferocious 
triumph,  but  to  mark  the  eternal  enmity  which  the  vulgar  bear  to 
those  of  more  liberal  education  and  superior  rank.  The  vulgar 
are  always  ready  £o  depreciate  the  talents  which  they  behold  with 
envy,  and  insult  the  eminence  which  they  despair  to  reach. 

Steevens. 

*  a  familiar  under  his  tongue;]     A  famiUar  is  a  daemon 

who  was  supposed  to  attend  at  call. 

J  sir    James    Cromer,]      It   was   William   Crowmer,  sheriff 

of  Kent,  whom  Cade  put  to  death.  Lord  Say  and  he  had  been 
previously  sent  to  the  Tower,  and  both,  or  at  least  the  former, 
convicted  of  treason,  at  Cade's  mock  commission  of  oyer  and  ter- 
miner at  Guildhall. 
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*  her  maidenhead  ere  they  have  it :  Men  shall  hold  of 

*  me  in  capUe;   and  we  charge   and   command,   that 

*  their  wives  be  as  free  as  heart  can  wish,*  or  tongue 

*  can  telL 

'  Dick.  My  lord,  when  shall  we  go  to  Clieapside,  and 

*  take  up  commodities  upon  our  bills  *  ? 

*  Cade,  Marry,  presently. 

*  AU.  0  brave ! 

Re-enter  Rebels,  anth  the  heads  of  Lord  Sat  and  his 
Son-in-law. 

'  Cade.  But  is  not  this  braver  ? — Let  them  kiss  one 

*  another,  for  they  loved  well,  when  they  were  alive. 

*  Now  part  them  again,  lest  they  consult  about  the 

*  giving  up  of  some  more  towns  in  France.     Soldiers, 

*  defer  the  spoil  of  the  city  until  night :  for  with  these 
'  borne  before  us,  instead  of  maces,  will  we  ride  through 

*  the  streets ;  and,  at  every  comer,  have  them  kiss. — 
'  Away!  [Exeu^ 

SCENE  VIIL 
Southwark. 

Alaru/m.    Enter  Cade,  and  all  his  RabblemenL 

*  Cade.  Up  Fish-street !  down  Saint  Magnus'  comer ! 

*  Kill  and  knock  down !  throw  them  into  Thames ! — 

[A  Parley  sounded,  then  a  Retreat. 

*  What  noise  is  this  I  hear?    Dare  any  be  so  bold  to 

*  Sound  retreat  or  parley,  when  I  command  them  kill  ? 

Enter  Buckingham,  and  Old  Clifford,  with  Forces. 

'  Buck.  Ay,  here  they  be  that  dare  and  will  disturb 
thee: 

» take  up  commodities  upon  our  bilb  ?]     Perhaps  this  b  an 

uivoque,  alluding  to  the  brown  bUU,  or  halberds,  with  which 
s  commons  were  anciently  armed. 
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'  Know,  Cade,  we  come  ambassadors  from  the  king 
'  Unto  the  commons,  whom  thou  hast  misled  ; 
'  And  here  pronounce  free  pardon  to  them  all, 
'  That  will  forsake  thee,  and  go  home  in  peace. 

'  Clif.  What  say  ye,  countrymen  ?  will  ye  relent, 
'  And  yield  to  mercy,  whilst  'tis  offer'd  you ; 
'  Or  let  a  rabble  lead  you  to  your  deaths  ? 

*  Who  loves  the  king,  and  will  embrace  his  pardon, 
'  Fling  up  his  cap,  and  say — God  save  his  majesty ! 

*  Who  hateth  him,  and  honours  not  his  father, 

*  Henry  the  fifth,  that  made  all  France  to  quake, 
'  Shake  he  his  weapon  at  us,  and  pass  by. 

'  AU,  God  save  the  king !  God  save  the  king  ! 

'  Cade.  What,  Buckingham,  and  Clifford,  are  ye  so 

*  brave  ? — And  you,  base  peasants,  do  ye  believe  him  ? 
'  will  you  needs  be  hanged  with  your  pardons  about 
'  your  necks  ?  Hath  my  sword  therefore  broke  through 
'  London  Grates,  that  you  should  leave  me  at  the  White 

*  Hart  in  South wark  ?  I  thought,  ye  would  never  have 
'  given  out  these  arms,  till  you  had  recovered  your 

*  ancient    freedom:    but  you  are  all    recreants,   and 

*  dastards ;  and  delight  to  live  in  slavery  to  the  nobility. 
'  Let  them  break  your  backs  with  burdens,  take  your 

*  houses  over  your  heads,  ravish  your  wives  and  daugh- 

*  ters  before  your  faces:  For  me, — I  will  make  shift 
'  for  one ;  and  so — God's  curse  light  upon  you  all ! 

*  All.  Well  follow  Cade,  we'll  follow  Cade. 
'  Clif.  Is  Cade  the  son  of  Henry  the  fifth, 

*  That  thus  you  do  exclaim — ^you'll  go  with  him  ? 

*  Will  he  conduct  you  through  the  heart  of  France, 
'  And  make  the  meanest  of  you  earls  and  dukes  ? 

'  Alas,  he  hath  no  home,  no  place  to  fly  to  ; 

*  Nor  knows  he  how  to  live  but  by  the  spoil, 
'  Unless  by  robbing  of  your  friends,  and  us. 

*  Were't  not  a  shame,  that  whilst  you  live  at  jar, 
'  The  fearftil  French,  whom  you  late  vanquished, 

'  Should  make  a  start  o'er  seas,  and  vanquish  you  ? 
'  Methinks,  already,  in  this  civil  broil. 
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'  I  see  them  lording  it  in  London  streeta 

*  dying — ViUageoia  !  unto  all  they  meet 

'  Better,  ten  thousand  base-bom  Cades  miscarry, 
'  Than  you  should  stoop  unto  a  Frenchman's  mercy. 

*  To  France,  to  France,  and  get  what  you  have  lost ; 
'  Spare  England,  for  it  is  your  native  coast : 

'  Henry  hath  money,  you  are  strong  and  manly  ; 

*  God  on  our  side,  doubt  not  of  victory. 

'  AJl  A  CUfford!  a  Clifford!  well  follow  the  king, 
'  and  Clifford. 

'  Cade,  Was  ever  feather  so  lightly  blown  to  and  fro, 
'  as  this  multitude  ?  the  name  of  Henry  the  fifth  hales 
'  them  to  an  hundred  mischiefe,  and  makes  them  leave 
'  me  desolate.     I  see  them  lay  their  heads  together,  to 

*  surprize  me :  my  sword  make  way  for  me,  for  here  is 

*  no  staying. — In  despight  of  the  devils  and  hell,  have 

*  through  the  very  midst  of  you!    and  heavens  and 

*  honour  be  witness,  that  no  want  of  resolution  in  me, 

*  but  only  my  followers'  base  and  ignominious  treasons, 

*  makes  me  betake  me  to  my  heels.  [Exit 

*  Buck,  What,  is  he  fled  ?  go  some,  and  follow  him ; 
'  And  he  that  brings  his  head  unto  the  king, 
'  Shall  have  a  thousand  crowns  for  his  reward. — 

[Exewnt  some  ofikem, 
'  Follow  me,  soldiers ;  we'll  devise  a  mean 
'  To  reconcile  you  all  unto  the  king.  [Exewnt. 


SCENE  IX. 
Kenelworth  Castle. 

Enter  King  Henrt,  Queen  Margaret,  and  Somerset, 
on  the  Terrace  of  the  CasUe. 

•  K,  Hen.  Was  ever  king,  that  joy 'd  an  earthly  throne, 

*  And  could  command  no  more  content  than  I  ? 

*  No  sooner  was  I  crept  out  of  my  cradle. 
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*  But  I  was  made  a  king,  at  nine  months  old : 

*  Was  never  subject  long'd  to  be  a  king, 

*  As  I  do  long  and  wish  to  be  a  subject. 

Enter  Buckingham  and  Clippoed. 

*  Bv4ik.  Health,  and  glad  tidings,  to  your  majesty ! 

*  K.  Hen.  Why,   Buckingham,   is  the  traitor  Cade 

surpriz'd  ? 

*  Or  is  he  but  retir'd  to  make  him  strong  ? 

Enter y  beloWy  a  great  number  of  Cade's  FoUowerSy  with 
Halters  about  their  Necks. 

'  Clif,  He's  fled,  my  lord,  and  all  his  powers  do  yield  ; 

*  And  humbly  thus,  with  halters  on  their  necks, 
'  Expect  your  highness'  doom,  of  life  or  death. 

'  K.  Hen.  Then,  heaven  set  ope  thy  everlasting  gates, 

*  To  entertain  my  vows  of  thanks  and  praise ! — 

'  Soldiers,  this  day  have  you  redeem'd  your  lives, 
'  And  show'd  how  well  you  love   your    prince    and 
country ; 

*  Continue  still  in  this  so  good  a  mind, 

*  And  Henry,  though  he  be  infortunate, 

*  Assure  yourselves,  will  never  be  unkind : 

'  And  so,  with  thanks,  and  pardon  to  you  all, 
'  I  do  dismiss  you  to  your  several  countries. 
All.  God  save  the  king !  God  save  the  king ! 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

*  Mess.  Please  it  your  grace  to  be  advertised, 

*  The  duke  of  York  is  newly  come  from  Ireland : 

*  And  with  a  puissant  and  a  mighty  power, 

*  Of  gallowglasses,  and  stout  kernes*, 

*  Is  marching  hitherward  in  proud  array ; 

*■  Of  g9\\owg\B83e8,  and  stout  Vemcs,]   These  were  two  orders  of 
foot-soldiers  among  the  Irish. 
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*  And  still  proclaimeth,  as  he  comes  along, 

•  His  arms  are  only  to  remove  from  thee 

*  The  duke  of  Somerset,  whom  he  terms  a  traitor. 

*  K.  Hen,  Thus  stands  my  state,  'twixt   Cade  and 

York  distressed ; 

*  Like  to  a  ship,  that,  having  'scap'd  a  tempest, 

*  Is  straightway  calmed -f-  and  boarded  with  a  pirate : 

•  But  now  is  Cade  driven  back,  his  men  disperia'd ; 

•  And  now  is  York  in  arms  to  second  him. — 

*  I  pray  thee,  Buckingham,  go  forth  and  meet  him : 

*  And  ask  him,  what's  the  reason  of  these  arms. 

•  Tell  him,  ni  send  duke  Edmund  to  the  Tower ; — 

•  And,  Somerset,  we  will  commit  thee  thither, 

•  Until  his  army  be  dismissed  from  him. 

*  SonL  My  lord, 

*  111  yield  myself  to  prison  willingly, 

♦  Or  unto  death,  to  do  my  country  good. 

*  K,  Hen,  In  any  case,  be  not  too  rough  in  terms  ; 

♦  For  he  is  fierce,  and  cannot  brook  hard  language. 

*  Buck,  I  will,  my  lord ;  and  doubt  not  so  to  deal, 

♦  As  all  things  shall  redound  unto  your  good. 

*  K,  Hen,  Come,  wife,  let's  in,  and  learn  to  govern 

better; 

♦  For  yet  may  England  curse  my  wretched  reign. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE  X. 
Kent^     Iden's  Garden\ 

Enter  Cadb. 

*  Cade.  Fye  on  ambition!  fye  on  myself;  that  have 

*  a  sword,  and  yet  am  ready  to  famish !  These  five  days 

♦  have  I  hid  me  in  these  woods ;   and  durst  not  peep 

•f  —  "  calm  " — Malone. 

*  Kent.     Iden's  Garden.]     This  Iden  was  the  new  sheriff  of  Kent, 
who  had  foUowod  Cade  from  Rochester. 
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*  out,  for  all  the  country  is  lay'd  for  me ;  but  now  I  am 

*  so  hungry,  that  if  I  might  have  a  lease  of  my  life  for 

*  a  thousand  years,  I  could  stay  no  longer.    Wherefore, 

*  on  a  brick-wall  have  I  climbed  into  this  garden ;  to 

*  see  if  I  can  eat  grass,  or  pick  a  sallet  another  while, 

*  which  is  not  amiss  to  cool  a  man^s  stomach  this  hot 

*  weather.     And,  I  think,  this  word  sallet  was  bom  to 

*  do  me  good :  for,  many  a  time,  but  for  a  sallet,  my 

*  brain-pan  *  had  been  cleft  with  a  brown  bill ;  and  many 

*  a  time,  when  I  have  been  dry,  and  bravely  marching, 

*  it  hath  served  me  instead  of  a  quart  pot  to  drink  in  ; 

*  And  now  the  word  sallet  must  serve  to  feed  on. 

Enter  Iden,  tvith  Servants. 

*  Iden,  Lord,  who  would  live  turmoiled  in  the  court, 

*  And  may  enjoy  such  quiet  walks  as  these  ? 
'  This  small  inheritance,  my  father  left  me, 

'  Contenteth  me,  and  is  worth  a  monarchy. 

*  I  seek  not  to  wax  great  by  others'  waning  ; 

'  Or  gather  wealth,  I  care  not  with  what  envy  ; 

'  Sufficeth,  that  I  have  maintains  my  state, 

'  And  sends  the  poor  well  pleased  from  my  gate, 

'  Cade.  Here's  the  lord  of  the  soil  come  to  seize  me 
'  for  a  stray,  for  entering  his  fee-simple  without  leave. 

*  Ah,  villain,  thou  wilt  betray  me,  and  get  a  thousand 

*  crowns  of  the  king  for  carrying  my  head  to  him  ;  but 
'  I'll  make  thee  eat  iron  like  an  ostrich,  and  swallow  my 

*  sword  like  a  great  pin,  ere  thou  and  I  part. 

'  Iden.  Why,  rude  companion,  whatsoe'er  thou  be, 

*  I  know  thee  not ;  Why  then  should  I  betray  thee  ? 

*  Is't  not  enough,  to  break  into  my  garden, 

'  And,  like  a  thief,  to  come  to  rob  my  grounds, 

*  Climbing  my  walls  in  spite  of  me  the  owner, 

*  But  thou  wilt  brave  me  with  these  saucy  terms  ? 

Code.  Brave  thee  ?  ay,  by  the  best  blood  that  ever 

* but  for  a  sallet,  my  brain>pan,  4*^.]      A  quibble  from 

saht,  Fr  ;  as  an  helmet  keeps  the  head  safe. 

VOL.  V.  Q  g 
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was  broached,  and  beard  thee  too.  Look  on  me  well  : 
I  have  eat  no  meat  these  five  days :  yet,  come  thou  and 
thy  five  men,  and  if  I  do  not  leave  you  all  as  dead  as  a 
door  nail,  I  pray  God,  I  may  never  eat  grass  more. 

*  Iden.  Nay,  it  shall  ne'er  be  said,  while  England 

stands. 
That  Alexander  Iden,  an  esquire  of  Kent, 
Took  odds  to  combat  a  poor  £amish'd  man. 
'  Oppose  thy  stedfiEist  gazing  eyes  to  mine, 
'  See  if  thou  canst  out&oe  me  with  thy  looks. 
'  Set  limb  to  limb,  and  thou  art  &r  the  lesser ; 
'  Thy  hand  is  but  a  finger  to  my  fist ; 
'  Thy  leg  a  stick,  compared  with  this  truncheon ; 

*  My  foot  shall  fight  with  all  the  strength  thou  hast ; 

*  And  if  mine  arm  be  heaved  in  the  air, 

'  Thy  grave  is  digg'd  already  in  the  eartL 

*  As  for  more  words  f,  whose  greatness  answers  words, 
'  Let  this  my  sword  report  what  speech  forbears. 

*  Gade,  By  my  valour,  the  most  complete  champion 

*  that  ever  I  heard. — *  Steel,  if  thou  turn  the  edge,  or 
'  cut  not  out  the  burly-boned  clown  in  chines  of  beef  ere 

*  thou  sleep  in  thy  sheath,  I  beseech  God  on  my  knees, 

*  thou  mayest  be  turned  to  hobnails.  [They  fight  Cade 
'  faUs.]  0, 1  am  slain  I  &mine,  and  no  other,  hath  slain 

*  me :  let  ten  thousand  devils  come  against  me,  and  give 
'  me  but  the  ten  meals  I  have  lost,  and  I'd  defy  them 

*  alL     Wither,  garden;  and  be  henceforth  a  burying 

*  place  to  all  that  do  dwell  in  this  house,  because  the 

*  unconquered  soul  of  Cade  is  fled. 

'  Iden.  Is't  Cade  that  I  have  slain,  that  monstrous 
traitor? 

*  Sword,  I  will  hallow  thee  for  this  thy  deed, 

'    \nd  hang  thee  o'er  my  tomb,  when  I  am  dead : 
!f  e'er  shall  this  blood  be  wiped  from  thy  point ; 
3ut  thou  shalt  wear  it  as  a  herald's  coat, 
?o  emblaze  the  honour  that  thy  master  got. 

t  **  As  for  words," — Malonb. 
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*  CadB.  Iden,  &rew6ll ;  and  be  proud  of  thy  victory ; 
'  Tell  Kent  from  me,  she  hath  lost  her  best  man,  and 

*  exhort  all-  the  world  to  be  cowards ;  for  I,  that  never 

*  feared  any,  am  vanquished  by  fGimine,  not  by  valour. 

\B\e8. 

*  Idefo,  How  much  thou  wrong'st  me  *,  heaven,  be  my 

judge. 

*  Die,  damned  wretch,  the  curse  of  her  that  bare  thee ! 

*  And  as  I  thrust  thy  body  in  with  my  sword, 

*  So  wish  I,  I  might  thrust  thy  soul  to  hell  *. 

'  Hence  wiU  I  drag  thee  headlong  by  the  heels 
'  Unto  a  dunghill,  which  shall  be  thy  grave, 

*  And  there  cut  off  thy  most  ungracious  head ; 

*  Which  I  will  bear  in  triumph  to  the  king, 

*  Leaving  thy  trunk  for  crows  to  feed  upon. 

\ExiU,y  drugging  out  the  Body. 

ACT  V. 

SCENE  I.— The  same.    Fields  between  Dartford  and 
Blackheath. 

The  King's  Camp  on  one  side.  On  the  other,  enter  York 
attended,  wiffi  Drum  a/nd  Coiou/rs:  his  Forces  at 
some  distance, 

*  York.  From  Ireland  thus  comes  York,  to  claim 

his  right, 
'  And  pluck  the  crown  from  feeble  Henry's  head : 

'  How  mtfcA  thou  wronfftt  me^  That  is,  in  supposing  that  I  am 
proud  of  my  yictoiy. 

*  So  wish  /,  /  might  thrust  thy  soul  to  hell,  &c.]  Not  to  dwell 
upon  the  wickedness  of  this  horrid  wish,  with  which  Iden  debases 
his  character,  the  whole  speech  is  wild  and  confused.  To  draw 
a  man  by  the  heels,  headlong,  is  somewhat  difficult ;  nor  can  I 
discover  how  the  dunghill  would  be  his  grare,  if  his  trunk  were 
left  to  be  fed  upon  by  crows.  These  I  conceive  not  to  be  the 
fiiults  of  corruption  but  negligence,  and  therefore  do  not  attempt 
correction.    Johnson. 

Gg2 
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'  Ring,  bells,  aloud ;  bum,  bonfires,  clear  and  bright ; 

*  To  entertain  great  England's  lawful  king. 

Ah,  mncta  majestas  !  who  would  not  buy  thee  dear  ? 
'  Let  them  obey,  that  know  not  how  to  rule ; 
'  This  hand  was  made  to  handle  nought  but  gold : 
'  I  cannot  give  due  action  to  my  words, 

*  Except  a  sword,  or  scepter,  balance  it  *. 
'  A  scepter  shall  it  have,  have  I  a  soul ; 

'  On  which  I'll  toss  the  flower-de-luce  of  France. 

Enter  Buckingham. 

*  Whom  have  we  here  ?  Buckingham,  to  disturb  me  ? 
'  The  king  hath  sent  him,  sure  :  I  must  dissemble. 

*  Buck,  York,  if  thou  meanest  well,  I  greet  thee  welL 
'  York.  Humphrey  of   Buckingham,   I   accept    thy 
greeting. 

'  Art  thou  a  messenger,  or  come  of  pleasure  ? 

'  Buck,  A  messenger  £rom  Henry,  our  dread  liege, 

'  To  know  the  reason  of  these  arms  in  peace ; 

*  Or  why,  thou — ^being  a  subject  as  I  am, — 

'  Against  thy  oath  and  true  allegiance  sworn, 

*  Should'st  raise  so  great  a  power  without  his  leave, 

*  Or  dare  to  bring  thy  force  so  near  the  court. 

York,  Scarce  can  I  speak,  my  choler  is  so 

great. 
,  I  could  hew  up  rocks,  and  fight  with  flint, 
am  so  angry  at  these  abject  terms ; 
nd  now,  like  Ajax  Telamonius,  . 

n  sheep  or  oxen  could  I  spend  my  fiiry !         jAsids. 
am  far  better  bom  than  is  the  king  ; 
ore  like  a  king,  more  kingly  in  my  thoughts : 
ut  I  must  make  fair  weather  yet  a  while, 
ill  Henry    be    more    weak,    and    I    more 

strong. — 
Buckingham,  I  pr'ythee,  pardon  me, 
iat  I  have  given  no  answer  all  this  while, 

» balance  ii.]     That  is,  balance  my  hand. 
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'  My  mind  was  troubled  with  deep  melancholy. 
'  The  cause  why  I  have  brought  this  army  hither, 

*  Is — ^to  remove  proud  Somerset  from  the  king, 
'  Seditious  to  his  grace,  and  to  the  state. 

'  Buck,  That  is  too  much  presumption  on  thy  part : 

*  But  if  thy  arms  be  to  no  other  end, 

'  The  king  hath  yielded  unto  thy  demand  ; 
'  The  duke  of  Somerset  is  in  the  Tower. 

York.  Upon  thine  honour,  is  he  prisoner  ? 

Bvck,  Upon  mine  honour,  he  is  prisoner. 

'  York.  Then,  Buckingham,  I  do  dismiss  my  powers. — 

*  Soldiers,  I  thank  you  all ;  disperse  yourselves ; 

*  Meet  me  to-morrow  in  Saint  George's  field, 

*  You  shall  have  pay,  and  every  thing  you  wish. 

*  And  let  my  sovereign,  virtuous  Henry, 

*  Command  my  eldest  son, — nay,  all  my  sons, 

*  As  pledges  of  my  fealty  and  love, 

*  m  send  them  all  as  willing  as  I  live ; 

*  Lands,  goods,  horse,  armour,  any  thing  I  have 

*  Is  his  to  use,  so  Somerset  may  die. 

'  Buck,  York,  I  commend  this  kind  submission  : 
'  We  twain  wiD  go  into  his  highness'  tent. 

Enter  King  Henrt,  attended, 

'  K,  Hen.  Buckingham,  doth  York  intend  no  harm 
to  us, 
'  That  thus  he  marcheth  with  thee  arm  in  arm  ? 

•  York,  In  all  submission  and  humility, 

*  York  doth  present  himself  unto  your  highness. 

•  K,  Hen,  Then  what  intend  these  forces  thou  dost 

bring? 

•  York,  To  heave  the  traitor  Somerset  from  hence ; 
'  And  fight  against  that  monstrous  rebel,  Cade, 

'  Who  since  I  heard  to  be  discomifited. 
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Enter  Iden,  with  Cade's  Head, 

*  Iden,  If  one  so  rode,  and  of  so  mean  condition, 
'  Haj  pass  into  the  presence  of  a  king, 

'  Lo,  I  present  your  grace  a  traitor's  head, 
'  The  head  of  Cade,  whom  I  in  combat  slew. 

'  K.  Hen.  The  head  of  Cade  ?— Great  Gk)d,  how  just 
art  thou ! — 
'  0,  let  me  view  his  visage  being  dead, 
'  That  living  wrought  me  such  exceeding  trouble. 
'  Tell  me,  my  friend,  art  thou  the  man  that  slew  him  ? 

'  Iden,  I  was,  an't  like  your  majesty. 

*  K,  Hen.  How  art  thou  call'd  ?    and  what  is  thy 

degree? 

*  Iden.  Alexander  Iden,  that's  my  name ; 

'  A  poor  esquire  of  Kent,  that  loves  his  king. 

*  Buck.  So  please  it  you,  my  lord,  'twere  not  amiss 

*  He  were  created  knight  for  his  good  service. 

'  K.  Hen.  Iden,  kneel  down ;  [he  kneds.]  Rise  up  a 
knight 
'  We  give  thee  for  reward  a  thousand  marks  ; 

*  And  will,  that  thou  henceforth  attend  on  us. 

*  Iden.  May  Iden  live  to  merit  such  a  bounty, 
'  And  never  Uve  but  true  imto  his  liege  i 

'  K.  Hen.  See,  Buckingham !   Somerset  comes  with 
the  queen ; 

*  Go,  bid  her  hide  him  quickly  fix)m  the  duke. 

Enter  Queen  Margaret  wnd  Somerset. 

'  Q.  Mar.  For  thousand  Yorks  he  shall  not  hide  his 
head, 
'  But  boldly  stand,  and  front  him  to  his  &ce. 

*  York.  How  now !  Is  Somerset  at  liberty  ? 

'  Then,  York,  unloose  thy  long-imprison'd  thoughts^ 

*  And  let  thy  tongue  be  equal  with  thy  heart 
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*  Shall  I  endure  the  sight  of  Somerset  ? — 

'  False  king !  why  hast  thou  broken  f^ith  with  me, 
'  Knowing  how  hardly  I  can  brook  abuse  ? 
'  King  did  I  call  thee  ?  no,  thou  art  not  king ; 
'  Not  fit  to  govern  and  rule  multitudes, 

*  Which  dar'st  not,  no,  nor  canst  not  rule  a  traitor. 

*  That  head  of  thine  doth  not  become  a  crown ; 
'  Thy  hand  is  made  to  grasp  a  palmer's  stafi^, 

*  And  not  to  grace  an  awful  princely  scepter. 

'  That  gold  must  round  engirt  these  brows  of  mine ; 

*  Whose  smile  and  frown,  like  to  Achilles'  spear, 
'  Is  able  with  the  change  to  kill  and  cure. 

'  Here  is  a  hand  to  hold  a  scepter  up, 

'  And  with  the  same  to  act  controlling  laws. 

*  Give  place  ;  by  heaven,  thou  shalt  rule  no  more 

*  O'er  him,  whom  heaven  created  for  thy  ruler. 

*  Som^  0  monstrous  traitor ! — I  arrest  thee,  York, 
'  Of  capital  treason  'gainst  the  king  and  crown  : 

*  Obey,  audacious  traitor ;  kneel  for  grace. 

*  York.  Would'st  have  me  kneel  ?  first  let  me  ask  of 

these, 

*  If  they  can  brook  I  bow  a  knee  to  man. — 

*  Sirrah,  call  in  my  sons  to  be  my  bail ; 

[Easit  an  Attendant 

*  I  know,  ere  they  will  have  me  go  to  ward, 

*  TheyTl  pawn  their  swords  for  my  enfranchisement. 

'  Q.  Mar.  Call  hither  Clifford  ;  bid  him  come  amain, 

[Ecdt  BnGKINQHAM 

*  To  say,  if  that  the  bastard  boys  of  York 

*  Shall  be  the  surety  for  their  traitor  father. 

*  York.  0  blood-bespotted  Neapolitan, 

*  Outcast  of  Naples,  England's  bloody  scourge ! 
'  The  sons  of  York,  thy  betters  in  their  birth, 

'  Shall  be  their  father's  bail ;  and  bane  to  those 

*  That  for  my  surety  will  reftise  the  boys. 
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Enter  Edwahd  and  Richard  Plaktaqenbt,  with  Forces, 
at  one  side;  at  the  other,  with  Forces  aiso,  old  Clif- 
ford and  his  Son. 

*  See,  where  they  come ;   I'll  warrant  they'll  make  it 

good. 

*  Q.  Mar.  And  here  comes  Clifford,  to  deny  their 

bail. 
'  Chf.  Health  and  all  happiness  to  my  lord  the  king ! 

[Kneels. 

*  York  I  thank  thee,  Clifford :  Say,  what  news  with 

thee? 

*  Nay,  do  not  fright  us  with  an  angry  look  : 

*  We  are  thy  sovereign,  Clifford,  kneel  again  ; 

*  For  thy  mistaking  so,  we  pardon  thee. 

*  Clif.  This  is  my  king,  York,  I  do  not  mistake ; 
<  But  thou  mistak'st  me  much,  to  think  I  do : — 

'  To  Bedlam  with  him !  is  the  man  grown  mad  ? 

*  K,  Hen.    Ay,  Clifford ;    a  bedlam  and   ambitious 

humour 
'  Makes  him  oppose  himself  against  his  king. 

*  Clif,  He  is  a  traitor  ;  let  him  to  the  Tower, 
'  And  chop  away  that  &ctious  pate  of  his. 

Q.  Mar,  He  is  arrested,  but  will  not  obey ; 
'  His  sons,  he  says,  shall  give  their  words  for  him. 

*  York.  Will  you  not,  sons  ? 

Edw.  Ay,  noble  father,  if  our  words  will  serve. 

*  Rich.  And   if  words   will   not,  then   our  weapons 

shall. 

*  Clif.  Why,    what    a    brood   of   traitors    have    we 

here ! 

*  York.  Look  in  a  glass,  and  call  thy  image  so  ; 

*  I  am  thy  king,  and  thou  a  false-heart  traitor. — 

*  Call  hither  to  the  stake  my  two  brave  bears, 

*  That,  with  the  very  shaking  of  their  chains. 
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*  They  may  astonish  these  fell  lurking  curs ; 

*  Bid  Salisbury,  and  Warwick,  come*  to  me. 

Drums.    Enter  Wabwick  and  Salisbubt,  tuith  Forces, 

♦  Clif,  Are  these  thy  bears  ?  well  bait  thy  bears  to 

death, 
'  And  manacle  the  bear-ward  in  their  chains, 
'  If  thou  dar'st  bring  them  to  the  baiting-place. 

♦  Bidiu  Oft  have  I  seen  a  hot  overweening  cur 

*  Run  back  and  bite,  because  he  was  withheld  ; 

*  Who,  being  suffer'd'^  with  the  bear's  fell  paw, 

*  Hath  clapp'd  his  tail  between  his  legs,  and  cry'd : 

*  And  such  a  piece  of  service  will  you  do, 

*  If  you  oppose  yourselves  to  match  lord  Warwick. 

♦  Clif,  Hence,  heap  of  wrath,  foul  indigested  lump, 

*  As  crooked  in  thy  manners  as  thy  shape ! 

♦  York.  Nay,  we  shall  heat  you  thoroughly  anon. 

♦  Clif.  Take  heed,  lest  by  your  heat  you  bum  your- 

selves. 

♦  K.  Hen.  Why,  Warwick,  hath  thy  knee  forgot  to 

bow? 

*  Old  Salisbury, — shame  to  thy  silver  hair, 

*  Thou  mad  misleader  of  thy  brain-sick  son ! — 

*  What,  wilt  thou  on  thy  death-bed  play  the  ruffian, 

*  And  seek  for  sorrow  with  thy  spectacles  ? 

*  0,  where  is  faith  ?  0,  where  is  loyalty  ? 

*  If  it  be  banish'd  from  the  frosty  head, 

*  Where  shall  it  find  a  harbour  in  the  earth  ? — 

*  Wilt  thou  go  dig  a  grave  to  find  out  war, 

*  And  shame  thine  honourable  age  with  blood  ? 

*  Why  art  thou  old,  and  want'st  experience  ? 

*  Or  wherefore  dost  abuse  it,  if  thou  hast  it  ? 

♦  Call  hither  to  the  stake  my  two  brave  hears, 

Bid  Salisbury,  and  Warwick,  come  — ]  The  Nevils,  earls  of  War- 
wick, had  a  hear  and  ragged  staff  ior  their  cognizance. 

7 hfing  suffered  — ]   Being  suffered  to  approach  to  the  bear's 

fell  paw.     Such  may  be  the  meaning.     I  am  not,  however,  sure  but 
the  poet  meant,  being  in  a  state  oi  sufferance  or  pain.     Malone. 
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*  For  shame !  in  duty  bend  thy  knee  to  me, 

*  That  bows  unto  the  grave  with  mickle  aga 

*  Sal  My  lord,  I  have  considered  with  myself 

*  The  title  of  this  most  renowned  duke ; 

♦  And  in  my  conscience  do  repute  his  grace 

•  The  rightful  heir  to  England's  royal  seat. 

*  K,  Hen.  Hast  thou  not  sworn  allegiance  unto  me  ? 

*  Sal  I  have. 

*  K,  Hen,  Canst  thou  dispense  with  heaven  for  such 

an  oath? 

*  8dL  It  is  great  sin,  to  swear  unto  a  sin ; 

*  But  greater  sin,  to  keep  a  sinful  oatL 

♦  Who  can  be  bound  by  any  solemn  vow 

*  To  do  a  murderous  deed,  to  rob  a  man, 

♦  To  force  a  spotless  virgin's  chastity, 

♦  To  reave  the  orphan  of  his  patrimony, 

•  To  wring  the  widow  fix)m  her  custom'd  right ; 

•  And  have  no  other  reason  for  this  wrong, 

*  But  that  he  was  bound  by  a  solemn  oath  ? 
Q.  Mar.  A  subtle  traitor  needs  no  sophister. 

'  K.  Hen.  Call  Buckingham,  and  bid  him  arm  himself 
'  York.  Call  Buckingham,  and  all  the  friends  thou 
hast, 

*  I  am  resolv'd  for  death,  or  dignity. 

'  Clif.  The  first  I  warrant  thee,  if  dreams  prove  true. 

'  War.  Tou  wore  best  to  go  to  bed,  and  dream 
again, 
To  keep  thee  from  the  tempest  of  the  field. 

CKf.  I  am  resolv'd  to  bear  a  greater  storm, 
Than  any  thou  canst  conjure  up  to-day : 
And  that  111  write  upon  thy  burgonet*. 
Might  I  but  know  thee  by  thy  household  badge. 

War.  Now,  by  my  fitther's  badge,  old  Nevil's  crest. 
The  rampant  he»x  chain'd  to  the  ragged  stafi*. 
This  day  111  wear  aloft  my  buigonet, 
(As  on  a  moimtain-top  the  cedar  shows, 

•  burgonetf]   Is  a  heknci. 
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That  keeps  his  leaves  in  spite  of  any  storm,) 
Even  to  afiright  thee  with  the  view  thereof. 

Clif.  And  from  thy  burgonet  111  rend  thy  bear, 
And  tread  it  under  foot  with  all  contempt, 
'  Despight  the  bearward  that  protects  the  bear. 

'  T.  Clif,  And  so  to  arms,  victorious  fEtther, 
'  To  quell  the  rebels,  and  their  ^complices. 

Rich,  Fye !  charity,  for  shame !  speak  not  in  spite. 
For  you  shall  sup  with  Jesu  Christ  to-night. 

'  F.  CUf.  Foul  stigmatick*,  that's  more  than  thou 
canst  teU. 

*  Rich.  U  not  in  heaven,  youTl  surely  sup  in  helL 

[Exeunt  aeveraUt/. 

SCENE  II. 

Saint  Alban's. 

Alarums  :  Eaxywmons,    Enter  TITarwick. 

For.  Clifford  of  Cumberland,  'tis  Warwick  calls ! 
And  if  thou  dost  not  hide  thee  from  the  bear. 
Now, — ^when  the  angry  trumpet  soimds  alarm. 
And  dead  men's  cries  do  fill  the  empty  air, — 
Clifford,  I  say,  come  forth,  and  fight  with  me ! 
Proud  northern  lord,  Clifford  of  Cumberland, 
Warwick  is  hoarse  with  calling  thee  to  arms. 

Enter  York. 

'  How  now,  my  noble  lord  ?  what  all  a-foot  ? 

*  York.  The  deadly-handed  Clifford  slew  my  steed ; 
'  But  match  to  match  I  have  encoimter'd  him, 

'  And  made  a  prey  for  carrion  kites  and  crows 
*  Even  of  the  bonny  beast  he  lov'd  so  welL 

*  Foul  stigmatick J  A  tHgmatick  is  one  on  whom  nature  has  set . 
a  mariL  of  deformity,  a  stigma.  A  stigmatick  originally  and  properly 
signified  a  person  who  has  been  branded  with  a  hot  iron  for  some 
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Enter  Clifford. 

*  War.  Of  one  or  both  of  us  the  time  is  come. 

York.  Hold,  Warwick,    seek  thee  out    some  other 
chace, 
For  I  myself  must  himt  this  deer  to  death. 

War.  Then,   nobly,  York;    'tis  for  a    crown    thou 
fight'st— 

*  As  I  intend,  Clifford,  to  thrive  to-day. 
It  grieves  my  soul  to  leave  thee  unassail'd. 

[Exit  Warwick. 

*  Clif.  What  seest  thou  in  me,  York  ?  why  dost  thou 

pause? 

*  York  With  thy  brave  bearing  should  I  be  in  love, 

*  But  that  thou  art  so  &st  mine  enemy. 

'  Clif.  Nor  should  thy  prowess    want    praise    and 
esteem, 
'  But  that  'tis  shown  ignobly,  and  in  treason. 

'  York  So  let  it  help  me  now  against  thy  sword, 
'  As  I  in  justice  and  true  right  express  it ! 

*  Clif.  My  soul  and  body  on  the  action  both ! — 

*  York  A  dreadful  lay*! — address  thee  instantly. 

[They  fight,  and  Clifford  falls. 

*  Clif  La  fi/n  cowronne  lea  OBuvres.  [Dies*. 

*  York  Thus  war  hath  given  thee  peace,  for  thou  art 

stilL 

*  Peace  with  his  soul,  heaven,  if  it  be  thy  will       [Exit. 

1  A  dreadful  lay  !]   A  dreadful  wager  ;  a  tremendous  stake. 

'  Dies.]  Our  author,  in  making  Clifford  &11  by  the  hand  of 
York,  has  departed  from  the  truth  of  history ;  a  practice  not  un- 
common to  him  when  he  does  his  utmost  to  make  his  characters 
considerable.  This  circumstance,  however,  senres  to  prepare  the 
reader  or  spectator  for  the  vengeance  afterwards  taken  by  Clifford's 
son  on  York  and  Rutland. 

It  is  remarkable,  that  at  the  beginning  of  the  third  part  of  this 
historical  play,  the  poet  has  forgot  this  occurrence,  and  there  repre- 
sents Clifford's  death  as  it  really  happened. 
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Enter  yoimg  Cliffoed. 

*  F.  Clif.  Shame  and  confusion !  all  is  on  the  rout ; 

*  Fear  fraines  disorder,  and  disorder  wounds 

*  Where  it  should  guard.     0  war,  thou  son  of  hell, 

*  Whom  angry  heavens  do  make  their  minister, 

*  Throw  in  the  frozen  bosoms  of  our  part 

*  Hot  coals  of  vengeance ! — Let  no  soldier  fly  : 

*  He  that  is  truly  dedicate  to  war, 

*  Hath  no  self-love ;  nor  he,  that  loves  himself, 

*  Hath  not  essentially,  but  by  circumstance, 

*  The  name  of  valour. — 0,  let  the  vile  world  end, 

[Seeing  his  dead  Father. 

*  And  the  premised  flames  *  of  the  last  day 

*  Bjiit  earth  and  heaven  together ! 

*  Now  let  the  general  trumpet  blow  his  blast, 

*  Particularities  and  petty  sounds 

*  To  cease  * !    Wast  thou  ordain'd,  dear  father, 

*  To  lose  thy  youth  in  peace,  and  to  achieve  * 

*  The  silver  livery  of  advised  age  * ; 

*  And,  in  thy  reverence,  and  thy  chair-days,  thus 

*  To  die  in  ruffian  battle  ? — Even  at  this  sight, 

*  My  heart  is  tum'd  to  stone :  and,  while  'tis  mine, 

*  It  shall  be  stony.    York  not  our  old  men  spares ; 

*  No  more  will  I  their  babes :  tears  virginal 

*  Shall  be  to  me  even  as  the  dew  to  fire  ; 

*  And  beauty,  that  the  tyrant  oft  reclaims, 

*  Shall  to  my  flaming  wrath  be  oil  and  flax. 

*  Henceforth,  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  pity : 

*  Meet  I  an  infant  of  the  house  of  York, 

'  And  the  premued  flames — ]  Premued,  for  sent  before  their 
time.  The  sense  is,  let  the  flames  reserved  for  the  last  day  be 
sent  now. 

•  To  cease  I]     Is  to  sioo,  a  verb  active. 

•  to  achieve  — ]     Is,  to  obtain. 

•  7^  silver  Roery  of  advised  age  f\  Advised  is  wise,  experienced, 
or  cautious,  considerate. 
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*  Into  as  many  gobbets  will  I  cut  it, 

*  As  wild  Medea  joung  Absyrtus  did' ; 

*  In  cruelty  will  I  seek  out  my  fieune. 

*  Come,  thou  new  ruin  of  old  Clifford's  house ; 

[Taking  up  ike  Body. 
'  As  did  .£neas  old  Anchises  bear, 
'  So  bear  I  thee  upon  my  manly  shoulders ; 

*  But  then  .£neas  bare  a  living  load, 

*  Nothing  so  heavy  as  these  woes  of  mine.  [Exit 

Enter  Righabd  PLAirrAGBNBT  and  SowsRSBTy  Jigkting, 
and  SoMEBSET  is  killed. 

Rick.  So,  lie  thou  there ; — 
'  Por,  underneath  an  alehouse'  paltry  sign. 
The  Castle  in  Saint  Alban's,  Somerset 
Hath  made  the  wizard  £Etmous  in  his  death  f. — 

*  Sword,  hold  thy  temper ;  heart,  be  wrathfal  still : 

*  Priests  pray  for  enemies,  but  princes  kiU.  [Exit 

Alarums :  Excursions.    Enter  King  Hekbt,  Queen 
Maboaeet,  and  Others,  retreating. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Away,  my  lord !  you  are  slow ;  for  shame, 

away! 

*  K.  Hen.  Can  we  outrun  the  heavens  ?  good  Mar- 

garet, stay. 

*  Q.  Mar.  What  are  you  made  of?  youll  not  fight, 

nor  fly : 
Now  is  it  manhood,  wisdom,  and  defence. 
To  give  the  enemy  way ;  and  to  secure  us 
By  what  we  can,  which  can  no  more  but  fly. 

[Alarum  afar  off. 

7  At  wild  Medea,  &c]  When  Medea  fled  with  Jason  from 
Colchos,  she  murdered  her  brother  Absyrtus,  and  cut  hb  bodjr 
into  several  pieces,  that  her  father  might  be  prevented  for  some 
time  from  pursuing  her. 

f  An  allusion  to  Jourdain's  prophecy  in  Act  I.  Sc.  IV. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ScbnbIII.  king  henry  VL  463 

•  If  you  be  ta'en,  we  then  shoiild  see  the  bottom 

•  Of  all  our  fortunes :  but  if  we  haply  scape, 

•  (As  well  we  may,  if  not  through  your  neglect,) 

•  We  shall  to  London  get ;  where  you  are  lov'd ; 

•  And  where  this  breach,  now  in  our  fortunes  made, 

•  May  readily  be  stopped. 

Enter  yov/ng  Clipford. 

•  F.  Cflif,  But  that  my  heart's  on  future  mischief  set, 

•  I  would  speak  blasphemy  ere  bid  you  fly ; 

•  But  fly  you  must ;  uncurable  discomfit 

•  Reigns  in  the  hearts  of  all  our  present  parts  •. 

•  Away,  for  your  relief!  and  we  will  live 

•  To  see  their  day,  and  them  our  fortune  give : 

•  Away,  my  lord,  away !  [Exevmt, 


SCENE  III. 

Fields  near  Saint  Alban's. 

Alarwm :  Retreat.  Flourish;  then  enter  York,  Rice 
Plaotagbnbt,  Warwick,  amd  Soldiers,  vrith  D 
amd  Colours. 

'  York.  Of  Salisbury,  who  can  report  of  him ;  . 

*  That  winter  lion,  who,  in  rage,  forgets 

*  Aged  contusions  and  all  brush  of  time ' ; 

*  And  like  a  gallant  in  the  brow  of  youth ', 

*  Repairs  him  with  occasion  ?  this  happy  day 

*  Is  not  itself  nor  have  we  won  one  foot, 

*  If  Salisbury  be  lost. 

'  Rich.  My  noble  fitther, 

*  Three  times  to-day  I  help  him  to  his  horse, 

* all  our  preseni  parts.]  i.  e.  party.     Tybwhitt. 

*  brush  of  time;]  i.  e.  the  graduid  detritioo  of  time. 

^  gallant  m  the  brow  of  youth^     The  brow  of  youth  I 

height  of  youth,  as  the  brow  of  a  hill  is  its  summit. 
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'  Three  times  bestrid  him ',  thrice  I  led  him  off, 

*  Persuaded  him  from  any  further  act  : 

'  But  still,  where  danger  was,  still  there  I  met  him  ; 

*  And  like  rich  hangings  in  a  homely  house, 

*  So  was  his  will  in  his  old  feeble  body. 

*  But,  noble  as  he  is,  look  where  he  comea 

Enter  Salisbury. 

*  Sal  Now,  by  my  sword,  well  hast  thou  fought  to-day ; 

*  By  the  mass,  so  did  we  alL — I  thank  you,  Richard  : 

*  God  knows,  how  long  it  is  I  have  to  live  ; 

'  And  it  hath  pleas'd  him,  that  three  times  to-day 

*  You  have  defended  me  from  imminent  death. — 

*  Well,  lords,  we  have  not  got  that  which  we  have  * : 

*  'Tis  not  enough  our  foes  are  this  time  fled, 

*  Being  opposites  of  such  repairing  nature  *. 

*  York.  I  know,  our  safety  is  to  follow  them  ; 

*  For,  as  I  hear,  the  king  is  fled  to  London, 

*  To  call  a  present  court  of  parliament 

*  Let  us  pursue  him,  ere  the  writs  go  forth : — 
^*  What  says  lord  Warwick  ?  shall  we  after  them  ? 

War.  After  them !  nay,  before  them,  if  we  can. 
Now  by  my  fiedth,  lords,  'twas  a  glorious  day : 
Saint  Alban's  battle,  won  by  famous  York, 
Shall  be  etemiz*d  in  all  age  to  come. 
Soimd,  drums  and  trumpets ; — and  to  London  all : 
And  more  such  days  as  these  to  lis  befall !         [Exeunt 

Three  Hmes  bettrid  hm^]  That  is,  three  times  I  saw  him  fallen, 
stridlDg  over  him,  defended  him  till  he  recovered. 

Wellf  lords,   toe  have  not  got  that  which  we  have :]     i.  e.  we 

B  not  secured,  we  are  not  sure  of  retaining,  that  which  we  haye' 

lired. 

Being  opposites  of  such  repairing  nature,]  Being  enemies 
are  likely  so  soon  to  rally  and  recover  themselves  from  this 

lat. 
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The  action  of  this  play  (which  was  at  first  printed  under  this 
title,  The  True  Tragedy  of  Richard  Duke  of  York,  and  the  good 
King  Henry  tfte  Sixth ;  or.  The  Second  Part  of  the  Contention  of 
York  and  Lancaster,)  opens  just  after  the  first  battle  of  Saint 
Albans,  [May  23, 1455,]  wherein  the  York  faction  carried  the 
day ;  and  closes  with  the  murder  of  Ring  Henry  VI.  and  the 
birth  of  Prince  Edward,  afterwards  King  Edward  V.  [November 
4, 1471.]  So  that  this  history  takes  in  the  space  of  full  sixteen 
years.     Theobald. 

I  have  never  seen  the  quarto  copy  of  the  Second  part  of  The 
Whole  Contention,  &c.  printed  by  Valentine  Simmes,  for 
Thomas  Millington,  1600 ;  but  the  copy  printed  by  W.  W.  for 
Thomas  Millington,  1600,  is  now  before  mo ;  and  it  is  not 
precisely  the  same  with  that  described  by  Mr.  Pope  and  Mr. 
Theobald,  nor  does  the  undated  edition  (printed,  in  fact,  in  1619,) 
correspond  with  their  description.  The  title  of  the  piece  printed 
in  1600,  by  W.  W.,  is  as  follows :  The  True  Tragedie  of  Richarde 
Duke  of  Yorke,  and  the  Death  of  good  King  Henrie  the  Sixt : 
With  the  whole  Contention  between  the  two  Houses  Lancaster  and 
Yorke:  as  it  was  sundry  Times  acted  by  the  Right  Honourable 
the  Earle  of  Pembrooke  his  servants.  Printed  at  London  by  W. 
W,  far  Thomas  Mil&ngton,  and  are  to  be  sold  at  his  Shoppe  under 
St.  Peter^s  Church  in  ComewaU\,  1600.  On  this  piece  Shakspearc, 
as  I  conceive,  in  1591,  formed  the  drama  before  us.     Malone. 

The  present    historical   drama  was  altered  by  Crowne,   and 
brought  on  the  stage  in  the  year  1680,  under  the  title  of  The 
Miseries  of  Citnl  War,    Surely  the   works  of  Shakspeare  could 
have  been  little  read  at  that  period  ;  for  Crowne,  in  his  Prologue, 
declares  the  play  to  be  entirely  his  own  composition  : 
"  For  by  his  feeble  skill  *tis  built  alone, 
**  The  divine  Shakspeare  did  not  lay  one  stone.** 
Whereas  the  very  first  scene  is  that  of  Jack  Cade  copied  almost 
verbatim  from  7^  Second  Part  of  King  Henry  VI.  and  several 
others  from  tbb  third  part,  with  as  little  variation.    Stekvens, 

t  i.  e.  Combill. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


King  Henby  the  Sixth, 

Edward,  Prince  q/*  Wales,  hia  Son, 

Lbwis  XI.  Kifig  of  France. 

Dttitf  q/"  Somerset.  Dii*:^  q/*  Exeter. 

Earl  of  Oxford.    Earl  of  North-     Lords  on  King 

UMBERLAND.     Earl  of  Westmore-  I  Henry's  side. 

LAND.    Lord  Clifford. 
RiOHARD  Plantagenet,  Duke  q/"  York. 
Edward,   Earl  of    March,   afterwards 

Ji:%  Edward  IV. 
Edmund,  Earl  of  Rutland,  ^  his  Sons. 

Oeorqb,  afterwards  Duke  of  Clarence, 
Richard,  afterwards  Duke  of  Glocester, 
Duke  q/"  Norfolk, 
Marquis  of  Montague,  , 
Earl  of  Warwick, 
Earl  of  Pembroke, 
Lord  Hastings, 
Lord  Stafford, 
Sir  John  Mortimer,      "] 
Sir  Hugh  Mortimer,     j 
Henry,  Earl  of  Richmond,  a  Youth, 
Lord  Rivers,   Brother  to  Lady  Grey.     Sir  William 

Stanley.    Sir   John  Montgomery.     Sir  John   So- 

MERViLLE.      Tutor  to    Rutland.      Mayor    of   York. 

Lieutenant  of  the  Tower.  A  Nobleman.    Two  Keepers. 

A  Humtsman,     A  Son  that  has  killed  his  Father.     A 

Father  that  has  killed  his  Son, 

Queen  Margaret. 

Lady  Grey,  afterwards  Queen  to  Edward  IV. 

Bona,  Sister  to  the  French  Queen, 

Soldiers,  and  other  Attendants  on  King  Henry  and  King 
Edward,  Messengers,  Watchmen,  &c. 

SCENE,  during  part  of  the  third  Act,   in    Francb  ; 
during  all  the  rest  of  the  Play,  in  England. 


of  the  Duke  of  York's  party. 


Uncles  to  the  Duke  q/*  York. 
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THIRD  PART  OF 

KING   HENRY   VI.' 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.— London.     The  Parliament  House. 

Drums.  Some  Soldiers  of  York's  Party  break  in.  Then, 
Enter  the  Duke  of  York,  Edward,  Richard,  Nor- 
folk, MoNTAOUB,  Warwick,  amd  Others,  with  white 
Roses  in  their  Hois. 

Warwick. 

I  WONDBR,  how  the  king  escaped  our  hands. 

York  While  we  pursu'd  the  horsemen  of  the  north. 
He  slily  stole  away,  and  left  his  men : 
Whereat  the  great  lord  of  Northumberland, 
Whose  warlike  ears  could  never  brook  retreat, 

*  Cheer'd  up  the  drooping  army ;  and  himself, 
'  Lord  Clifford,  and  lord  Stafford,  all  a-breast, 

*  Charged  our  main  battle's  front,  and,  breaking  in, 
'  Were  by  the  swords  of  common  soldiers  slain. 

Edw.  Lord  Stafford's  father,  duke  of  Buckingham, 

*  Is  either  slain,  or  wounded  dangerous : 
I  cleft  his  beaver  with  a  downright  blow ; 

*  That  this  is  true,  father,  behold  his  blood. 

■    [Showing  his  bloody  Sword. 

1  Third  Part  of  King  Henry  VI.]  This  play  is  only  divided 
from  the  former  for  the  convenience  of  exhibition  ;  for  the  series 
of  action  is  continued  without  interruption,  nor  are  any  two  scenes 
of  any  play  more  closely  connected  than  the  first  scene  of  this 
play  with  the  last  of  the  former.     Johnson. 
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470  THIRD   PART  OF  Act  I. 

Mont,  And,  brother,  here's  the  earl  of  Wiltshire's 
blood,  [To  York,  showing  his. 

Whom  I  encounter'd  as  the  battles  join'd. 

Rich,  Speak  thou  for  me,  and  teU  them  what  I  did. 
[Thromng  down  the  dvke  q/"  Somerset's  Head, 

*  York.  Richard  hath  best  deserv'd  of  all  my  sona — 
What,  is  your  grace  dead,  my  lord  of  Somerset  ? 

Norf,  Such  hope  have    all    the    line    of   John    of 
Gaunt ! 

Rich,  Thus  do  I  hope  to  shake  king  Henry's  head. 

War.  And  so  do  I. — Victorious  prince  of  York, 
Before  I  see  thee  seated  in  that  throne 
Which  now  the  house  of  Lancaster  usurps, 
I  vow  by  heaven,  these  eyes  shall  never  close. 
This  is  the  palace  of  the  fearful  king, 
'  And  this  the  regal  seat :  possess  it,  York ; 
For  this  is  thine,  and  not  king  Henry's  heirs'. 

York.  Assist  me  then,  sweet  Warwick,  and  I  will ; 
'  For  hither  we  have  broken  in  by  force. 

Norf,  Well  all  assist  you ;  he,  that  flies,  shall  die. 

York,  Thanks,    gentle  Norfolk, — Stay    by  me,   my 
lords ; — 
'  And,  soldiers,  stay,  and  lodge  by  me  this  night. 

War.  And,  when  the  king  comes,  ofler  him  no  vio- 
lence, 
'  Unless  he  seek  to  thrust  you  out  by  force. 

[They  retire. 

*  York.  The  queen,  this  day,  here  holds  her  par- 

liament, 

*  But  little  thinks,  we  shall  be  of  her  council : 

♦  By  words,  or  blows,  here  let  us  win  our  right. 
Rich.  Arm'd  as  we  are,  let's  stay  within  this  house. 
War.  The  bloody  parliament  shall  this  be  call'd, 

Unless  Plantagenet,  duke  of  York,  be  king ; 
And  bashful  Henry  depos'd,  whose  cowardice 
Hath  made  us  by-words  to  our  enemies. 

*  York.  Then  leave  me  not,  my  lords ;  be  resolute  ; 
I  mean  to  take  possession  of  my  right. 
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Scene  I.  KING  HENRY  VI.  471 

Wa?\  Neither  the  king,  nor  he  that  loves  him  best, 

*  The  proudest  he  that  holds  up  Lancaster, 
Dares  stir  a  wing,  if  Warwick  shake  his  bells  *. 

'  111  plant  Plantagenet,  root  him  up  who  dares : — 
Resolve  thee,  Richard ;  claim  the  English  crown. 

[Warwick  leads  York  to  the  Throne,  who 
seais  himadf. 

Flourish.  Enter  King  Henry,  Clifford,  Northum- 
berland, Westmoreland,  Exeter,  arid  Others^ 
with  red  Roses  in  their  Hats, 

K.  Hen,  My  lords,  look  where  the  sturdy  rebel  sits, 
Even  in  the  chair  of  state !  belike,  he  means, 
(Back'd  by  the  power  of  Warwick,  that  false  peer,) 
To  aspire  unto  the  crown,  and  reign  as  king. — 
Earl  of  Northumberland,  he  slew  thy  father ; — 
And   thine,  lord  CliflFord;   and  you  both  have  vow'd 

revenge 
On  him,  his  sons,  liis  favourites,  and  his  friends. 

'  North.  If  I  be  not,  heavens,  be  revenged  on  me ! 

Clif.  The  hope  thereof  makes  Cliflford  mourn  in  steel. 

West.  What,   shall  we  suffer  this?  let's  pluck  him 
down : 

*  My  heart  for  anger  bums,  I  cannot  brook  it. 

K.  Hen.  Be  patient,  gentle  earl  of  Westmoreland. 

Clif.  Patience  is  for  poltroons,  and  such  as  he  -f* ; 
He  durst  not  sit  there,  had  your  father  \v/d. 
My  gracious  lord,  here  in  the  parliament 
Let  us  assail  the  family  of  York. 

North.  Well  hast  thou  spoken,  cousin ;  be  it  so. 

K.  Hen,  Ah,  know  you  not,  the  city  favours  them, 
And  they  have  troops  of  soldiers  at  their  beck  ? 

Exe.  But  when  the  duke  is  slain,  they'll  quickly  fly. 

2  if  Warwick  shake  his  bells.]     The  allusion  is  to  falconry. 

The  hawks  hiad  sometimes  little  bells  hung  upon  them,  perhaps 
to  dare  the  birds ;  that  is,  to  fright  them  from  rising. 

t  "  Patience  is  for  p6ltroon8,  such  as  he  ;" — Maloke. 
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K.  Hen.  Far  be  the  thought  of  this  from  Henry's 
heart, 
To  make  a  shambles  of  the  parliament-house  ! 
Cousin  of  Exeter,  frowns,  words,  and  threats. 
Shall  be  the  war  that  Henry  means  to  use. — 

[They  advance  to  the  duke. 
Thou  £Eu;tious  duke  of  York,  descend  my  throne, 
And  kneel  for  grace  and  mercy  at  my  feet ; 
I  am  thy  sovereign. 

York.  Thou  art  deceived,  I  am  thine. 

Exe.  For  shame,  come  down ;  he  made  thee  duke  of 
York. 

York.  Twas  my  inheritance,  as  the  earldom  was. 

Exe.  Thy  father  was  a  traitor  to  the  crown. 

War.  Exeter,  thou  art  a  traitor  to  the  crown, 
In  following  this  usurping  Henry. 

Clif.  Whom  should  he  follow,  but  his  natural  king  ? 

War.  True,  Clifford;    and  that's  Richard,   duke  of 
York. 

'  K,  Hen.  And  shall  I  stand,  and  thou  sit  in  my  throne  ? 

'  York.  It  must  and  shall  be  so.     Content  thyself. 

War.  Be  duke  of  Lancaster,  let  him  be  king. 

Wesi.  He  is  both  king  and  duke  of  Lancaster ; 
And  that  the  lord  of  Westmoreland  shall  maintain. 

War.  And  Warwick  shall  disprove  it.     You  forget, 
That  we  are  those,  which  chas'd  you  from  the  field, 
And  slew  your  fathers,  and  with  colours  spread 
March'd  through  the  city  to  the  palace  gates. 

'  North.  Yes,  Warwick,  I  remember  it  to  my  grief; 
And,  by  his  soul,  thou  and  thy  house  shall  rue  it 

*  West.  Plantagenet,  of  thee,  and  these  thy  sons. 
Thy  kinsmen,  and  thy  friends,  I'll  have  more  lives, 
Than  drops  of  blood  were  in  my  father's  veins. 

'  Clif.  Urge  it  no  more :  lest  that,  instead  of  words, 
I  send  thee,  Warwick,  such  a  messenger, 
As  shall  revenge  his  death,  before  I  stir. 

'  War.  Poor    Clifford!    how   I   scorn   his   worthless 
threats ! 
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York,  Will  you,  we  show  our  title  to  the  crown  ? 

*  If  not,  our  swords  shall  plead  it  in  the  field. 

K,  Hen,  What  title  hast  thou,  traitor,  to  the  crown  ? 
Thy  father  was,  as  thou  art,  duke  of  York ; 
Thy  grandfiither,  Roger  Mortimer,  earl  of  March : 
I  am  the  son  of  Henry  the  fifth, 
Who  made  the  Dauphin  and  the  French  to  stoop, 
And  seiz'd  upon  their  towns  and  provinces. 

War.  Talk  not  of  France,  sith  *  thou  hast  lost  it  alL 

K,  Hen.  The  lord  protector  lost  it,  and  not  I ; 
When  I  was  crown'd,  I  was  but  nine  months  old. 

Rich.  You  are  old  enough  now,  and  yet,  methinks, 
you  lose : — 
Father,  tear  the  crown  from  the  usurper's  head. 

Edw,  Sweet  father,  do  so ;  set  it  on  your  head. 

Mont.  Good  brother,  [to  York,]  as  thou  lov'st  and 
honour'st  arms. 
Let's  fight  it  out,  and  not  stand  cavilling  thus. 

Rich,  Sound  drums  and  trumpets,  and  the  king  will 

fly- 

York.  Sons,  peace ! 

K.  Hen.  Peace  thou !  and  give  king  Henry  leave 

speak. 
War.  Plantagenet    shall    speak    first :  —  hear   hi 
lords; 
And  be  you  silent  and  attentive  too. 
For  he,  that  interrupts  him,  shall  not  live. 

*  K.  Hen.  Think'st  thou,  that  I  will  leave  my  kinj 
throne, 
Wherein  my  grandsire,  and  my  father,  sat  ? 
No :  first  shall  war  unpeople  this  my  realm ; 
'  Ay,  and  their  colours — often  borne  in  France ; 
And  now  in  England,  to  our  heart's  great  sorrow, — 
Shall  be  my  winding-sheet. — Why  faint  you,  lords  ? 

*  My  title's  good,  and  better  far  than  his. 

*  sU/i  — ]  i.  c.  since. 
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War.  But  prove  it  f,  Henry,  and  thou  shalt  be  king. 

K.  Hen,  Henry  the  fourth  by  conquest  got  the  crown. 

York,  Twas  by  rebellion  against  his  king. 

K.  Hen,  I  know  not  what  to  say ;  my  title's  weak. 

[Aside, 
Tell  me,  may  not  a  king  adopt  an  heir  ? 

York  What  then? 

'  K,  Hen,  An  if  he  may,  then  am  I  lawful  king : 
*  For  Richard,  in  the  view  of  many  lords, 
Resigned  the  crown  to  Henry  the  fourth ; 
Whose  heir  my  father  was,  and  I  am  his. 

York.  He  rose  against  him,  being  his  sovereign. 
And  made  him  to  resign  his  crown  perforce. 

War,  Suppose,  my  lords,  he  did  it  unconstrained, 
Think  you,  'twere  prejudicial  to  his  crown  *  ? 

Exe,  No ;  for  he  could  not  so  resign  his  crown, 
But  that  the  next  heir  should  succeed  and  reign. 

K,  Hen.  Art  thou  against  us,  duke  of  Exeter  ? 

Exe,  His  is  the  right,  and  therefore  pardon  me. 

*  York,  Why  whisper  you,  my  lords,  and  answer  not  ? 
Exe,  My  conscience  tells  me,  he  is  lawful  king. 

K.  Hen.  All  will  revolt  from  me,  and  turn  to  him. 
North.  Plantagenet,  for  all  the  claim  thou  lay  st. 
Think  not,  that  Henry  shall  be  so  depos'd. 

*  War.  Depos'd  he  shall  be,  in  despite  of  alL 

)rth.  Thou  art  deceiVd :  'tis  not  thy  southern  power, 
Essex,  Norfolk,  Suffolk,  nor  of  Kent, — 
h  makes  thee  thus  presumptuous  and  proud, — 
let  the  duke  up,  in  despite  of  me. 
If.  King  Henry,  be  thy  title  right  or  wrong, 
Clifford  vows  to  fight  in  thy  defence : 
that  ground  gape,  and  swallow  me  alive, 
ere  I  shall  kneel  to  him  that  slew  my  father! 
ST.  Hen.  0  Clifford,  how  thy  words  revive  my  heart ! 

ilr.  Malone  omits  But. 

—  prejudicial  to  his  crown  ?]  i.  e.  to  the  prerogative  of  the 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Scene  I.  KING  HENRY   VI.  475 

York.  Henry  of  Lancaster,  resign  thy  crown : — 
What  mutter  you,  or  what  conspire  you,  lords  ? 

War,  Do  right  unto  this  princely  duke  of  York  ; 
Or  I  will  fill  the  house  with  armed  men, 
And,  o'er  the  chair  of  state,  where  now  he  sits, 
Write  up  his  title  with  usurping  blood. 

[He  stamps,  and  the  Soldiers  show  themselves. 

*  K.  Hen.  My  lord  of  Warwick,  hear  me  but  one 

word-f- ; — 

*  Let  me,  for  this  my  life-time,  reign  as  king. 

York.  Confirm  the  crown  to  me,  and  to  mine  heirs, 
And  thou  shalt  reign  in  quiet  while  thou  Uv'st. 

K,  Hen.  I  am  content :  Richard  Plantagenet, 
Enjoy  the  kingdom  after  my  decease. 

Clif.  What  wrong  is  this  xmto  the  prince  your  son ! 

War.  What  good  is  this  to  England,  and  himself! 

West. '  Base,  fearful,  and  despairing  Henry ! 

*  Clif.  How  hast  thou  injured  both  thyself  and  us ! 
West  I  cannot  stay  to  hear  these  articles. 
North.  Nor  I. 

Clif.  Come,  cousin,  let  us  tell  the  queen  these  news. 

*  West.  Farewell,  faint-hearted  and  degenerate  king, 

*  In  whose  cold  blood  no  spark  of  honour  bides. 

North.  Be  thou  a  prey  unto  the  house  of  York, 
'  And  die  in  bands  for  this  unmanly  deed ! 

Clif.  In  dreadful  war  may'st  thou  be  overcome ! 
Or  live  in  peace,  abandoned,  and  despis'd ! 

[Exeunt  Northumberland,  Clipford,  an 
Westmoreland. 

*  War.  Turn  this  way,  Henry,  and  regard  them  not 
Exe.  They  seek  revenge  *,  and  therefore  will  not  yieli 
K.Hen.  Ah,  Exeter! 


f  —  "  hear  but  one  word  ;"— Malonb. 

*  They  seek  revenge,]  They  go  away,  not  because  they  doul 
the  justice  of  this  determination',  but  because  they  have  bee 
conquered,  and  seek  to  be  revenged.  They  are  not  influenced  t 
principle,  but  passion. 
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War,  Why  should  you  sigh,  my  lord  ? 

JST.  Hen.  Not  for  myself,  lord  Warwick,  but  my  son. 
Whom  I  unnaturally  shall  disinherit 
But,  be  it  as  it  may : — I  here  entail 

*  The  crown  to  thee,  and  to  thine  heirs  for  ever ; 
ConditionaUy,  that  here  thou  take  an  oath 

To  cease  this  civil  war,  and,  whilst  I  live, 
To  honour  me  as  thy  king  and  sovereign ; 

*  And  neither  by  treason,  nor  hostility, 

*  To  seek  to  put  me  down,  and  reign  thyself. 

York  This  oath  I  willingly  take,  and  will  perform. 

[Coming  from  the  Throtie, 
War.  Long  live  king  Henry ! — ^Plantagenet  embrace 

him. 
K.  Hen.  And  long  live  thou,  and  these  thy  forward 

sons! 
York.  Now  York  and  Lancaster  are  reconcil'd. 
Exe.  Accurs'd  be  he,  that  seeks  to  make  them  foes ! 
[SeneL  The  Lords  come  forward. 

*  York.  Farewell,  my  gracious  lord ;  I'll  to  my  castle*. 
War.  And  111  keep  London,  with  my  soldiers. 
Norf.  And  I  to  Norfolk,  with  my  followers. 

Morit.  And  I  unto  the  sea,  from  whence  I  cama 

[Exeunt  York,  and  his  Sons,  Wabwick,  Norfolk, 
Montague,  Soldiers,  and  Attendants. 

*  K.  Hen.  And  I,  with  grief  and  sorrow,  to  the  court. 

Enter  Queen  Margaret  and  the  Prince  of  Wales. 

Exe.  Here  comes  the  queen,  whose  looks  bewray '  her 
anger: 
I'll  steal  away. 

K.  Hen.  Exeter,  so  will  I.  [Going. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Nay,  go  not  from  me,  I  will  follow  thee. 
K.  Hen.  Be  patient,  gentle  queen,  and  I  will  stay. 

• rU  io  wy  casllc.]     Sandal   Castle,  near    Wakefield,  in 

Yorkshire. 
'  bewray  — ]  i.  e.  betray,  discover. 
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'  Q.  Mar.  Who  can  be  patient  in  such  extremes  ? 

*  Ah,  wretched  man !  'would  I  had  died  a  maid, 

*  And  never  seen  thee,  never  borne  thee  son, 

*  Seeing  thou  hast  proved  so  unnatural  a  &ther ! 

*  Hath  he  deserv'd  to  lose  his  birthright  thus  ? 

*  Had'st  thou  but  lov'd  him  half  so  well  as  I ; 

*  Or  felt  that  pain  which  I  did  for  him  once  ; 

*  Or  nourished  him,  as  I  did  with  my  blood ; 

*  Thou  wouldst  have  left  thy  dearest  heart-blood  there, 

*  Rather  than  madef  that  savage  duke  thine  heir, 

*  And  disinherited  thine  only  son. 

*  Prince.  Father,  you  cannot  disinherit  me : 

*  If  you  be  king,  why  should  not  I  succeed  ? 

*  K.  Hen.  Pardon  me,  Margaret ; — pardon  me,  sweet 

son; — 

*  The  earl  of  Warwick,  and  the  duke,  enforc'd  me. 

*  Q,  Mar.  Enforc'd  thee !  art  thou  king,  and  wilt  be 

forc'd? 
I  shame  to  hear  thee  speak.     Ah,  timorous  wretch ! 
Thou  hast  undone  thyself,  thy  son,  and  me ; 

*  And  given  unto  the  house  of  York  such  head, 

*  As  thou  shalt  reign  but  by  their  sufferance. 

*  To  entail  him  and  his  heirs  unto  the  crown, 

*  What  is  it,  but  to  make  thy  sepulchre ', 

*  And  creep  into  it  far  before  thy  time  ? 

*  Warwick  is  chancellor,  and  the  lord  of  Calais ; 
Stem  Faulconbridge  commands  the  narrow  seas ; 
The  duke  is  made  protector  of  the  realm  ; 

*  And  yet  shalt  thou  be  safe  ?  *  such  safety  finds 

*  The  trembling  lamb,  environed  with  wolves. 

*  Had  I  been  there,  which  am  a  silly  woman, 

*  The  soldiers  should  have  toss'd  me  on  their  pikes, 


t  "  Rather  than  have  made** — Malone. 

*  What  isii,but  to  make  thy  sepulchre,]  The  queen's  reproach  is 
founded  on  a  position  long  received  among  politicians,  that  the  loss 
of  a  king's  power  is  soon  followed  by  loss  of  life. 
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*  Before  I  would  have  granted  to  that  act. 

*  But  thou  preferr'st  thy  life  before  thine  honour : 
'  And,  seeing  thou  dost,  I  here  divorce  myself, 

*  Both  from  thy  table,  Henry,  and  thy  bed, 
'  Until  that  act  of  parliament  be  repealed, 

*  Whereby  my  son  is  disinherited. 

The  northern  lords,  that  have  forsworn  thy  colours, 
Will  follow  mine,  if  once  they  see  them  spread : 
'  And  spread  they  shall  be ;  to  thy  foul  disgrace, 

*  And  utter  ruin  of  the  house  of  York 

*  Thus  do  I  leave  thee : — Come,  son,  let's  away ; 

*  Our  army's  ready ;  come,  we'll  after  them. 

K,  Hen,  Stay,  gentle  Margaret,  and  hear  me  speak. 
Q.  Mar.  Thou  hast  spoke  too  much  already ;  get  thee 

gone. 
K.  Hen.  Gentle  son  Edward,  thou  wilt  stay  with  me  ? 
Q,  Mar.  Ay,  to  be  murder'd  by  his  enemies. 
PrtTice.  When  I  return  with  victory  fix>m  the  field, 
I'll  see  your  grace :  till  then,  111  foUow  her. 

Q.  Mar.  Come,  son,  away ;  we  may  not  linger  thus. 

[Exetmt  Queen  Maroarbt,  and  the  Prince. 
'  K.  Hen.  Poor  queen !  how  love  to  me,  and  to  her 

son, 

*  Hath  made  her  break  out  into  terms  of  rage ! 
'  Reveng'd  may  she  be  on  that  hateful  duke ; 

*  Whose  haughty  spirit,  winged  with  desire;, 

*  Will  cost  my  crown,  and,  like  an  empty  eagle, 

*  Tire  on  the  flesh  of  me*,  and  of  my  son ! 

*  The  loss  of  those  three  lords*  torments  my  heart : 

*  I'll  write  unto  them,  and  entreat  them  fair ; — 

*  Come,  cousin,  you  shall  be  the  messenger. 

*  Exe.  And  I,  I  hope,  shall  reconcile  them  alL 

[Exeunt 

'  Tire  on  thcfleth  of  me,]  To  tire  is  to  fasten,  to  fix  the  talons, 
from  the  French  tirer :  or  rather,  to  peck. 

1  tho€e  three  iordt  —]   That  is,  of  Northumberland,  Wett- 

moreJand,  and  Clifford,  who  had  left  him  in  disgust. 
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SCENE  II 
A  Room  in  Sandal  CaMe^  near  Wakefield,  in  Yorkshire. 

Eni/er  Edwabd,  Rjohabd,  and  Montague. 

*  Rich,  Brother,  though  I  be  youngest,  give  me  leave. 
Edm,  No,  I  can  better  play  the  orator. 

M(ynt,  But  I  have  reason  strong  and  forcible. 

E'iyi/er  York. 

'  Y(yrk,  Why,  how  now,  sons  and  brother,  at  a  strife  ? 
'  What  is  your  quarrel  ?  how  began  it  first  ? 
'  Edw.  No  quarrel,  but  a  slight  contention. 
Y(yrk.  About  what  ? 
'  Rvik,  About  that  which  concerns  your  grace,  and  us : 

*  The  crown  of  England,  father,  which  is  yours. 

*  York,  Mine,  boy  ?  not  till  king  Henry  be  dead. 

*  Rich.  Your  right  depends  not  on  his  life,  or  death. 

*  Edw,  Now  you  are  heir,  therefore  enjoy  it  now : 

*  By  giving  the  house  of  Lancaster  leave  to  breathe, 

*  It  will  outrun  you,  father,  in  the  end. 

*  York,  I  took  an  oath,  that  he  should  quietly  reign. 
'  Ed/w,  But,  for  a  kingdom,  any  oath  may  be  broken : 

*  I'd  break  a  thousand  oaths,  to  reign  one  year. 

*  Rich,  No;   God  forbid,  your  grace  should  be  for- 

sworn. 

*  York.  I  shall  be,  if  I  claim  by  open  war. 

'  Rifiu  m  prove  the  contrary,  if  you'll  hear  me  speak. 

*  Y(yrk,  Thou  canst  not,  son ;  it  is  impossible. 

*  Rifh,  An  oath  is  of  no  moment',  being  not  took 

'  An  oath  k  of  no  moment^  The  obligation  of  an  oath  is  here 
eluded  by  very  despicable  sophistry.  A  lawful  magistrate  alone 
haa  the  power  to  exact  an  oath,  but  the  oath  derives  no  part  of  its 
force  from  the  magistrate.  The  plea  against  the  obligation  of  an 
oath  obliging  to  maintain  an  usurper,  taken  from  the  unlawfulness 
of  the  oath  itself  in  the  foregoing  play,  was  rational  and  just. 
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*  Before  a  true  and  lawful  magistrate, 

'  That  hath  authority  over  him  that  swears : 

'  Henry  had  none,  but  did  usurp  the  place ; 

'  Then,  seeing  'twas  he  that  made  you  to  depose, 

'  Your  oath,  my  lord,  is  vain  and  frivolous. 

'  Therefore,  to  arms.     ♦  And,  father,  do  but  think, 

*  How  sweet  a  thing  it  is  to  wear  a  crown  ; 

*  Within  whose  circuit  is  Elysium, 

*  And  all  that  poets  feign  of  bliss  and  joy. 

*  Why  do  we  linger  thus  ?  I  cannot  rest, 

*  Until  the  white  rose,  that  I  wear,  be  died 

*  Eve  in  the  lukewarm  blood  of  Henry's  heart. 

*  Yorh  Richard,  enough  ;  I  will  be  king,  or  die. — 
'  Brother,  thou  shalt  to  London  presently, 
'  And  whet  on  Warwick  to  this  enterprise. — 

*  Thou,  Richard,  shalt  unto  the  duke  of  Norfolk, 

*  And  tell  him  privily  of  our  intent. 

'  You,  Edward,  shall  unto  my  lord  Cobham, 

With  whom  the  Kentish  men  will  willingly  rise : 

'  In  them  I  trust ;  for  they  are  soldiers, 

'  Witty,  courteous,  liberal,  full  of  spirit. — 

<  While  you  are  thus  employed,  what  resteth  more, 

'  But  that  I  seek  occasion  how  to  rise  ; 

'  And  yet  the  king  not  privy  to  my  drift, 

*  Nor  any  of  the  house  of  Lancaster  ? 


Enter  a  Messenger. 

'  But,  stay ;  Wliat  news  ?  why  com'st  thou  in  such  post  ? 
'  Me98.  The  queen,  with  all  the  northern  earls  and 
lords*, 

'  The  queen,  with  all,  &c.]  I  know  not  whether  the  author  in- 
tended any  moral  instruction,  but  he  that  reads  this  has  a  strikihgr 
tion  against  that  precipitancy  by  which  men  often  use  unlaw- 
ns  to  do  that  which  a  little  delay  would  put  honestly  in  their 
Had  York  stayed  but  a  few  moments,  he  had  saved  his  cause 
e  stain  of  perjury.  Johnson. 
whole,  however,  is  a  violation  of  historic  truth. 
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'  Intend  here  to  besiege  you  in  your  castle  : 
'  She  is  hard  by  with  twenty  thousand  men ; 

*  And  therefore  fortify  your  hold,  my  lord. 

*  York.  Ay,  with  my  sword.    What !  think'st  thou, 

that  we  fear  them  ? — 
'  Edward  and  Richard,  you  shall  stay  with  me ; — 
'  My  brother  Montague  shall  post  to  London : 

*  Let  noble  Warwick,  Cobham,  and  the  rest, 

*  Whom  we  have  left  protectors  of  the  king, 

*  With  powerful  policy  strengthen  themselves, 

*  And  trust  not  simple  Henry,  nor  his  oaths. 

*  Mont.  Brother,  I  go  ;  I'll  win  them,  fear  it  not  : 

*  And  thus  most  humbly  I  do  take  my  leave.         [Exit 

Enter  Sir  John  and  Sir  Hugh  Mortimer. 

York.  Sir  John,  and  sir  Hugh  Mortimer,  mine  uncles! 

*  You  are  come  to  Sandal  in  a  happy  hour ; 
The  army  of  the  queen  mean  to  besiege  u& 

Sir  John.  She  shall  not  need,  well  meet  her  in  the  field. 

*  York.  What,  with  five  thousand  men  ? 
Rich.  Ay,  with  five  hundred,  &ther,  for  a  need. 

A  woman's  general ;  what  should  we  fear  ? 

[A  march  afar  ojf. 
'  EdM).  I  hear  their  drums;  let's  set  our  men  in  order; 
'  And  issue  forth,  and  bid  them  battle  straight. 

*  York.  Five  men  to  twenty !— though  the  odds  be 

great, 

*  I  doubt  not,  uncle,  of  our  victory. 

*  Many  a  battle  have  I  won  in  Fntnce, 

'  When  as  the  enemy  hath  been  ten  to  one ; 
'  Why  should  I  not  now  have  the  like  success  ? 

[Alarum.    Exetmt 


VOL.  v.  I  I 
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SCENE  III. 
Plains  near  Sandal  Castle. 

Alarums  :   Excursions.    Enter  Rutland,  and  his  Tutor. 

'  Rut.  Ah,  whither  shall  I  fly  to  'scape  their  hands ! 
Ah,  tutor !  look,  where  bloody  Clifford  comes ! 

Enter  Clifford,  and  Soldiers. 

dif.  Chaplain,  away  !  thy  priesthood  saves  thy  life. 
As  for  the  brat  of  this  accursed  duke, 
Whose  father  *  slew  my  father, — ^he  shall  die. 

Tut.  And  I,  my  lord,  will  bear  him  company. 

Clif.  Soldiers,  away  with  him. 

*  Ttd,  Ah,  Clifford !  murder  not  this  innocent  child, 

*  Lest  thou  be  hated  both  of  God  and  man. 

[Exit,  forced  off  by  Soldiers. 
Clif.  How  now !  is  he  dead  already  ?  Or,  is  it  fear. 
That  makes  him  close  his  eyes  ? — I'll  open  them. 

*  Rut.  So  looks  the  pent-up  lion  o'er  the  wretch 
That  trembles  under  his  devouring  paws : 

And  so  he  walks,  insulting  o'er  his  prey  ; 

*  And  so  he  comes,  to  rend  his  limbs  asunder. — 

*  Ah,  gentle  Clifford,  kill  me  with  thy  sword, 

;  with  such  a  cruel  threat'ning  look, 
flifford,  hear  me  speak  before  I  die ; — 
>  mean  a  subject  for  thy  wrath, 
reveng'd  on  men,  and  let  me  live. 
In  vain  thou  speak'st,  poor  boy ;  my  father's  blood 
opp'd  the  passage  where  thy  words  should  enter. 
Then  let  my  father's  blood  open  it  again  ; 
man,  and,  Clifford,  cope  with  him. 
Had  I  thy  brethren  here,  their  lives,  and  thine 
t  revenge  sufficient  for  me  ; 
digg'd  up  thy  forefathers'  graves, 

e  father  — ]    i.  e.  the  father   of  which  brat,  namely,  the 
ork. 
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And  hung  their  rotten  coffins  up  in  chains, 

It  could  not  slake  mine  ire,  nor  ease  my  heart. 

The  sight  of  any  of  the  house  of  York 

Is  as  a  fury  to  torment  my  soul ; 

'  And  till  I  root  out  their  accursed  line, 

'  And  leave  not  one  alive,  I  live  in  hell. 

Therefore [Lifting  his  hand. 

Rut.  0,  let  me  pray  before  I  take  my  death : — 
To  thee  I  pray ;  Sweet  Clifford,  pity  me ! 

Clif.  Such  pity  as  my  rapier's  point  affords. 

'  Rvt.  I  never  did  thee  harm;  Why  wilt  thou  slay  me  ? 

aif.  Thy  father  hath. 

Rvt  But  'twas  ere  I  was  bom. 

Thou  hast  one  son,  for  his  sake  pity  me ; 
Lest  in  revenge  thereof, — sith  God  is  just, — 
He  be  as  miserably  slain  as  I. 
Ah,  let  me  live  in  prison  all  my  days  ; 
And  when  I  give  occasion  of  offence, 
Then  let  me  die,  for  now  thou  hast  no  cause. 

Cflif.  No  cause  ? 
Thy  father  slew  my  £Eirther ;  therefore,  die. 

[Clifford  stabs  him. 

Rut  Biifaciant,  laudis  swntma  sit  ista  turn  !      [Dies. 

Clif.  Plantagenet !  I  come,  Plantagenet ! 
And  this  thy  son's  blood,  cleaving  to  my  blade, 
Shall  rust  upon  my  weapon,  till  thy  blood. 
Congealed  with  this,  do  make  me  wipe  off  both.     [Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 
The  same. 

Alarum.     Enter  York. 

*  York.  The  army  of  the  queen  hath  got  the  field  : 

*  My  uncles  both  are  slain  in  rescuing  me ; 
'  And  all  my  followers  to  the  eager  foe 

'  Turn  back,  and  fly,  like  ships  before  the  wind, 

*  Or  lambs  pursu'd  by  hungry-starved  wolves. 

ii2 
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*  My  sons — God  knows,  what  hath  bechanced  them  : 
But  this  I  know, — ^they  have  demean'd  themselves 
Like  men  bom  to  renown,  by  life,  or  death. 

'  Three  times  did  Richard  make  a  lane  to  me  ; 
And  thrice  cried, — Cowrage,  faiher  !  figkt  it  out ! 

*  And  fiill  as  oft  came  Edward  to  my  side, 
With  purple  faulchion,  painted  to  the  hilt 

*  In  blood  of  those  that  had  encoimter'd  him : 

*  And  when  the  hardiest  warriors  did  retire, 
Richard  cried, — Charge  !  and  give  no  foot  of  ground  ! 
And  cried,  A  crown,  or  else  a  glorious  tomb  ! 

*  A  sceptre,  or  an  earthly  sepulchre  ! 

With  this,  we  charg'd  again :  but,  out,  alas ! 

*  We  bodg'd  again  * ;  as  I  have  seen  a  swan 

*  With  bootless  labour  swim  against  the  tide. 
And  spend  her  strength  with  over-matching  waves. 

[A  short  Alarum  within. 

*  Ah,  hark !  the  fatal  followers  do  pursue ; 

'  And  I  am  faint,  and  cannot  fly  their  fiiry  ; 
'  And,  were  I  strong,  I  would  not  shun  their  fury : 
'  The  sands  are  numbered  that  make  up  my  life  ; 
Here  must  I  stay,  and  here  my  life  must  end. 

Enter  Queen  Margaret,  Clifford,   Northumberland, 
and  Soldiers. 

*  Come,  bloody  Clifford, — rough  Northumberland, — 

*  I  dare  your  quenchless  fury  to  more  rage  ; 

*  I  am  your  butt,  and  I  abide  your  shot. 

North,  Yield  to  our  mercy,  proud  Plantagenei 
Clif  Ay,  to  such  mercy,  as  his  ruthless  arm, 
With  downright  payment,  show'd  unto  my  father. 
Now  Phaeton  hath  tumbled  from  his  car, 
And  made  an  evening  at  the  noontide  prick  •. 
York,  My  ashes,  as  the  phoenix,  may  bring  forth 

^  We  bodg'd  ogam ;]  i.  e.  we  boggled,  made  bad  or  hwigSng  work  of 
oitr  attempt  to  ralfy, 

^  noontide  prick,']     Or,  noontide  point  on  the  dial. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Scene  IV.  KING  HENRY  VI.  485 

*  A  bird  that  will  revenge  upon  you  all : 

*  And,  in  that  hope,  I  throw  mine  eyes  to  heaven, 
Scorning  whate'er  you  can  afflict  me  with. 

'  Why  come  you  not ?  what !  multitudes,  and  fear? 
Clif.  So  cowards  fight,  when  they  can  fly  no  further ; 

*  So  doves  do  peck  the  falcon's  piercing  taJons ; 
So  desperate  thieves,  all  hopeless  of  their  lives, 
Breathe  out  invectives  'gainst  the  officers. 

Ywrk,  0,  Clifford,  but  bethink  thee  once  again, 

*  And  in  thy  thought  o'er-run  my  former  time : 

*  And,  if  thou  canst  for  blushing,  view  this  fiuje ; 

And  bite  thy  tongue,  that  slanders  him  with  cowardice, 
'  Whose  frown  hath  made  thee  faint  and  fly  ere  this. 

Clif.  I  will  not  bandy  with  thee  word  for  word ; 
But  buckle  with  thee  blows,  twice  two  for  one.   [Z)rat(w. 

Q.  Mar,  Hold,  valiant  Clifford !  for  a  thousand  causes, 
I  would  prolong  awhile  the  traitor's  life : — 
Wrath  makes  him  deaf:  speak  thou,  Northumberland. 

North,  Hold,  Clifford ;  do  not  honour  him  so  much, 
To  prick  thy  finger,  though  to  wound  his  heart : 
What  valour  were  it,  when  a  cur  doth  grin. 
For  one  to  thrust  his  hand  between  his  teeth. 
When  he  might  spurn  him  with  his  foot  away  ? 
It  is  war's  prize '  to  take  all  vantages ; 

*  And  ten  to  one  is  no  impeach  of  valour. 

[They  lay  hands  on  York,  who  struggles, 
Clif.  Ay,  ay,  so  strives  the  woodcock  with  the  gin. 
North,  So  doth  the  coney  struggle  in  the  net. 

[York  is  taken  prisoner, 
York,  So  triumph  thieves  upon  their  conquer'd  booty ; 
So  true  men  yield,  with  robbers  so  o'er-match'd. 

North.  What  would  your  gmce  have  done  unto  him 

now  ? 
Q.  Mar,    Brave  warriors,  Clifford  and  Northumber- 
land, 

"^  It  it  war*s  prize  — ]     It  is  the  ctttimatiun  of  people  at  war ;  the 
settled  opinion. 
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Come  make  him  stand  upon  this  molehill  here ; 

'  That  ranght  *  at  mountains  with  outstretched  arms, 

Yet  parted  but  the  shadow  with  his  hand. — 

♦  What !  was  it  you,  that  would  be  England's  king  ? 
Was't  you,  that  revell'd  in  our  parliament, 

And  made  a  preachment  of  your  high  descent  ? 
Where  are  your  mess  of  sons,  to  back  you  now  ? 
The  wanton  Edward,  and  the  lusty  George  ? 

♦  And  Where's  that  valiant  crook-back  prodigy, 
Dicky  your  boy,  that,  with  his  grumbling  voice. 
Was  wont  to  cheer  his  dad  in  mutinies  ? 

Or,  with  the  rest,  where  is  your  darling  Rutland  ? 
Look,  York ;  I  stain'd  this  napkin '  with  the  blood 
That  valiant  CliJBTord,  with  his  rapier's  point, 
Made  issue  from  the  bosom  of  the  boy : 
And,  if  thine  eyes  can  water  for  his  death, 
I  give  thee  this  to  dry  thy  cheeks  withaL 

♦  Alas,  poor  York !  but  that  I  hate  thee  deadly, 
I  should  lament  thy  miserable  state. 

I  pr'ythee,  grieve,  to  make  me  merry,  York ; 
Stamp,  rave,  and  fret,  that  I  may  sing  and  dance. 
What,  hath  thy  fiery  heart  so  parch'd  thine  entrails, 
That  not  a  tear  can  fall  for  Rutland's  death  ? 

♦  Why  art  thou  patient,  man  ?  thou  should'st  be  mad ; 

♦  And  I,  to  make  thee  mad,  do  mock  thee  thua 
Thou  would'st  be  fee'd,  I  see,  to  make  me  sport ; 
York  cannot  speak,  imless  he  wear  a  crown. — 
A  crown  for  York ; — and,  lords,  bow  low  to  him. 
Hold  you  his  hands,  whilst  I  do  set  it  on. — 

[Putting  a  paper  Crown  on  his  Head, 
Ay,  marry,  sir,  now  looks  he  like  a  king ! 
Ay,  this  is  he  that  took  king  Henry's  chair ; 
And  this  is  he  was  his  adopted  heir. — 
But  how  is  it,  that  great  Plantagenet 

•  That  raught  — ]  i.  e.  that  reacfCd,    The  ancient  preterite  and 
participle  passive  of  reach, 

^  ^—  this  napkin  — ]    A  nt^kin  b  a  handkerchief. 
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Is  crown'd  so  soon,  and  broke  his  solemn  oath  ? 

As  I  bethink  me,  you  should  not  be  king, 

Till  our  king  Henry  had  shook  hands  with  death. 

And  win  you  pale  *  your  head  in  Henry's  glory, 

And  rob  his  temples  of  the  diadem. 

Now  in  his  liife,  against  your  holy  oath  ? 

0,  'tis  a  foult  too,  too  unpardonable ! — 

Off  with  the  crown ;  and,  with  the  crown,  his  head ; 

And,  whilst  we  breathe,  take  time  to  do  him  dead  *. 

Clif.  That  is  my  office,  for  my  fiither's  sake. 

Q.  Mar,  Nay,  stay ;  let's  hear  the  orisons  he  makes. 

York,  She-wolf  of  France,  but  worse  than  wolves  of 
France, 
'  Whose  tongue  more  poisons  than  the  adder's  tooth  ! 
How  ill-beseeming  is  it  in  thy  sex. 
To  triumph  like  an  Amazonian  trull, 
*  Upon  their  woes,  whom  fortime  captivates ! 
But  that  thy  face  is,  visor-like,  unchanging, 
Made  impudent  with  use  of  evil  deeds, 
I  would  assay,  proud  queen,  to  make  thee  blush : 
To  tell  thee  whence  thou  cam'st,  of  whom  deriv'd, 
Were  shame  enough  to  shame  thee,  wert  thou  not 

shameless. 
Thy  ^Either  bears  the  type*  of  king  of  Naples, 
Of  both  the  Sicils,  and  Jerusalem ; 
Yet  not  so  wealthy  as  an  English  yeoman. 
Hath  that  poor  monarch  taught  thee  to  insult  ? 
It  needs  not,  nor  it  boots  thee  not,  proud  queen ; 
Unless  the  adage  must  be  verified, — 
That  beggars,  mounted,  run  their  horse  to  death. 
'Tis  beauty,  that  doth  oft  make  women  proud ; 
But  God,  he  knows,  thy  share  thereof  is  small : 
'Tis  virtue,  that  doth  make  them  most  admir'd  ; 
The  contrary  doth  make  thee  wonder'd  at : 

'  And  mUtfou  pale  — ]  i.  e.  impale,  encircle  with  a  crown. 

^  to  do  km  dead,]     To  kill  him. 

' the  type  — ]  i.  e.  the  distinguishing  mark  ;  an  obsolete  use 

of  the  word. 
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Tis  government,  that  makes  them  seem  divine  ^ ; 

The  want  thereof  makes  thee  abominable : 

Thou  art  as  opposite  to  every  good, 

As  the  antipodes  are  imto  us, 

Or  as  the  south  to  the  septentrion  *. 

0,  tiger's  heart,  wrapp'd  in  a  woman's  hide ! 

How  oould'st  thou  drain  the  life-blood  of  the  child, 

To  bid  the  father  wipe  his  eyes  withal, 

And  yet  be  seen  to  bear  a  woman's  face  ? 

Women  are  soft,  mild,  pitiful,  and  flexible ; 

'  Thou  stem,  obdurate,  flinty,  rough,  remorseless. 

'  Bid'st  thou  me  rage  ?  why  now  thou  hast  thy  wish : 

*  Would'st  have  me  weep  ?  why,  now  thou  hast  thy  will : 
'  For  raging  wind  blows  up  incessant  showers, 

And,  when  the  rage  allays,  the  rain  begins. 
These  tears  are  my  sweet  Rutland's  obsequies ; 

*  And  every  drop  cries  vengeance  for  his  death, — 

*  'Gainst  thee,  fell  Clifford, — and  thee,  false  French- 

woman. 

North,  Beshrew  me,  but  his  passions  move  me  so. 
That  hardly  can  I  check  my  eyes  from  tears. 

York,  That  £Ekce  of  his  the  hungry  cannibals 
Would  not  have  touch'd,  would  not  have  stain'd  with 

blood: 
But  you  are  more  inhuman,  more  inexorable, — 
0,  ten  times  more, — than  tigers  of  Hyrcania. — 
See,  ruthless  queen,  a  hapless  £Either's  tears : 
This  cloth  thou  dipp'dst  in  blood  of  my  sweet  boy, 
And  I  with  tears  do  wash  the  blood  away. 
Keep  thou  the  napkin,  and  go  boast  of  this : 

[He  gives  back  the  Handkerchief. 
And,  if  thou  tell'st  the  heavy  story  right, 
Upon  my  soul,  the  hearers  will  shed  tears ; 

*  'Till  goyemment,  that  makes  them  seem  dkifte;]  Government, 
in  the  language  of  that  time,  signified  evenness  of  temper,  and 
decency  of  manners.    Johnson. 

''  septentrion,]  i.  e.  the  north.     Septentrioj  Lat. 
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Yea,  even  my  foes  will  shed  fiBust-fiJling  tears, 

And  say, — Alas,  it  was  a  piteous  deed ! 

There,  take  the  crown,  and,  with  the  crown,  my  curse  ; 

And,  in.  thy  need,  such  comfort  come  to  thee. 

As  now  I  reajt  at  thy  too  cruel  hand ! — 

Hard-hearted  Clifford,  take  me  from  the  world ; 

My  soul  to  heaven,  my  blood  upon  your  heads ! 

North.  Had  he  been  slaughterman  to  all  my  kin, 
*  I  should  not  for  my  life  but  weep  with  him. 
To  see  how  inly  sorrow  gripes  his  souL 

Q.  Mar.  What,  weeping-ripe,  my  lord  Northumber- 
land? 
Think  but  upon  the  wrong  he  did  us  all. 
And  that  will  quickly  dry  thy  melting  tears. 

Clif.  Here's  for  my  oath,  here's  for  my  father's  death 

[Stabbing  him. 

Q.  Mar.  And  here's  to  right  our  gentle-hearted  king. 

[Stabbing  him. 

York.  Open  thy  gate  of  mercy,  gracious  God ! 
'  My  soul  flies  through  these  woimds  to  seek  out  thee. 

[Dies. 

Q.  Mar.  Off  with  his  head,  and  set  it  on  York  gates  ; 
So  York  may  overlook  the  town  of  York.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. — A  Plain  near  Mortimer's  Cross  in 
Herefordshire. 

Drums.    Enter  Edward  and  Richard,  tuith  their  Forces, 
marching. 

*  Edw.  1  wonder,  how  our  princely  father  'scap'd ; 

*  Or  whether  he  be  'scap'd  away,  or  no, 

*  From  Clifford's  and  Northumberland's  pursuit 

*  Had  he  been  ta'en,  we  should  have  heard  the  news ; 
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Had  he  been  slain,  we  should  have  heard  the  news  ; 
^  Or,  had  he  'scap'd,  methinks,  we  should  have  heurd 

•  The  happy  tidings  of  his  good  escape. — 

*  How  fares  my  brother  ?  why  is  he  so  sad  ? 
Rich.  I  cannot  joy,  until  I  be  resolv'd 

Where  our  right  valiant  £Either  is  become. 

'  I  saw  him  in  the  battle  range  about ; 

'  And  watch'd  him,  how  he  singled  CliiSbrd  forth. 

'  Methought,  he  bore  him'  in  the  thickest  troop, 

As  doth  a  lion  in  a  herd  of  neat : 

♦  Or  as  a  bear,  encompassed  round  with  dogs ; 

•  Who  having  pinch'd  a  few,  and  made  them  cry, 
^  The  rest  stand  all  aloof,  and  bark  at  him. 

*  So  fer'd  our  father  with  his  enemies ; 

*  So  fled  his  enemies  my  warlike  &ther ; 

'  Methinks,  'tis  prize  enough  to  be  his  son. 
See,  how  the  morning  opes  her  golden  gates, 
And  takes  her  farewell  of  the  glorious  sunV' 

•  How  well  resembles  it  the  prime  of  youth, 

•  Trimm'd  like  a  younker,  prancing  to  his  love 

Edw,  Dazzle  mine  eyes,  or  do  I  see  three  suns 
Rich.  Three  glorious  sims,  each  one  a  perfect  sun : 

Not  separated  with  the  racking  clouds*. 

But  sever'd  in  a  pale  clear-shining  sky. 

See,  see !  they  join,  embrace,  and  seem  to  kiss, 

As  if  they  vow'd  some  league  inviolable : 

Now  are  they  but  one  lamp,  one  light,  one  sun. 

In  this  the  heaven  figures  some  event 

^  Edw.  Tis  wondrous  strange,   the  like  yet  never 
heard  of 

I  think,  it  cites  us,  brother,  to  the  field ; 

That  we,  the  sons  of  brave  Plantagenet, 

*  Methought,  he  bore  him  — ]  i.  e.  he  demeaned  himself. 

7  And  takes  her  faarewell  of  the  glanom  nm !]  Aaron  takes  for 
a  time  her  ferewell  of  the  sun,  when  she  dismisses  him  to  his  diurna] 
course. 

• the  racking  clouds,]   i.  e.  the  clouds  in  rapid,  tumultuary 

motion. 
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'  Each  one  already  blazing  by  our  meeds', 
Should,  notwithstanding,  join  our  lights  together, 

*  And  over-shine  the  earth,  as  this  the  world. 

*  Whatever  it  bodes,  henceforward  will  I  bear 
Upon  my  target  three  fair  shining  suns. 

*  Rich.  Nay,  bear  three  daughters  ; — ^by  your  leave 

speak  it, 

*  You  love  the  breeder  better  than  the  male. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

*  But  what  art  thou,  whose  heavy  looks  foretel 

*  Some  dreadful  story  hanging  on  thy  tongue  ? 

Me88.  Ah,  one  that  was  a  woful  looker  on, 
When  as  the  noble  duke  of  York  was  slain, 

*  Yoiu*  princely  fiither,  and  my  loving  lord. 

*  Edw.  0,  speak  no  more*!    for  I  have  heard  to 

much. 

*  Rich,  Say  how  he  died,  for  I  will  hear  it  all. 

*  Mess.  Environed  he  was  with  many  foes ; 

*  And  stood  against  them,  as  the  hope  of  Troy* 

*  Against  the  Greeks,  that  woidd  have  enter'd  Troy. 

*  But  Hercules  himself  must  yield  to  odds ; 

'  And  many  strokes,  though  with  a  little  axe, 

*  Hew  down  and  fell  the  hardest-timber'd  oak. 

*  By  many  hands  your  father  was  subdu'd  ; 

*  But  only  slaughtered  by  the  ireful  arm 

*  Of  imrelenting  Clifford,  and  the  queen : 

*  Who  crown'd  the  gracious  duke,  in  high  despite  ; 

*  Laugh'd  in  his  &ce ;  and,  when  with  grief  he  wept, 

*  The  ruthless  queen  gave  him,  to  dry  his  cheeks, 
'  A  napkin  steeped  in  the  harmless  blood 

*  Of  sweet  yoimg  Rutland,  by  rough  Clifford  slain  : 

• blazing  by  our  meeds,]   Meed  here  means  merit. 

>  O,  tpeak  no  more  .^  The  generous  tenderness  of  Edward,  and 
savage  fortitude  of  Richard,  are  well  distinguished  by  their  different 
reception  of  their  father's  death.    Johnson. 

2  ffig  hope  of  Troy  — ]    Hector. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


492  THIRD  PART  OF  Act  II. 

'  And^  after  many  scorns,  many  foul  taunts, 

*  They  took  his  head,  and  on  the  gates  of  York 
'  They  set  the  same ;  and  there  it  doth  remain, 
'  The  saddest  spectacle  that  e'er  I  view'd. 

Edw.  Sweet  duke  of  York,  our  prop  to  lean  upon  ; 

*  Now  thou  art  gone,  we  have  no  staff,  no  stay ! — 

*  0  Clifford,  boist'rous  Clifford,  thou  hast  slain 

*  The  flower  of  Europe  for  his  chivalry  ; 

*  And  treacherously  hast  thou  vanquished  him, 

*  For,  hand  to  hand,  he  would  have  vanquish'd  thee ! — 
Now  my  soul's  palace  is  become  a  prison : 

Ah,  would  she  break  from  hence !  that  this  my  body 

*  Might  in  the  groimd  be  closed  up  in  rest : 
'  For  never  henceforth  shall  I  joy  again, 

*  Never,  0  never,  shall  I  see  more  joy. 

'  Rich.  I  cannot  weep ;  for  all  my  body's  moisture 
Scarce  serves  to  quench  my  furnace-burning  heart : 

*  Nor  can  my  tongue  imload  my  heart's  great  burden  ; 

*  For  self-same  wind,  that  I  should  speak  withal, 

*  Is  kindling  coals,  that  fire  all  my  breast, 

*  And  bum  me  up  with  flames,  that  tears  would  quench. 

*  To  weep,  is  to  make  less  the  depth  of  grief: 

3ars,  then,  for  babes ;  blows,  and  revenge,  for  me ! — 
Lchard,  I  bear  thy  name,  I'll  venge  thy  death, 
r  die  renowned  by  attempting  it. 
'dw.  His  name  that  valiant  duke  hath  left  with  thee  ; 
is  dukedom  and  his  chair  with  me  is  left. 
lich.  Nay,  if  thou  be  that  princely  eagle's  bird, 
w  thy  descent  by  gazing  'gainst  the  sun : 
chair  and  dukedom,  throne  and  kingdom  say ; 
ler  that  is  thine,  or  else  thou  wert  not  his. 

arch.    Enter  Warwick  and  Montaque,  wUh  Forces. 

Var.  How  now,  fair  lords  ?  What  fare  ?  what  news 

abroad? 
Rich.  Great  lord  of  Warwick,  if  we  should  recount 
baleful  news,  and,  at  each  word's  deliverance, 
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Stab  poniards  in  our  flesh,  till  all  were  told, 

The  words  would  add  more  anguish  than  the  wounds. 

0  valiant  lord,  the  duke  of  York  is  slain. 

Edw.  0  Warwick !  Warwick !  thit  Plantagenet, 
Which  held  thee  dearly,  as  his  soul's  redemption. 
Is  by  the  stem  lord  CliiSbrd  done  to  death. 

War,  Ten  days  ago  I  drown'd  these  news  in  tears : 
And  now,  to  add  more  measure  to  your  woes, 

1  come  to  tell  you  things  since  then  be&U'n. 
After  the  bloody  fray  at  Wakefield  fought. 
Where  your  brave  father  breathed  his  latest  gasp. 
Tidings,  as  swiftly  as  the  posts  coidd  run, 

Were  brought  me  of  your  loss,  and  his  depart. 

I  then  in  London,  keeper  of  the  king, 

Muster'd  my  soldiers,  gathered  flocks  of  friends. 

And  very  well  appointed,  as  I  thought, 

March'd  towards  Saint  Alban's  to  intercept  the  queen, 

Bearing  the  king  in  my  behalf  along : 

For  by  my  scouts  I  was  advertised. 

That  she  was  coming  with  a  frill  intent 

To  dash  our  late  decree  in  parliament, 

*  Touching  king's  Henry's  oath,  and  your  succession. 
Short  tale  to  make, — we  at  Saint  Alban's  met. 

Our  battles  join'd,  and  both  sides  fiercely  fought : 
But,  whether  'twas  the  coldness-  of  the  king, 
Who  look'd  frill  gently  on  his  warlike  queen. 
That  robb'd  my  soldiers  of  their  hated  spleen ; 
Or  whether  'twas  report  of  her  success  ; 
Or  more  than  common  fear  of  Clifford's  rigour, 
'  Who  thimders  to  his  captives — ^blood  and  death, 
I  cannot  judge :  but,  to  conclude  with  truth. 
Their  weapons  like  to  lightning  came  and  went ; 
Our  soldiers' — ^like  the  night-owl's  lazy  flight, 

*  Or  like  a  lazy  thrasher  with  a  flail, — 

Fell  gently  down,  as  if  they  struck  their  friends. 
I  cheer'd  them  up  with  justice  of  our  cause, 
With  promise  of  high  pay,  and  great  rewards : 
But  all  in  vain  ;  they  had  no  heart  to  fight, 
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And  we,  in  them,  no  hope  to  win  the  day, 
So  that  we  fled :  the  king,  unto  the  queen ; 
Lord  George  your  brother,  Norfolk,  and  myself 
In  haste,  post-haste,  are  come  to  join  with  you ; 
For  in  the  marches  here,  we  heard  you  were, 
Making  another  head  to  fight  again. 

'  Edw.  Where  is  the  duke  ofNorfolk,  gentle  Warwick? 
And  when  came  George  from  Burgundy  to  England  ? 

'  War.  Some  six  miles  off  the  duke  is  with  the 
soldiers : 
And  for  your  brother,  he  was  lately  sent 
From  your  kind  aunt,  duchess  of  Burgundy, 
*  With  aid  of  soldiers  to  this  needful  war. 

Rich.  'Twas  odds,  belike,  when  valiant  Warwick  fled : 
Oft  have  I  heard  his  praises  in  pursuit, 
But  ne'er  till  now,  his  scandal  of  retire. 

War,  Nor  now  my  scandal,  Richard,  dost  thou  hear ; 
For  thou  shalt  know,  this  strong  right  hand  of  mine 
Can  pluck  the  diadem  from  fidnt  Henry's  head. 
And  wring  the  awfiil  scepter  from  his  fist ; 
Were  he  as  fitmous  and  as  bold  in  war. 
As  he  is  femi'd  for  mildness,  peace,  and  prayer. 

RuJl  I  know  it  well,  lord  Warwick  :  blwie  me  not  : 
'Tis  love,  I  bear  thy  glories,  makes  me  speak. 
But,  in  this  troublous  time,  what's  to  be  done  ? 
Shall  we  go  throw  away  our  coats  of  steel. 
And  wrap  our  bodies  in  black  mourning  gowns, 
Numb'ring  our  Ave-Maries  with  our  beads  ? 
Or  shall  we  on  the  helmets  of  our  foes 
Tell  our  devotion  with  revengeful  arms  ? 
If  for  the  last,  say, — Ay,  and  to  it,  lords. 

War,  Why,  therefore  Warwick  came   to  seek  you 
out; 
And  therefore  comes  my  brother  Montague. 
Attend  me,  lords.     The  proud  insulting  queen. 
With  Clifford,  and  the  haught  Northumberland*, 

•  haught  Northumberland,]    i.  e.  high  spirited,  or  haughty. 
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And  of  their  feather,  many  more  proud  birds, 

Have  wrought  the  easy  melting  king  like  wax. 

He  swore  consent  to  your  succession, 

His  oath  enrolled  in  the  parliament ; 

And  now  to  London  all  the  crew  are  gone, 

To  frustrate  both  his  oath,  and  what  beside 

May  make  against  the  house  of  Lancaster. 

'  Their  power,  I  think,  is  thirty  thousand  strong : 

Now,  if  the  help  of  Norfolk,  and  myself, 

With  all  the  friends  that  thou,  brave  earl  of  March, 

Amongst  the  loving  Welshmen  canst  procure, 

*  Will  but  amount  to  five  and  twenty  thousand. 
Why,  Via  !  to  London  will  we  march  amain ; 
And  once  again  bestride  our  foaming  steeds, 

*  And  once  again  cry — Charge  upon  our  foes ! 
But  never  once  again  turn  back,  and  fly. 

Rich.  Ay,  now,  methinks,   I   hear  great    Warwick 
speak: 
Ne'er  may  he  live  to  see  a  sunshine  day, 

*  That  cries — Retire,  if  Warwick  bid  him  stay. 

Edw.  Lord  Warwick,  on  thy  shoulder  will  I  lean ; 

*  And  when  thou  fall'st,  (as  God  forbid  the  hour !) 
Must  Edward  fall,  which  peril  heaven  forefend ! 

War,  No  longer  earl  of  March,  but  duke  of  York  ; 
'  The  next  degree  is,  England's  royal  throne : 
For  king  of  Ei^land  shalt  thou  be  proclaim'd 
In  every  borough  as  we  pass  along ; 
And  he  that  throws  not  up  his  cap  for  joy, 

*  Shall  for  the  fault  make  forfeit  of  his  head. 
King  Edward, — valiant  Richard,— Montague, — 
Stay  we  no  longer  dreaming  of  renown, 

'  But  soimd  the  trumpets,  and  about  our  task. 

*  Rich,  Then,  Clifford,  were  thy  heart  as  hard  as 
steel, 

*  (As  thou  hast  shown  it  flinty  by  thy  deeds,) 

*  I  come  to  pierce  it, — or  to  give  thee  mine. 

* Edw.  Then   strike   up,   drums; — God,   and    Saint 
George  for  us ! 
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Enier  a  Messenger 

War.  How  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Mess,  The  duke  of  Norfolk  sends  you  word  by  me, 
The  queen  is  coming  with  a  puissant  host ; 
And  craves  your  company  for  speedy  counsel. 

'  War,  Why  then  it  sorts*,  brave  warriors:    Let's 
away.  [Exeunt 


SCENE  II. 
Before  York. 

Enter  King  Hbnbt,  Queen  Margaret,   the  Prince  of 
Wales,  Clifford,  and  Northumberland,  with  Forces. 

Q.  Mar.  Welcome,   my  lord,  to  this  brave  town   of 
York. 
Vender's  the  bead  of  that  arch-enemy. 
That  sought  to  be  encompassed  with  your  crown : 
'  Doth  not  the  object  cheer  your  heart,  my  lord  ? 

'  K.  Hen.  Ay,  as  the  rocks  cheer  them  that  fear  their 
wreck; 
To  see  this  sight,  it  irks  my  very  soul. — 
Withhold  revenge,  dear  God !  'tis  not  my  £a,ult, 
Not  wittingly  have  I  infringed  my  vow. 

Clif  My  gracious  liege,  this  too  much  lenity 
And  hannful  pity  must  be  laid  asida 
To  whom  do  lions  cast  their  gentle  looks  ? 
Not  to  the  beast  that  would  usurp  their  den. 
Whose  hand  is  that  the  forest  bear  doth  lick  ? 
Not  his,  that  spoils  her  young  before  her  &ce. 
Who  'scapes  the  lurking  serpent's  mortal  sting  ? 
Not  he,  that  sets  his  foot  upon  her  back. 
The  smallest  worm  will  turn,  being  trodden  on  ; 

*  Why  then  U  sorU^]    Why  then  things  are  as  they  should  lie. 
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'  And  doves  will  peck,  in  safeguard  of  their  brood. 

Ambitious  York  did  level  at  thy  crown, 

Thou  smiling,  while  he  knit  his  angry  brows : 

He,  but  a  duke,  would  have  his  son  a  king. 

And  raise  his  issue,  like  a  loving  sire ; 

Thou,  being  a  king,  bless'd  with  a  goodly  son, 

Didst  yield  consent  to  disinherit  him, 

'  Which  argued  thee  a  most  unloving  Mher. 

Unreasonable  creatures  feed  their  young : 

And  though  man's  £Etce  be  fearful  to  their  eyes, 

Yet,  in  protection  of  their  tender  ones. 

Who  hath  not  seen  them  (even  with  those  wings 

'  Which  sometime  they  have  us'd  with  fearful  flight,) 

Make  war  with  him  that  climb'd  unto  their  nest. 

Offering  their  own  lives  in  their  young's  defence  ? 

For  shame,  my  liege,  make  them  your  precedent ! 

Were  it  not  pity,  that  this  goodly  boy 

Should  lose  his  birthright  by  his  father's  fault ; 

And  long  hereafter  say  imto  his  child, — 

What  my  grecU^andfather  and  grandsire  got, 

My  cardessfcither  fondly*- gave  away  ? 

Ah,  what  a  shame  were  this !     Look  on  the  boy  ; 

And  let  his  manly  face,  which  promiseth 

Successful  fortune,  steel  thy  melting  heart. 

To  hold  tliine  own,  and  leave  thine  own  with  him. 

K.  Hen.  Full  well  hath  Clifford  play'd  the  orator, 
Inferring  arguments  of  mighty  force. 
'  But,  Clifford,  tell  me,  did'st  thou  never  hear, — 
That  things  ill  got  had  ever  bad  success  •  ? 
And  happy  always  was  it  for  that  son. 
Whose  father'  for  his  hoarding  went  to  hell  ? 

•  fondly  — ]  I,  e.  foolishly. 

•  dttTst  thou  never  hear, — 

T^hai  things  ill  got  had  ever  bad  success  f  &c.]     The  proverb 
quoted  by  his  majesty  on  this  occasion  seems  to  militate  directly 
against   his  own  argument,  and  shows  that  things  ill  got   might 
have  good  success.     M.  Mason. 
^  Whose  fat/ier,  &c.]    Alluding  to  a  common  proverb  : 

**  Happy  the  child  whose  father  went  to  the  devil." 
VOL.  V.  K  k 
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I'll  leave  my  son  my  virtuous  deeds  behind ; 

And  'would  my  &ther  had  left  me  no  more ! 

Por  all  the  rest  is  held  at  sudi  a  rate, 

'  As  brings  a  thousand-fold  more  care  to  keep, 

'  Than  in  possession  any  jot  of  pleasure. 

Ah,  cousin  York !  'would  thy  best  friends  did  know, 

*  How  it  doth  grieve  me  that  thy  head  is  here ! 

*  Q.  Mar.  My  lord,  cheer  up  your  spirits ;  our  foes  are 
nigh, 
'  And  this  soft  courage  makes  your  followers  fiunt. 
'  You  promis'd  knighthood  to  our  forward  son ; 
'  Unsheath  your  sword,  and  dub  him  presently. — 
Edward,  kneel  down. 

K.  Hen.  Edward  Plantagenet,  arise  a  knight ; 
And  learn  this  lesson, — Draw  thy  sword  in  right 

Prince.  My  gracious  &ther,  by  your  kingly  leave, 
I'll  draw  it  as  apparent  to  the  crown, 
And  in  that  quarrel  use  it  to  the  death. 

Cflif.  Why,  that  is  spoken  like  a  toward  prince. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Royal  commanders,  be  in  readiness : 

*  For,  with  a  band  of  thirty  thousand  men. 
Comes  Warwick,  backing  of  the  duke  of  York  ; 
And,  in  the  towns  as  they  do  march  along. 
Proclaims  him  king,  and  many  fly  to  him : 

*  Darraign  •  your  battle,  for  they  are  at  hand. 

Clif.  1  would  your  highness  would  depart  the  field , 
The  queen  hath  best  success  when  you  are  absent. 

Q.  Mar.    Aj,  good  my  lord,  and  leave  us  to  our 
fortune. 

K.  Hen.  Why,  that's  my  fortune  too ;  therefore  I'll  stay. 

North.  Be  it  with  resolution  then  to  fight 

Prince.  My  royal  father,  cheer  these  noble  lords, 
And  hearten  those  that  fight  in  your  defence : 
Unsheath  your  sword,  good  &ther ;  cry,  Saint  George  ! 

•  Darraign  — ]  That  is.  Range  your  host,  put  your  host  in  order. 
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March.    Enter  Edward,  Gboege,  Riohabd,  Warwick, 
Norfolk,  Montague,  and  Soldiera 

*  Edw.   Now,  perjur'd  Henry!    wilt  thou  kneel  for 

grace, 
'  And  set  thy  diadem  upon  my  head ; 

*  Or  bide  the  mortal  fortune  of  the  field  ? 

Q.  Mar,  Go,  rate  thy  minions,  proud  insulting  boy ! 

*  Becomes  it  thee  to  be  thus  bold  in  terms, 

*  Before  thy  sovereign,  and  thy  lawful  king  ? 

Edw,  I  am  his  king,  and  he  should  bow  his  knee ; 
I  was  adopted  heir  by  his  consent : 
Since  when,  his  oath  is  broke ;  for,  as  I  hear. 
You — ^that  are  king,  though  he  do  wear  the  crown, — 
Have  caus'd  him,  by  new  act  of  parliament, 

*  To  blot  out  me,  and  put  his  own  son  in. 

*  Clif,  And  reason  too ; 

Who  should  succeed  the  father,  but  the  son? 

*  Rich,    Are    you    there,    butcher?  —  0,   I   cannot 


'  Clif.  Ay,  crook-back ;  here  I  stand,  to  answer  thee, 
'  Or  any  he  the  proudest  of  thy  sort. 
Rich,   'Twas  you  that  kill'd  young  Rutland,  was  it 

not? 
Clif.  Ay,  and  old  York,  and  yet  not  satisfy'd. 
Rich.  For  God's  sake,  lords,  give  signal  to  the  fight. 
War.  What  say'st  thou,  Henry,  wilt  thou  yield  the 

crown? 
*  Q.  Mar.   Why,  how  now,  long-tongu'd  Warwick  ? 
dare  you  speak  ? 
When  you  and  I  met  at  Saint  Alban's  last. 
Your  legs  did  better  service  than  your  hands. 

War.    Then  'twas  my  turn  to  fly,    and    now  'tis 

thine. 
Clif.  You  said  so  much  before,  and  yet  you  fled. 
War.    'Twas  not    your  valour,   Clifibrd,   drove   me 
thence. 

Kk2      ' 
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*  Norih.  No,  nor  your  manhood,  that  durst  make  you 

stay. 

Rich,  Northumberland,  I  hold  thee  reverently ; — 
Break  off  the  parte ;  for  scarce  I  can  refrain 
The  execution  of  my  big-swoln  heart 
Upon  that  Clifford,  that  cruel  child-killer. 

Clif.  I  slew  thy  father :  Call'st  thou  him  a  child  ? 

Rich,  Ay,  like  a  dastard,  and  a  treacherous  coward, 
As  thou  didst  kill  our  tender  brother  Rutland  ; 
But,  ere  sun-set.  111  make  thee  curse  the  deed. 

K,  Hen,  Have  done  with  words,  my  lords,  and  hear 
me  speak. 

Q.  Mar,  Defy  them  then,  or  else  hold  close  thy  lips. 

K,  Hen,  I  pr  ythee,  give  no  limits  to  my  tongue  ; 
I  am  a  king,  and  privileg'd  to  speak. 

Clif,  My  liege,  the  wound,  that  bred  this  meeting 
here. 
Cannot  be  cur'd  by  words ;  therefore  be  still. 

Rich,  Then,  executioner,  unsheath  thy  sword : 
By  him  that  made  us  all,  I  am  resolv'd  •, 
*  That  Clifford's  manhood  lies  upon  his  tongue. 

'  Edw,  Say,  Henry,  shall  I  have  my  right,  or  no  ? 
A  thousand  men  have  broke  their  fasts  to-day. 
That  ne'er  shall  dine,  unless  thou  yield  the  crown. 

War,  If  thou  deny,  their  blood  upon  thy  head ; 
Por  York  in  justice  puts  his  armour  on. 

*  Prince,   If  that   be  right,  which  Warwick  says  is 

right, 
ire  is  no  wrong,  but  every  thing  is  right. 
lich.  Whoever  got  thee,  there  thy  mother  stands ; 
,  well  I  wot,  thou  hast  thy  mother's  tongue. 
\  Mar.  But  thou  art  neither  like  thy  sire,  nor  dam  ; 
like  a  foul  misshapen  stigmatick, 
k'd  by  the  destinies  to  be  avoided, 
9  venom  toads,  or  lizards'  dreadful  stings. 

/  am  resolv'dt]     It  is  my  firm  persuasion  ;  I  am  no  longer 

>ubt. 
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Rich.  Iron  of  Naples,  hid  with  English  gilt, 
Whose  £sither  bears  the  title  of  a  king, 
(As  if  a  channel  should  be  call'd  the  sea ',) 

*  Sham'st  thou  not,  knowing  whence  thou  art  extraught, 

*  To  let  thy  tongue  detect  *  thy  base-bom  heart  ? 
£dw.  A  wisp  of   straw*  were  worth    a    thousand 

crowns. 
To  make  this  shameless  callet  *  know  herself. — 

*  Helen  of  Greece  was  fairer  fiir  than  thou, 

*  Although  thy  husband  may  be  Menelaus  * ; 

*  And  ne'er  was  Agamemnon's  brother  wrong'd 

*  By  that  &lse  woman,  as  this  king  by  thee. 

*  His  fether  revell'd  in  the  heart  of  France, 

And  tam'd  the  king,  and  made  the  Dauphin  stoop ; 
And,  had  he  match'd  according  to  his  state, 
He  might  have  kept  that  glory  to  this  day : 
But,  when  he  took  a  beggar  to  his  bed, 
And  grac'd  thy  poor  sire  with  his  bridal  day  ; 

*  Even  then  that  sunshine  brew'd  a  shower  for  him, 

*  That  wash'd  his  Other's  fortunes  forth  of  France, 
And  heap'd  sedition  on  his  crown  at  home. 

*  For  what  hath  broach'd  this  tumult,  but  thy  pride  ? 
Hadst  thou  been  meek,  our  title  still  had  slept : 
And  we,  in  pity  of  the  gentle  king. 

Had  slipp'd  our  claim  until  another  age. 

*  Oeo.  But,  when  we  saw  our  simshine  made  thy 
spring, 

'  (As^f  a  channel  should  be  caWd  the  tea,)]  A  channel,  in  our 
author's  time,  signiiied  what  we  now  call  a  kennel, 

'  To  let  thy  tongue  detect  — ]  To  show  thy  meanness  of  birth 
by  the  indecency  of  language  with  which  thou  railest  at  my 
deformity.    Johnson. 

•  A  tuitp  of  straw  — ]  An  instrument  of  correction  that  might 
disgrace,  but  not  hurt  her.  A  wbp  was  also  the  punishment  for 
a  sc^ld. 

*  To  make  this  shameless  callet—]  Callet,  a  lewd  woman,  a 
drab,  perhaps  so  called  from  the  French  calote,  which  was  a  sort 
of  head-dress  worn  by  country  girls. 

^  Menelaus ;]  i.  e.  a  cuckold. 
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'  And  that  th  j  summer  bred  us  no  increase  *, 
We  set  the  axe  to  thy  usurping  root ; 
And  though  the  edge  hath  something  hit  ourselves, 
'  Yet,  know  thou,  since  we  have  begun  to  strike, 
*  Well  never  leave,  till  we  have  hewn  thee  down. 
Or  bath'd  thy  growing  with  our  heated  bloods. 

Edw.  And,  in  this  resolution,  I  defy  thee ; 
Not  willing  any  longer  conference. 
Since  thou  deny'st  the  gentle  king  to  speak. — 
Sound  trumpets ! — ^let  our  bloody  colours  wave ! — 
And  either  victory,  or  else  a  grave. 

Q.  Mar.  Stay,  Edward. 

Edw.  No,  wrangling  woman ;  well  no  longer  stay ; 
These  words  will  cost  ten  thousand  lives  to-day.  [ExewU. 


SCENE  III. 

A   Field  of  BatUe*   between  Towton  and  Saxton  in 
Yorkshire. 


Alarums:  Ewcuraione.    Enter Wakwick. 

*  War.  Porspent  with  toil,  as  runners  with  a  race, 
I  lay  me  down  a  little  while  to  breathe : 
Por  strokes  received,  and  many  blows  repaid. 
Have  robb'd  my  strong-knit  sinews  of  their  strength, 
'  And,  spite  of  spite,  needs  must  I  rest  awhile. 


we  taw  our  sunshine  made  thy  spring. 

And  thai  thtf  summer  bred  us  no  increase,]  When  we  saw 
;  by  faTOuriDg  thee  we  made  thee  grow  in  fortune,  but  that  we 
»Ted  DO  advantage  from  thy  fortune  flourishing  by  our  fityour, 
then  resolved  to  destroy  thee,  and  determined  to  try  some  other 
ins,  though  our  first  efforts  have  failed. 

A  Field  of  Battle,  &c.]  We  should  read  near  Towton.  Shak- 
u>e  has  here,  perhaps  intentionally,  thrown  three  (Ufferent  ao- 
s  into  one. 
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Enter  Edward,  rwnmng, 

Edw,  Smile,  gentle  heaven !  or  strike,  ungentle  death! 

*  For  this  world  frowns,  and  Edward's  sun  is  clouded. 

War,  How  now,  my  lord  ?  what  hap  ?  what  hope  of 
good? 

.Enfer  George. 

*  Qeo,  Our  hap  is  loss,  our  hope  but  sad  despair ; 
'  Our  ranks  lure  broke,  and  ruin  follows  us : 

'  What  coimsel  give  you,  whither  shall  we  fly  ? 

*  EdAV.  Bootless  is  flight,  they  follow  us  with  wings ; 
'  And  weak  we  are,  and  cannot  shun  pursuit. 

Enter  Richard. 

*  Rich.  Ah,  Warwick,  why  hast  thou  withdrawn  thy- 

self? 
'  Thy  brother's  blood  the  thirsty  earth  hath  drunk, 

*  Broach'd  with  the  steely  point  of  Clifibrd's  lance : 

*  And,  in  the  very  pangs  of  death,  he  cry'd, — 
'  like  to  a  dismal  clangor  heard  from  far, — 

*  Warwicky  revenge  !  hr other y  revenge  my  death  ! 

*  So  underneath  the  belly  of  their  steeds, 

'  That  stain'd  their  fetlocks  in  his  smoking  blood, 
'  The  noble  gentleman  gave  up  the  ghost 

*  War.  Then  let  the  earth  be  drunken  with  our 

blood: 
I'll  kill  my  horse,  because  I  will  not  fly. 

*  Why  stand  we  like  soft-hearted  women  here, 

*  WaUing  our  losses,  whiles  the  foe  doth  rage 

*  And  look  upon ',  as  if  the  tragedy 

*  Were  pla/d  in  jest  by  counterfeiting  actors  ? 

*  Here  on  my  knee  I  vow  to  God  above, 

f  And  look  upon,]     And  are  mere  spectators. 
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'  I'll  never  pause  again,  never  stand  still, 

*  Till  either  death  hath  clos'd  these  eyes  of  mine, 
'  Or  fortune  given  me  measure  of  revenge. 

Edw.  0  Warwick,  I  do  bend  my  knee  with  thine ; 
'  And,  in  this  vow,  do  chain  my  soul  to  thine. — 

*  And  ere  my  knee  rise  from  the  earth's  cold  flEtce, 

*  I  throw  my  hands,  mine  eyes,  my  heart  to  thee. 
Thou  setter  up  and  plucker  down  of  kings ! 

*  Beseeching  thee*, — if  with  thy  will  it  stands, 

*  That  to  my  foes  this  body  must  be  prey, — 

*  Yet  that  thy  brazen  gates  of  heaven  may  ope, 
'  And  give  sweet  passage  to  my  sinful  soul ! — 

'  Now,  lords,  take  leave  until  we  meet  again. 
Where'er  it  be,  in  heaven,  or  on  earth. 

'  Rich,  Brother,   give    me  thy  hand; — and,  gentle 
Warwick, 

*  Let  me  embrace  thee  in  my  weary  arms : — 

*  I,  that  did  never  weep,  now  melt  with  woe, 

'  That  winter  should  cut  off  our  spring-time  so. 
'  War.  Away,  away!  Once  more,  sweet  lords,  fare- 
well. 
*  Geo.  Yet  let  us  all  together  to  our  troops, 

*  And  pve  them  leave  to  fly  that  will  not  stay ; 
And  call  them  pillars,  that  will  stand  to  us ; 

*  And,  if  we  thrive,  promise  them  such  rewards 

*  As  victors  wear  at  the  Olympian  games : 

*  This  may  plant  courage  in  their  quailing  •  breasts ; 

*  For  yet  is  hope  of  life,  and  victory. — 

*  Fore-slow  no  longer ',  make  we  h^ice  amain.  [Exey>nL 

*  Beseeching  thee  J     That  it,  beseeching  the  divine  power. 
* quaUmg  — ]  i.  e.  sinking  into  dejection. 

*  Fore-slow  no  longer,]    To  forc'tlow  is  to  be  dilatory,  to  loiter. 
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SCENE  IV. 
The  same.    Another  Part  of  the  Field. 

EoKuraions.    Enter  Richard  and  Clifford. 

*  Rick  Now,  Clifford,  I  have  singled  thee  alone : 

*  Suppose,  this  arm  is  for  the  duke  of  York, 

*  And  this  for  Rutland ;  both  bound  to  revenge, 

*  Wert  thou  environ'd  with  a  brazen  wall 

CKf,  Now,  Richard,  I  am  with  thee  here  alone : 
This  is  the  hand,  that  stabb'd  thy  father  York ; 
And  this  the  hand,  that  slew  thy  brother  Rutland  ; 
And  here's  the  heart,  that  triumphs  in  their  death. 
And  cheers  these  hands,  that  slew  thy  sire  and  brother, 
To  execute  the  like  upon  thyself ; 
And  so,  have  at  thee. 

{They  fight.    Warwick  enters;  Clif- 
ford flies, 

*  Rich,  Nay,  Warwick,  single  out  some  other  chase ; 

*  For  I  myself  will  hunt  this  wolf  to  death.       [Exeunt, 

SCENE  V. 
Another  Part  of  the  Field, 

Alarum,    Enter  King  Henry. 

*  K,  Hen,  This  battle  fares  like  to  the  morning's  war, 

*  Wbon  dying  clouds  contend  with  growing  light ; 

*  Wiiat  time  the  shepherd,  blowing  of  his  nails, 

*  C*an  neither  call  it  perfect  day,  nor  night. 
Now  sways  it  this  way,  like  a  mighty  sea, 

*  Forc'd  by  the  tide  to  combat  with  the  wind  ; 

*  Now  sways  it  that  way,  like  the  self-same  sea, 

*  Forc'd  to  retire  by  fury  of  the  wind : 
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^  Sometime,  the  flood  prevails ;  and  then,  the  wind  : 
^  Now,  one  the  better ;  then,  another,  best ; 
'  Both  tugging  to  be  victors,  breast  to  breast, 

*  Yet  neither  conqueror,  nor  conquered : 
'  So  is  the  equal  poise  of  this  fell  war. 

*  Here  on  this  molehill  will  I  sit  me  down. 

*  To  whom  God  will,  there  be  the  victory ! 
'  For  Maigaret  my  queen,  and  Clifford  too, 

'  Have  chid  me  fix>m  the  battle ;  swearing  both, 
'  They  prosper  best  of  all  when  I  am  thence. 

*  'Would  I  were  dead !  if  God  s  good  will  were  so : 
'  For  what  is  in  this  world,  but  grief  and  woe  ? 

*  0  God !  methinks,  it  were  a  happy  life  *, 
'  To  be  no  better  than  a  homely  swain ; 

*  To  sit  upon  a  hill,  as  I  do  now, 

*  To  carve  out  dials  quaintly,  point  by  point, 

*  Thereby  to  see  the  minutes  how  they  run : 

*  How  many  make  the  hour  fiill  complete, 

*  How  many  hours  bring  about  the  day, 

*  How  many  days  will  finish  up  the  year, 

*  How  many  years  a  mortal  man  may  live. 

*  When  this  is  known,  then  to  divide  the  times : 

*  So  many  hours  must  I  tend  my  flock ; 

*  So  many  hours  must  I  take  my  rest ; 

*  So  many  hours  must  I  contemplate ; 

*  So  many  hours  must  I  sport  myself ; 

*  So  many  days  my  ewes  have  been  with  young ; 

*  So  many  weeks  ere  the  poor  fools  will  yean ; 

*  So  many  years  ere  I  shall  sheer  the  fleece ; 

*  So  minutes,  hours,  days,  weeks,  months,  and  years, 

*  Pass'd  over  to  the  end  they  were  created, 

*  Would  bring  white  hairs  unto  a  quiet  grave. 


>  —  mtthmks,  U  were  a  happy  kfe^  This  speech  is  mournful 
and  soft,  ezqubitely  suited  to  the  character  of  the  king»  and  makes 
a  pleasing  interchange,  by  affording,  amidst  the  tumult  and  horror 
of  the  battle,  an  unexpected  glimpse  of  rural  innocence  and 
pastoral  tranquillity.    Johnson. 
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*  Ah,  what  a  life  were  this !  how  sweet !  how  lovely ! 

*  Gives  not  the  hawthorn  bush  a  sweeter  shade 

*  To  shepherds,  looking  on  their  silly  sheep, 

*  Than  doth  a  rich  embroider'd  canopy 

*  To  kings,  that  fear  their  subjects'  treachery  ? 

*  0,  yes  it  doth ;  a  thousand  fold  it  dotL 

*  And  to  conclude, — ^the  shepherd's  homely  curds, 

*  His  cold  thin  drink  out  of  his  leather  bottle, 

*  His  wonted  sleep  under  a  fresh  tree's  shade, 

*  All  which  secure  and  sweetly  he  enjoys, 

*  Is  fiir  beyond  a  prince's  delicates, 

*  His  viands  sparkling  in  a  golden  cup, 

*  His  body  couched  in  a  curious  bed, 

*  When  care,  mistrust,  and  treason  wait  on  him. 

Alarum.    Enter  a  Son   ih4xt  has  killed  his  Father*, 
dragging  in  ihe  dead  Body. 

Son.  Ill  blows  the  wind,  that  profits  no-body. — 

*  This  man,  whom  hand  to  hand  I  slew  in  fight, 
'  May  be  possessed  with  some  store  of  crowns : 

*  And  I,  that  haply  take  them  from  him  now, 

*  May  yet  ere  night  yield  both  my  life  and  them 
^  To  some  man  else,  as  this  dead  man  doth  me. — 

*  Who's  this  ?— 0  God !  it  is  my  father's  face, 

'  Whom  in  this  conflict  I  unawares  have  kill'd. 

*  0  heavy  times,  begetting  such  events ! 

*  Prom  London  by  the  king  was  I  press'd  forth ; 

*  My  £Etther,  being  the  earl  of  Warwick's  man, 

*  Came  on  the  part  of  York,  press'd  by  his  master ; 

*  And  I,  who  at  his  hands  receiv'd  my  life, 

'  Have  by  my  hands  of  life  bereaved  him.— ^ 

*  Pardon  me,  God,  I  knew  not  what  I  did ! — 
And  pardon,  father,  for  I  knew  not  thee ! — 

'  Enter  a  Son»  4-c.]  These  two  horrible  incidents  are  selected 
to  show  the  innumerable  calamities  of  ciTil  war.    Johnson. 

In  the  battle  of  Constantine  and  Maxentius,  by  Raphael,  the 
second  of  these  incidents  is  introduced  on  a  similar  occasion. 
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*  My  tears  shall  wipe  away  these  bloody  marks ; 

*  And  no  more  words,  till  they  have  flow'd  their  filL 

'  K,  Hen.  0  piteous  spectacle !  0  bloody  times ! 
Whilst  lions  war,  and  battle  for  their  dens, 
'  Poor  harmless  lambs  abide  their  enmity. — 

*  Weep,  wretched  man,  I'll  aid  thee  tear  for  tear ; 

*  And  let  our  hearts,  and  eyes,  like  civil  war, 

*  Be  blind  with  tears,  and  break  o'ercharg'd  vdth  grief*. 

Enter  a  Father  who  has  killed  his  Sofiy  with  the  Body  in 
his  Arms. 

'  Fath.  Thou  that  so  stoutly  hast  resisted  me, 

*  Give  me  thy  gold,  if  thou  hast  any  gold ; 

*  For  I  have  bought  it  with  an  hundred  blows. — 

*  But  let  me  see : — is  this  our  foeman's  face  ? 

*  Ah,  no,  no,  no,  it  is  mine  only  son ! — 

*  Ah,  boy,  if  any  life  be  left  in  thee, 

*  Throw  up  thine  eye ;  see,  see,  what  showers  arise, 

*  Blown  with  the  windy  tempest  of  my  heart, 

*  Upon  thy  wounds,  that  kill  mine  eye  and  heart ! — 

*  0,  pity,  God,  this  miserable  age ! — 

*  What  stratagems  *,  how  fell,  how  butcherly, 
'  Erroneous,  mutinous,  and  unnatural, 

*  This  deadly  quarrel  daily  doth  beget ! — 

*  0  boy,  thy  father  gave  thee  life  too  soon, 

*  And  hath  bereft  thee  of  thy  life  too  late  * ! 


*  And  let  our  heartt^  and  eyet,  Uke  civil  war. 

Be  b&nd  with  tears,  tmd  break  (^erchargd  with   grief.]     The 

meaning  *i8  here  inaccurately  expressed.     The  king  intends  to 

o--'  *hat  the  state  of  their  hearts  and  eyes  shall  be  like  that  of  the 

lom  in  a  doil  war,  all  shall  be  destroyed  by  power  formed 

n  themselves.    Johnson. 

Vhat  stratagems,]  Stratagem  is  used  by  Shakspeare  not 
ly  to  express  the  events  and  surprises  of  war. — The  word 
s  in  this  place  some  dreadful  event. 

)  boy,  thy  father  gave  thee  life  too  soon,  &c.]  Of  the  various 
ings  given  to  these  two  lines,  the  following  seems  the  most 
ible.     Had  the  son  been  younger,  he  would  have  been  pro- 
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K.  Hen.  Woe  above  woe !  grief  more  than  common 
grief! 

♦  0,  that  my  death  would  stay  these  ruthftil  deeds ! — 

♦  0  pity,  pity,  gentle  heaven,  pity ! — 
The  red  rose  and  the  white  are  on  his  face, 
The  fatal  colours  of  our  striving  houses : 

♦  The  one,  his  purple  blood  right  well  resembles ; 

♦  The  other,  his  pale  cheeks,  methinks,  present : 
Wither  one  rose,  and  let  the  other  flourish  ! 

'  If  you  contend,  a  thousand  lives  must  wither. 

Son,  How  will  my  mother,  for  a  father's  death. 
Take  on  with  me  *,  and  ne'er  be  satisfied ! 

Faih,  How  will  my  wife,  for  slaughter  of  my  son, 
'  Shed  seas  of  tears,  and  ne'er  be  satisfied ! 

'  K.  Ken.  How  wiU  the  country,  for  these  woeful 
chances, 

♦  Misthink  *  the  king,  and  not  be  satisfied ! 

*  Son.  Was  ever  son,  so  ru'd  a  father's  death  ? 
'  Faik.  Was  ever  father,  so  bemoan'd  a  son  ? 

*  K.  Hen.  Was  ever  king,  so  griev'd  for  subjects'  woe? 
'  Much  is  your  sorrow  ;  mine,  ten  times  so  much. 

'  Son.  Ill  bear  thee  hence,  where  I  may  weep  my  fill. 

{Exity  with  the  Body. 

*  Path.  These  arms  of  mine  shall  be  thy  winding- 

sheet; 

♦  My  heart,  sweet  boy,  shall  be  thy  sepulchre : 

♦  For  from  my  heart  thine  image  ne'er  shall  go. 

♦  My  sighing  breast  shall  be  thy  funeral  bell ; 

♦  And  so  obsequious  will  thy  father  be  •, 


eluded  from  the  levy  that  brought  him  into  the  field  ;  and  had  the 
father  recognized  him  before  the  mortal  blow,  it  would  not  have 
been  too  late  to  have  saved  him  from  death.     Henley. 

7  Take  on  wUh  me^  To  take  on  is  a  phrase  still  in  use  among 
the  vulgar,  and  signifies — to  persist  in  clamorous  lamentation. 

'  Misthink,]  i.  e.  to  think  ill,  unfavourably. 

•  And  so  obsequious  will  thi/  fatlier  he,]  Obsequious  is  here 
careful  of  obsequies,  or  of  funeral  rites. 
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*  Sad  for  the  loss  of  thee,  having  no  more, 

*  As  Priam  was  for  all  his  valiant  sons. 

Ill  bear  thee  hence  ;  and  let  them  fight  that  will, 
For  I  have  mnrder'd  where  I  should  not  kill 

[Exit,  with  the  Body. 
'  K.  Hen,  Sad-hearted  men,  much  overgone  with  care, 
'  Here  sits  a  king  more  woful  than  you  are. 

Alarums:  Excursions.    Enter  Queen  Mabgabet,  Prince 
q/*  Wales,  and  Exeter. 

*  Prince,  Fly,  father,  fly !  for  all  your  friends  are  fled, 

*  And  Warwick  rages  like  a  chafed  bull : 

'  Away !  for  death  doth  hold  us  in  pursuit. 

*  Q,  Mar,  Mount  you,   my  lord ;    towards  Berwick 

post  amain : 
'  Edward  and  Richard,  like  a  brace  of  greyhounds 

*  Having  the  fearfiil  flying  hare  in  sight, 

*  With  fiery  eyes,  sparkling  for  very  wrath, 

*  And  bloody  steel  grasp'd  in  their  irefiil  hands, 
'  Are  at  our  backs ;  and  therefore  hence  amain. 

'  Exe,  Away !  for  vengeance  comes  along  with  them : 

*  Nay,  stay  not  to  expostulate,  make  speed ; 
Or  else  come  after,  I'll  away  before. 

*  K.  Hen.  Nay,  take  me  with  thee,  good  sweet  Exeter: 

*  Not  that  I  fear  to  stay,  but  love  to  go 

'  Whither  the  queen  intends.     Forward ;  away ! 

[Exewnt 


SCENE  VI. 
The  same, 

A  loud  Alarum,    Enter  Cliffobd,  wounded, 

1lif,  Here  bums  my  candle  out,  ay,  here  it  dies, 
h,  while  it  lasted,  gave  king  Henry  light, 
tncaster !  I  fear  thy  overthrow. 
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More  than  my  body's  parting  with  my  soul. 
My  love,  and  fear,  glew'd  many  friends  to  thee ; 
'  And,  now  I  fall,  thy  tough  commixtures  melt 
Impairing  Henry,  strengthening  mis-proud  York, 
The  common  people  swarm  Uke  summer  flies : 
And  whither  fly  the  gnats,  but  to  the  sun  ? 
And  who  shines  now  but  Henry's  enemies  ? 
0  Phoebus !  hadst  thou  never  given  consent 
That  Phaeton  should  check  thy  fiery  steeds, 
Thy  burning  car  never  had  scorch'd  the  earth : 
And  Henry,  had'st  thou  swayed  as  kings  should  do. 
Or  as  thy  &ther,  and  his  &ther,  did, 
Giving  no  ground  imto  the  house  of  York, 

*  They  never  then  had  sprung  like  summer  flies ; 
'  I,  and  ten  thousand  in  this  luckless  realm. 
Had  left  no  mourning  vddows  for  our  death. 
And  thou  this  day  hadst  kept  thy  chair  in  peace. 
For  what  doth  cherish  weeds,  but  gentle  air  ? 

*  And  what  makes  robbers  bold,  but  too  much  lenity  ? 
Bootless  are  plaints,  and  cureless  are  my  wounds  : 

*  No  way  to  fly,  nor  strength  to  hold  out  flight ; 
The  foe  is  merciless,  and  will  not  pity ; 

For,  at  their  hands,  I  have  deserv'd  no  pity. 

*  The  air  hath  got  into  my  deadly  wounds. 

And  much  effiise  of  blood  doth  make  me  figdnt : — 
Come,  York,  and  Richard,  Warwick,  and  the  rest ; 
'  I  stabb'd  your  fstthers'  bosoms,  split  my  breast. 

[Hefaints, 

Alarum  and  Retreat,  Enter  Edwabd,  George,  Richard, 
Montague,  Warwick,  and  Soldiers. 

*  Edw.  Now  breathe  we,  lords;  good  fortune  bids  us 

pause, 

*  And  smooth  the  frowns  of  war  with  peaceful  looks. — 
Some  troops  pursue  the  bloody-minded  queen ; — 

'  That  led  calm  Henry,  though  he  were  a  king, 
'  As  doth  a  sail,  fill'd  with  a  fretting  gust, 
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'  Command  an  argosy  to  stem  the  waves. 

'  But  think  you,  lords,  that  Clifford  fled  with  them  ? 

War,  No,  'tis  impossible  he  should  escape : 
Por,  though  before  his  face  I  speak  the  words, 
Your  brother  Richard  mark'd  him  for  the  grave : 
'  And,  wheresoe'er  he  is,  he's  surely  dead. 

[Clifford  groans,  and  dies. 

Edw.  Whose  soul  is  that  which  takes  her  heavy  leave  ? 

Rick.  A  deadly  groan,  like  life  and  death's  departing  \ 

Edw,  See  who  it  is :  and,  now  the  battle's  ended. 
If  friend,  or  foe,  let  him  be  gently  us'd. 

'  Rich,  Revoke  that  doom  of  mercy,  for  'tis  Clifford ; 

*  Who  not  contented  that  he  lopp'd  the  branch 
^  In  hewing  Rutland  when  his  leaves  put  forth, 
^  But  set  his  murdering  knife  unto  the  root 

*  Prom  whence  that  tender  spray  did  sweetly  spring, 

*  I  mean,  our  princely  fother,  duke  of  York. 

War.  Prom  off  the  gates  of  York  fetch  down  the  head. 
Your  fitther's  head,  which  Clifford  placed  there : 
'  Instead  whereof,  let  this  supply  the  room ; 
Measure  for  measure  must  be  answered. 

Edu).  Bring  forth  that  fatal  screech-owl  to  our  house, 
^  That  nothing  sung  but  death  to  us  and  ours : 
'  Now  death  shall  stop  his  dismal  threatening  sound, 

*  And  his  ill-boding  tongue  no  more  shall  speak. 

[Attendants  bring  ike  Body  forward. 

War.  I  think  his  understanding  is  bereft : — 
Speak,  Clifford,  dost  thou  know  who  speaks  to  thee  ? — 
Dark  cloudy  death  o'ershades  his  beams  of  life, 
And  he  nor  sees,  nor  hears  us  what  we  say. 

Rich.  0,  would  he  did !  and  so,  perhaps,  he  doth, 

*  'Tis  but  his  policy  to  counterfeit, 

*  Because  he  would  avoid  such  bitter  taunts 

'  Which  in  the  time  of  death  he  gave  our  fether. 
Oeo.  If  so  thou  think'st,  vex  him  with  eager  words  *. 

*  like  Ufe  and  deaUCt  departing.]    Departing    for    lepar- 

aHon. 

* eager  words.]    Sour  words ;  words  of  asperity. 
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Rich.  CliflTord,  ask  mercy  and  obtain  no  grace. 
Edw.  Clifford,  repent  in  bootless  penitence. 
War.  Clifford,  devise  excuses  for  thy  faults. 
Geo.  While  we  devise  fell  tortures  for  thy  faults. 

*  Rich.  Thou  didst  love  York,  and  I  am  son  to  York. 
Ediv.  Thou  pitied'st  Rutland,  I  will  pity  thee. 

Geo.  Where's  captain  Margaret,  to  fence  you  now  ? 
War.  They  mock  thee,  Clifford !  swear  as  thou  wast 
wont. 

*  Rich.  What,  not  an  oath  ?  nay,  then  the  world  goes 

hard, 
'  When  Clifford  cannot  spare  his  friends  an  oath  : — 
I  know  by  that,  he's  dead  ;  And,  by  my  soul, 

*  If  this  right  hand  would  buy  two  hours'  life, 
That  I  in  all  despite  might  rail  at  him, 

'  This  hand  should  chop  it  off;  and  with  the  issuing 

blood 
Stifle  the  villain,  whose  unstaunched  thirst 
York  and  young  Rutland  could  not  satisfy. 

War.  Ay,  but  he's  dead  :  Off  with  the  traitor's  head, 
And  rear  it  in  the  place  your  father's  stands. — 
And  now  to  London  with  triumphant  march, 
There  to  be  crowned  England's  royal  king. 

*  From  whence  shall  Warwick  cut  the  sea  to  France, 
And  ask  the  lady  Bona  for  thy  queen  : 

So  shalt  thou  sinew  both  these  lands  together  ; 

*  And,  having  France  thy  friend,  thou  shalt  not  dread 
The  scatter'd  foe,  that  hopes  to  rise  again  ; 

For  though  they  cannot  greatly  sting  to  hurt. 
Yet  look  to  have  them  buz,  to  offend  thine  ears. 
First,  will  I  see  the  coronation  ; 

*  And  then  to  Brittany  111  cross  the  sea. 
To  effect  this  marriage,  so  it  please  my  lord. 

Edw.  Even  as  thou  wilt,  sweet  Warwick,  let  it  be : 

*  For  on  thy  shoulder  do  I  build  my  seat ; 

*  And  never  will  I  undertake  the  thing, 

*  Wherein  thy  counsel  and  consent  is  wanting. — 
'  Richard,  I  will  create  thee  duke  of  Gloster ;  — 

VOL.  V.  L  1 
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*  And  Qeoi^,  of  Clarence  ; — ^Warwick,  as  ourself, 
'  ShaU  do,  and  undo,  as  him  pleaseth  best. 

Rich,  Let    me   be  duke  of   Clarence;    Oeorge,    of 
Gloeter ; 
Por  Gloster  8  dukedom  is  too  ominous*. 

War.  Tut,  that's  a  foolish  obsenraticm  ; 
Richard,  be  duke  of  Gloster ;  Now  to  London, 
To  see  these  honours  in  possession.  [£weunL 


ACT  IIL 

SCENE  L—A  Chace  in  the  North  of  England. 

Enter  two  Keepers,  with  Cross-bows  in  their  Hands. 

'  1  Keep.  Under  this  thick-grown  brake  *  well  shroud 
ourselves ; 
'  For  through  this  laund  *  anon  the  deer  will  come ; 

♦  And  in  this  covert  will  we  make  our  stand, 

♦  Culling  the  principal  of  all  the  deer. 

♦  2  Keep.  Ill  stay  above  the  hill,  so  both  may  shoot. 

♦  1  Keep.  That  cannot  be  ;  the  noise  of  thy  cross-bow 

♦  Will  scare  the  herd,  and  so  my  shoot  is  lost 

♦  Here  stand  we  both,  and  aim  we  at  the  best : 

♦  And,  for  the  time  shall  not  seem  tedious, 

♦  111  tell  thee  what  befell  me  on  a  day, 

♦  In  this  self-place  where  now  we  mean  to  stand. 

♦  2  Keep.  Here  comes  a  man,  let's  stay  till  he  be  past 

Enter  King  Hbnby,  disguised,  wUh  a  Prayer4x>ok. 
K  Hen.  Prom  Scotland  am  I  stoVn,  even  of  pure  love, 

3  ...-.  too  omtfiota.]  Alluding,  perhaps,  to  the  deaths  of  Thoanas 
pf  Woodstock,  and  Humphrey,  dukes  of  Gloster. 

4 brake  — ]     A  Itrakc  anciently  signified  a  thicket. 

* tfm  laund  — ]    Laund  means  the  same  as  hum  ;  a  plain 

extended  between  woods. 
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*  To  greet  mine  own  land  with  my  wishful  sight. 

*  No,  Harry,  Harry,  'tis  no  land  of  thine ; 

*  Thy  place  is  fill'd,  thy  sceptre  wrung  from  thee, 

*  Thy  balm  wash'd  off,  wherewith  thou  wast  anointed  : 
No  bending  knee  will  call  thee  Caesar  now, 

*  No  himible  suitors  press  to  speak  for  right, 

*  No,  not  a  man  comes  for  redress  of  thee ; 
For  how  can  I  help  them,  and  not  myself? 

'  1  Keep.  Ay,  here's  a  deer  whose  skin's  a  keeper's  fee : 
'  This  is  the  quondam  king ;  let's  seize  upon  him. 

♦  K.  Hen.  Let  me  embrace  these  sour  adversities ; 

*  For  wise  men  say,  it  is  the  wisest  course. 

♦  2  Keep.  "Why  linger  we  ?  let  us  lay  hands  upon  him. 

♦  1  Keep,  Forbear  a  while ;  we'll  hear  a  little  more. 
K.  Hen.  My  queen,  and  son,  are  gone  to  France  for 

aid; 
And,  as  I  hear,  the  great  commanding  Warwick 

*  Is  thither  gone,  to  crave  the  French  king's  sister 
'  To  wife  for  Edward :  If  this  news  be  true, 

*  Poor  queen,  and  son,  your  labour  is  but  lost ; 

*  For  "Warwick  is  a  subtle  orator, 

'  And  Lewis  a  prince  soon  won  with  moving  words. 

*  By  this  account,  then,  Margaret  may  win  him ; 
'  For  she's  a  woman  to  be  pity'd  much : 

*  Her  sighs  will  make  a  battery  in  his  breast : 

*  Her  tears  will  pierce  into  a  marble  heart ; 

*  The  tiger  will  be  mild,  while  she  doth  mourn ; 

*  And  Nero  will  be  tainted  with  remorse, 

*  To  hear,  and  see,  her  plaints,  her  brinish  tears. 

*  Ay,  but  she's  come  to  beg ;  Warwick,  to  give  : 
She,  on  his  left  side,  craving  aid  for  Heniy  ; 
He,  on  his  right,  asking  a  wife  for  Edward. 
She  weeps,  and  says — ^her  Henry  is  depos'd ; 
He  smiles,  and  says — his  Edward  is  instali'd ; 

*  That  she,  poor  wretch,  for  grief  can  speak  no  more  : 

*  Whiles  Warwick  tells  his  title,  smooths  the  wrong, 

*  Inferreth  arguments  of  mighty  strength ; 

l1  2 
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*  And,  in  conclusion,  wina  the  king  from  her, 

*  With  promise  of  his  sister,  and  what  else, . 

*  To  strengthen  and  support  king  Edward's  place. 

*  0  Margaret  *,  thus  'twill  be ;  and  thou,  poor  soul, 

*  Art  then  forsaken,  as  thou  went'st  forlorn. 

2  Keep,  Say,  what  art  thou,  that  talk*st  of  kings  and 
queens  ? 

*  K.  Eerk  More  than  I  seem,  and  less  than  I  was  bom 

to: 
'  A  man  at  least,  for  less  I  should  not  be ; 
And  men  may  talk  of  kings,  and  why  not  I  ? 

*  2  Keep,  Ay,  but  thou  talk'st  as  if  thou  wert  a  king. 

*  K,  Hen,  Why  so  I  am,  in  mind  ;  and  that's  enough. 
2  Keep,  But,  if  thou  be  a  king,  where  is  thy  crown  ? 
K,  Hen.  My  crown  is  in  my  heart,  not  on  my  head  ; 

*  Not  deck'd  with  diamonds,  and  Indian  stones, 

*  Nor  to  be  seen :  *  my  crown  is  call'd,  content ; 

*  A  crown  it  is,  that  seldom  kings  enjoy. 

*  2  Keep,  Well,  if  you  be  a  king  crown'd  with  content, 
Your  crown  content,  and  you,  must  be  contented 

*  To  go  along  with  us :  for,  as  we  think, 

*  You  are  the  king,  king  Edward  hath  depos'd  ; 
'  And  we  his  subjects,  sworn  in  all  allegiance, 

*  Will  apprehend  you  as  his  enemy. 

*  K,  Hen,  But  did  you  never  swear,  and  break  an  oath  ? 

*  2  Keep,  No  never  such  an  oath ;  nor  will  not  now. 

*  K,  Hen,  Where  did  you  dwell,  when  I  was  king  of 

England  ? 

*  2  Keep,  Here  in  this  country,  where  we  now  remain. 

*  K,  Hen,  I  was  anointed  king  at  nine  months  old  ; 

*  My  father,  and  my  grand&ther,  were  kings  ; 

*  And  you  were  sworn  true  subjects  unto  me : 

*  And  tell  me  then,  have  you  not  broke  your  oaths  ? 

*  1  Keep,  No ; 

~  iT  we  were  subjects,  but  while  you  were  king. 

'  O  Margaret,  &c.]  The  piety  of  Henry  scarce  interests  us 
»re  for  his  misfortunes,  than  this  his  constant  solicitude  for  the 
Ifare  of  his  deceitftil  queen.     Stbevens. 
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♦  K,  Hen,  Why,  am  I  dead  ?  do  I  not  breathe  a  man  ? 

*  Ah,  simple  men,  you  know  not  what  you  swear. 

*  Look,  as  I  blow  this  feather  from  my  fiw», 

*  And  as  the  air  blows  it  to  me  again, 

*  Obeying  with  my  wind  when  I  do  blow, 

*  And  yielding  to  another  when  it  blows, 

*  Commanded  always  by  the  greater  gust ; 

*  Such  is  the  lightness  of  you  common  men. 

*  But  do  not  break  yoiur  oaths ;  for,  of  that  sin 

*  My  mild  entreaty  shall  not  make  you  guilty. 

*  Go  where  you  will,  the  king  shall  be  commanded ; 

*  And  be  you  kings ;  command,  and  I'll  obey. 

♦  1  Keep,  We  are  true  subjects  to  the  king,  king 

Edward. 

♦  K.  Hen,  So  would  you  be  again  to  Henry, 

*  If  he  were  seated  as  king  Edward  is. 

1  Keep,  We  charge  you,  in  God's  name,  and  in  the 
king's. 
To  go  with  us  imto  the  officers. 

♦  K.  Hen,  In  God's  name,  lead ;  your  king  s  name  be 

obey'd : 

*  And  what  God  will,  then  let  your  king  perform  ; 

*  And  what  he  will,  I  humbly  yield  unto.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  II. 
London.    A  Room  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  King  Edwaed,  Glostbb,  Clabence,  and  Lady 
Gbby. 

'  K  Ed/w.  Brother  of  Gloster,  at  Saint  Alban's  field 
'  This  lady's  husband,  sir  John  Grey,  was  slain. 
His  lands  then  seiz'd  on  by  the  conqueror ; 
Her  suit  is  now,  to  repossess  those  lands ; 
'  Which  we  in  justice  cannot  well  deny. 
Because  in  quarrel  of  the  house  of  York 
'  The  worthy  gentleman  did  lose  his  life. 
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CHo.  Your  highness  shall  do  well  to  grant  her  suit ; 

*  It  were  dishonour,  to  deny  it  her. 

K.  Edw.  It  were  no  less ;  but  yet  111  make  a  pause. 

'  Glo.  Yea!  is  it  so? 
I  see,  the  lady  hath  a  thing  to  grant, 
Before  the  king  will  grant  her  humble  suit. 

Clar.  He  knows  the  game ;  How  true  he  keeps  the 
wind !  [Aside. 

Olo.  Silence!  [Aside. 

'  K,  Edw.  Widow,  we  will  consider'  of  your  suit ; 
'  And  come  some  other  time,  to  know  our  mind. 

'  X.  Orey.  Right  gracious  lord,  I  cannot  brook  delay  : 
'  May  it  please  your  highness  to  resolve  me  now ; 
'  And  what  your  pleasure  is,  shall  satisfy  me. 

*  OU),  [oLside.']  Ay,  widow  ?  then  I'll  warrant  you  all 

your  lands, 
'  An  if  what  pleases  him,  shall  pleasure  you. 

*  Fight  closer,  or,  good  faith,  you'll  catch  a  blow. 

*  Clar.  I  fear  her  not,  unless  she  chance  to  fSdl. 

[Aside. 

*  Qlo.  God  forbid  that !  for  he'll  take  vantages. 

[Aside. 

*  K.  Edw.  How  many  children  hast  thou,  widow  ? 

tell  me. 
Clar.  I  think,  he  means  to  beg  a  child  of  her.  [Aside. 
Olo.  Nay,  whip  me  then ;  he'll  rather  give  her  two. 

[Aside- 
L.  Orey.  Three,  my  most  gracious  lord. 
Olo.  You  shall  have  four,  if  you'll  be  rul'd  by  him. 

[Aside. 

*  K.  Edw.  'Twere  pity,  they  should  lose  their  fitther's 

land. 
L.  Orey.  Be  pitifiil,  dread  lord,  and  grant  it  then. 
K.  Edw.  Lords,  give  us  leave ;  I'll  try  this  widow's  wit 


Widow,  we  will  consider  — •]  This  ib  a  very  lively  and  finitely 
)gud;  the  reciprocation  is  quicker  than  is  common  in  Shak- 
re.    Johnson. 
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Glo.  Ay,  good  leave  have  you*;  for  you  will  have 
leave, 
'  Till  youth  take  leave,  and  leave  you  to  the  crutch. 

[Glosteb  and  Clabbkob  retire  to  the  ether  side, 

*  K.  Edw.  Now  tell  me,  madam,  do  you  love  your 

children  ? 

*  L.  Orey,  Ay,  fall  as  dearly  as  I  love  myself. 

*  K.  JEdw,  And  would  you  not  do  much,  to  do  them 

good? 

*  L.  Qrey.  To  do  them  good,  I  would  sustain  some 

harm. 
•*  K.  Edw,  Then  get  your  husband's  lands,  to  do  them 
good. 

*  L,  Qrey,  Therefore  I  came  imto  your  mcyesty. 

K,  Edw.  Ill  tell  you  how  these  lands  are  to  be  got. 

*  L,  Qrey.  So  shall  you  bind  me  to  your  highness' 

service. 

*  K.  Edw.  What  service  wilt  thou  do  me,  if  I  give 

them? 

*  L,  Qrey,  What  you  command,  that  rests  in  me  to 

do. 

*  K.  Edw.  But  you  will  take  exceptions  to  my  boon. 

*  L.  Qrey,  No,  gracious  lord,  except  I  cannot  do  it. 

*  K.  Edw.  Ay,  but  thou  canst  do  what  I  mean  to  ask. 

*  L.  Qrey.  Why,  then  I  will  do  what  your  grace  com- 

mands. 

*  Qlo,  He  plies  her  hard  ;  and  much  rain  wears  the 

marble.  [Aside, 

*  Clar,  As  red  as  fire !  nay,  then  her  wax  must  melt, 

[Aside, 
L,  Qrey.  Why  stops  my  lord  ?  shall  I  not  hear  my 

task? 
K,  Edw.  An  easy  task  ;  'tis  but  to  love  a  king. 
L.  Qrey.  That's  soon  perform'd,  because  I  am  a  sub- 
ject. 

'  good  leave  have  you ;]     GiX)d  leave  are  words  implying 

readineit  of  assent. 
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K.  Edw,  Why  then,  thy  husband's  Umds  I  freely  give 

thee. 
L,  Chrey,  I  take  my  leave,  with  many  thousand  thanks. 
Oh.  The  match  is  made ;  she  seals  it  with  a  curt'sy. 

*  K,  Edw.  But  stay  thee,  'tis  the  fruits  of  love  I  mean. 

*  L.  Orey,  The  fruits  of  love  I  mean,  my  loving  liege. 

*  K.  Edw,  Ay,  but,  I  fear  me,  in  another  sense. 
What  love,  think'st  thou,  I  sue  so  much  to  get  ? 

*  L,  Orey.  My  love  till  death,  my  humble  thanks,  my 

prayers ; 
'  That  love,  which  virtue  begs,  and  virtue  grants. 
K.  Edw.  No,  by  my  troth,  I  did  not  mean  such  leva 

*  L.  Orey.  Why,  then  you  mean  not  as  I  thought  you 

did. 

*  K.  Edw.  But  now  you  partly  may  perceive  my  mind. 

*  L.  Orey.  My  mind  will  never  grant  what  I  perceive 
*  Your  highness  aims  at,  if  I  aim  aright 

K.  Edw.  To  tell  thee  plain,  I  aim  to  lie  with  thea 

*  L.  Orey.  To  tell  you  plain,  I  had  rather  lie  in  prison. 
K.  Edw.  Why,  then  thou  shalt  not  have  thy  husband  s 

lands. 
L.  Orey.  Why,  then  mine  honesty  shall  be  my  dower ; 
For  by  that  loss  I  will  not  purchase  them. 

*  K.  Edu).  Therein  thou  wrong'st  thy  children  mightily. 
L.  Orey.  Herein  your  highness  wrongs  both  them  and 

me. 
But,  mighty  lord,  this  merry  inclination 
'  Accords  not  with  the  sadness'  of  my  suit ; 
Please  you  dismiss  me,  either  with  ay,  or  no. 

K.  Edw.  Ay  ;  if  thou  wilt  say  ay,  to  my  request : 
No ;  if  thou  dost  say  no,  to  my  demand. 

L.  Orey.  Then,  no,  my  lord.     My  suit  is  at  an  end. 

*  Olo.  The  widow  likes  him  not,  she  knits  her  brows. 

[AMs. 
\  He  is  the  bluntest  wooer  in  ChristendouL 

[Aside. 

^  the  sadness  — "]  i.  e.  the  seriousness. 
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'  K.  Edu).  \(mde.'\    Her  looks  do  argue  her  replete 
with  modesty ; 

*  Her  words  do  show  her  wit  inoomparable ; 

*  All  her  perfections  challenge  sovereignty : 
One  way,  or  other,  she  is  for  a  king ; 

And  she  shall  be  my  love,  or  else  my  queen, — 
Say,  that  king  Edward  take  thee  for  his  queen  ? 

L,  Grey.  Tis   better  said   than  done,   my  gracious 
lord: 
I  am  a  subject  fit  to  jest  withal. 
But  &r  unfit  to  be  a  sovereign. 

JST.  EdAv.  Sweet  widow,  by  my  state  I  swear  to  thee, 
I  speak  no  more  than  what  my  soul  intends ; 
And  that  is,  to  enjoy  thee  for  my  love. 

X.  Orey.  And  that  is  more  than  I  will  yield  unto : 

*  I  know,  I  am  too  mean  to  be  yoiur  queen : 
And  yet  too  good  to  be  yoiur  concubina 

K.  Echv.  You  cavil,  widow ;  I  did  mean,  my  queen. 

L.  Qrey.  'Twill  grieve  your  grace,  my  sons  should 
call  you — ^father. 

K.  Edw.  No  more,  than  when  thy  daughters  call  thee 
mother. 
Thou  art  a  widow,  and  thou  hast  some  children : 
And,  by  God's  mother,  I,  being  but  a  bachelor, 
ELave  other  some :  why,  'tis  a  happy  thing 
To  be  the  fitther  unto  many  sons. 
'  Answer  no  more,  for  thou  shalt  be  my  queen. 

Glo.  The  ghostly  father  now  hath  done  his  shrift. 


Clar,  When  he  was  made  a  shriver,  'twas  for  shift. 

[Aside. 
K.  Edw.  Brothers,  you  muse  what  chat  we  two  have 

had. 
*  Glo.  The  widow  likes  it  not,  for  she  looks  sad  f. 
K.  Edw.  You'd  think  it  strange,  if  I  should  marry  her 
Clar.  To  whom,  my  lord  ? 

f  "  for  she  looks  very  sad." — Malone. 
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K.  Edw.  Why,  Clarence,  to  myself. 

Olo.  That  would  be  ten  days'  wond^,  at  the  least 
Clar.  That's  a  day  longer  than  a  wonder  last& 
'  Glo.  By  so  much  is  the  wonder  in  extreme& 
K.  Edw.  Well,  jest  on,  brothers :  I  can  tell  you  both, 
Her  suit  is  granted  for  her  husband's  lands. 

Enter  a  Nobleman. 

Nob.  My  gracious  lord,  Henry  your  foe  is  taken, 

*  And  brought  your  prisoner  to  your  palace  gate. 

K,  Edw.  See,  that  he  be  convey'd  unto  the  Tower: — 
'  And  go  we,  brothers,  to  the  man  that  took  him, 
'  To  question  of  his  apprehension. — 
'  Widow,  go  you  along ; — ^Lords,  use  her  honourable. 

[Exetmt  King  Edward,  Lady  Gket, 
Clarbnob,  and  Lord. 

Olo.  Ay,  Edward  will  use  women  honourably. 
'Would  he  were  wasted,  marrow,  bones,  and  all, 
'  That  from  his  loins  no  hopeful  branch  may  spring, 
'  To  cross  me  from  the  golden  time  I  look  (or ! 

*  And  yet,  between  my  soul's  desire,  and  me, 

♦  (The  lustful  Edward's  title  buried,) 

*  Is  Clarence,  Henry,  and  his  son  young  Edward, 

*  And  all  the  unlook'd-for  issue  of  their  bodies, 

*  To  take  their  rooms,  ere  I  can  place  myself: 
A  cold  premeditation  for  my  purpose ! 

♦  Why,  then  I  do  but  dream  on  sovereignty ; 

♦  Like  one  that  stands  upon  a  promontory, 

♦  And  spies  a  far-off  shore  where  he  would  tread, 

♦  Wishing  his  foot  were  equal  with  his  eye ; 

♦  And  chides  the  sea  that  sunders  him  from  thence, 

♦  Saying — ^hell  lade  it  diy  to  have  his  way : 

*  So  do  I  wish  the  crown,  being  so  far  off ; 

*  And  so  I  chide  the  means  that  keep  me  from  it ; 

•  And  so  I  say — I'll  eut  the  causes  off, 

•  Flattering  me  with  impossibilities. — 

♦  My  eye's  too  quick,  my  heart  o'erweens  too  much, 

*  Unless  my  hand  and  strength  could  equal  them. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ScekbII.  king  henry  VI.  523 

*  Well,  say  there  is  no  kingdom  then  for  Richard ; 

*  What  odier  pleasure  can  the  world  afford  ? 

*  111  make  my  heaven  in  a  lady's  lap, 

*  And  deck  my  body  in  gay  ornaments, 

And  witch  sweet  ladies  with  my  words  and  looks. 
'  O  miserable  thought  i  and  more  unlikely, 
'  Than  to  accomplish  twenty  golden  crowns ! 
Why,  love  forswore  me  in  my  mother's  womb : 
'  Ajid,  for  I  should  not  deal  in  her  soft  laws, 
'  She  did  corrupt  frail  nature  with  some  bribe 
'  To  shrink  mine  arm  up  like  a  wither'd  shrub ; 
'  To  make  an  envious  moimtain  on  my  back. 
Where  sits  deformity  to  mock  my  body ; 
'  To  shape  my  legs  of  an  unequal  size ; 

♦  To  disproportion  me  in  every  part, 

*  Like  to  a  chaos,  or  an  unlick'd  bear-whelp  \ 

♦  That  carries  no  impression  like  the  dam. 
And  am  I  then  a  man  to  be  belov'd  ? 

'  0,  monstrous  &ult,  to  harbour  such  a  thought ! 

♦  Then,  since  this  earth  affords  no  joy  to  me, 

♦  But  to  command,  to  check,  to  o'erbear  such 

♦  As  are  of  better  person  than  myself*, 

•  I'll  make  my  heaven — ^to  dream  upon  the  crown ; 

♦  And,  whiles  I  live,  to  account  this  world  but  hell, 

*  Until  my  misHshap'd  trunk  that  bears  this  head, 

'  unUcWd  beoT'whelp,]     It  was  an  opinion  which,  in  spite  of 

its  absurdity,  proYuled  long,  that  the  bear  brings  forth  only 
shapeless  lumps  of  animated  flesh,  which  she  licks  into  the  form 
of  bears.  It  is  now  well  known  that  the  whelps  of  the  bear  are 
produced  in  the  same  state  with  those  of  other  creatures. 

*  '■'  to  o*erhear  such 

Aiore  qf  better  person  than  my$elf^  Richard  speaks  here  the 
language  of  nature.  Whoever  is  stigmatized  with  deformity  has  a 
constant  source  of  enyy  in  his  mind,  and  would  counterbalance  by 
some  other  superiority  those  advantages  which  he  feels  himself  to 
want.  Bacon  remarks  that  the  deformed  are  commonly  daring; 
and  it  is  almost  proYerbially  observed  that  they  are  ill-natured. 
The  truth  is,  that  the  deformed,  like  all  other  men,  are  displeased 
with  inferiority,  and  endeavour  to  gain  ground  by  good  or  bad 
means,  as  they  are  virtuous  or  corrupt.    Johnson. 
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•  Be  round  impaled  with  a  glorious  crown. 

•  And  yet  I  know  not  how  to  get  the  crown, 

*  For  many  lives  stand  between  me  and  home : 

•  And  I, — ^like  one  lost  in  a  thorny  wood, 

*  That  rents  the  thorns,  and  is  rent  with  the  thorns ; 

•  Seeking  a  way,  and  straying  from  the  way : 

♦  Not  knowing  how  to  find  the  open  air, 

♦  But  toiling  desperately  to  find  it  out, — 

♦  Torment  myself  to  catch  the  English  crown : 

♦  And  from  that  torment  I  will  free  myself 

•  Or  hew  my  way  out  with  a  bloody  axa 
Why,  I  can  smile,  and  murder  while  I  smile : 

*  And  cry,  content,  to  that  which  grieves  my  heart ; 

*  And  wet  my  cheeks  with  artificial  tears, 

*  And  frame  my  face  to  all  occasions. 

*  111  drown  more  sailors  than  the  mermaid  shall ; 

*  I'll  slay  more  gazers  than  the  basilisk ; 

•  111  play  the  orator  as  well  as  Nestor, 

•  Deceive  more  slily  than  Ulysses  could, 

♦  And,  like  a  Sinon,  take  another  Troy : 
I  can  add  colours  to  the  cameleon  ; 

'  Change  shapes,  with  Proteus,  for  advantages, 
'  And  set  the  murd'rous  Machiavel  to  school 
Can  I  do  this,  and  cannot  get  a  crown  ? 

*  Tut !  were  it  further  off.  111  pluck  it  down.         [Exit. 


SCENE  IIL 
France.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Flourish,  Enter  Lewis  ihe  French  King,  and  Lady 
Bona,  attended;  ihe  King  takes  his  State.  Then 
enter  Queen  Maegabbt,  Prince  Edward,  her  Son,  and 
the  Earl  cf  Oxford. 

'  K.  Lew.  Fair  queen  of  England,  worthy  Margaret, 

[Rising. 
'  Sit  down  with  us ;  it  ill  befits  thy  state. 
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'  And  birth,  thai  thou  should'st  stand,  while  Lewis  doth 
sit. 

*  Q,  Mar.  No,  mighty  king  of  France ;    now  Mar- 

garet 

*  Must  strike  her  sail,  and  learn  awhile  to  serve, 

*  Where  kings  command.     I  was,  I  must  confess, 

*  Great  Albion's  queen  in  former  golden  days : 

*  But  now  mischance  hath  trod  my  title  down, 

*  And  with  dishonour  laid  me  on  the  ground  ; 

*  Where  I  must  take  like  seat  unto  my  fortune, 

*  And  to  my  humble  seat  conform  myself. 

*  K.  Lew.  Why,  say,  feir  queen,  whence  springs  this 

deep  despair  ? 

*  Q.  Mar.  From  such  a  cause  as  fills  mine  eyes  with 

tears, 

*  And  stops  my  tongue,  while  heart  is  drown'd  in  cares. 

*  K.  Lew.  Whatever  it  be,  be  thou  still  like  thyself, 

*  And  sit  thee  by  our  side :  yield  not  thy  neck 

[/Sfeote  her  by  him. 
♦To  fortime's  yoke,  but  let  thy  dauntless  mind 

*  Still  ride  in  triumph  over  all  mischance. 

*  Be  plain,  queen  Margaret,  and  tell  thy  grief ; 

*  It  shall  be  eas'd,  if  France  can  yield  relief 

*  Q.  Mar.  Those  gracious  words  revive  my  drooping 

thoughts, 

*  And  give  my  tongue-tied  sorrows  leave  to  speak. 

*  Now,  therefore,  be  it  known  to  noble  Lewis, — 

*  That  Henry,  sole  possessor  of  my  love, 

*  Is,  of  a  king,  become  a  banish'd  man, 

*  And  forc'd  to  live  in  Scotland  a  forlorn  ; 

*  While  proud  ambitious  Edward,  duke  of  York, 

*  Usurps  the  regal  title,  and  the  seat 

*  Of  England's  true-anointed  lawful  king. 

*  This  is  the  cause,  that  I,  poor  Margaret, — 

*  With  this  my  son,  prince  Edward,  Henry's  heir, — 

*  Am  come  to  crave  thy  just  and  lawfiil  aid ; 
'  And,  if  thou  fail  us,  all  our  hope  is  done : 

*  Scotland  hath  will  to  help,  but  cannot  help  ; 
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*  Our  people  and  our  peers  are  both  misled, 

*  Our  treasure  seiz'd,  our  soldiers  put  to  flight, 

*  And,  as  thou  see'st,  ourselves  in  heavy  plight 

*  K,  Lew.  Renowned  queen,  with  patience  calm  the 

storm, 

*  While  we  bethink  a  means  to  break  it  oft 

*  Q.  Mar,  The  more  we  stay,  the  stronger  grows  our 

foe. 

*  K.  Lew.  The  more  I  stay,  the  more  III  succour 

thee. 

*  Q.  Mar,  O,  but  impatience  waiteth  on  true  sorrow : 

*  And  see,  where  comes  the  breeder  of  my  sorrow. 

Enter  Warwick,  attended. 

*  K.  Lew.  What's  he,  approacheth  boldly  to  our  pre- 

sence? 
Q.  Mar.  Our    earl    of   Warwick,   Edward's  greatest 

friend 
K.  Lew.  Welcome,  brave  Warwick !  What  brings  thee 
to  France? 

[Descending  from  his  State.    Queen 
Habqabbt  rises. 

*  Q.  Mar.  Ay,  now  b^ins  a  second  storm  to  rise ; 

*  For  this  is  he,  that  moves  both  wind  and  tida 

*  War.  From  worthy  Edward,  king  of  Albion, 
My  lord  and  sovereign,  and  thy  vowed  friend, 

I  come, — in  kindness,  and  unfeigned  love, — 

First,  to  do  greetings  to  thy  royal  person  ; 

And,  then,  to  crave  a  league  of  amity ; 

And,  lastly,  to  confirm  that  amity 

With  nuptial  knot,  if  thou  vouchsafe  to  gprant 

That  virtuous  lady  Bona,  thy  fedr  sister. 

To  England's  king  in  lawful  marriaga 

'  Q.  Ma/r.  If  that  go  forward,  Henry's  hope  is  dona 
War.  And,  gracious  madam,  [to  B^a,]  in  our  king's 
behalf, 

'  I  am  commanded,  with  your  leave  and  favour, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Scene  III.  KING  HENRY   VI.  527 

Humbly  to  kiss  your  hand,  and  with  my  tongue 
To  tell  the  passion  of  my  sovereign's  heart ; 
Where  &me,  late  entering  at  his  heedful  ears, 
Hath  plac'd  thy  beaut/s  image,  and  thy  virtue. 

Q,  Mar.  King  Lewis,  —  and  lady  Bona, — hear  me 
speak, 

*  Before  you  answer  Warwick.     His  demand 

•  Springs  not  from  Edward's  well-meant  honest  love, 

♦  But  from  deceit,  bred  by  necessity  ; 

•  For  how  can  tyrants  safely  govern  home, 

*  Unless  abroad  they  purchase  great  alliance  ? 

*  To  prove  him  tyrant,  this  reason  may  suffice, — 

•  That  Henry  liveth  still :  but  were  he  dead, 

*  Yet  here  prince  Edward  stands,  king  Henry's  son. 
*Look    therefore,   Lewis,  that    by   this    league   and 

marriage 

♦  Thou  draw  not  on  thy  danger  and  dishonour : 

•  For  though  usurpers  sway  the  rule  a  while, 

♦  Yet  heavens  are  just,  and  time  suppresseth  wrongs. 

War.  Injurious  Margaret ! 

Prince,  And  why  not  queen  ? 

War.  Because  thy  fstther  Henry  did  usurp ; 
And  thou  no  more  art  prince,  thaji  she  is  queen. 

Oxf.  Then  Warwick  disannuls  great  John  of  Gaunt, 
Which  did  subdue  the  greatest  part  of  Spain ; 
And,  after  John  of  Gaunt,  Henry  the  fourth, 

*  Whose  wisdom  was  a  mirror  to  the  wisest ; 
And,  after  that  wise  prince,  Henry  the  fifth, 
Who  by  his  prowess  conquered  all  France : 
From  these  our  Henry  lineally  descenda 

War.  Oxford,  how  haps  it,  in  this  smooth  discourse, 
You  told  not,  how  Henry  the  sixth  hath  lost 
All  that  which  Henry  the  fifth  had  gotten  ? 
Methinks,  these  peers  of  France  should  smile  at  that. 
But  for  the  rest, — ^You  tell  a  pedigree 
Of  threescore  and  two  years  ;  a  silly  time 
To  make  prescription  for  a  kingdom's  worth. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


528  THIRD  PART  OP  Act  III. 

*  Oocf.  Why,  Warwick,  canst  thou  speak  against  thy 

liege, 

*  Whom  thou  obeyed'st  thirty  and  six  years, 
And  not  bewray  thy  treason  with  a  blush  ? 

War.  Can  Oxford,  that  did  ever  fence  the  right. 
Now  buckler  feJsehood  with  a  pedigree  ? 
For  shame,  leave  Henry,  and  call  Edward  king. 

*  Oxf,  Call  him  my  king,  by  whose  injurious  doom 

*  My  elder  brother,  the  lord  Aubrey  Vere, 

Was  done  to  death  ?  and  more  than  so,  my  &ther, 
Even  in  the  downfEdl  of  his  mellow'd  years, 
'  When  nature  brought  him  to  the  door  of  death  ? 
No,  Warwick,  no ;  while  life  upholds  this  arm, 
This  arm  upholds  the  house  of  Lancaster. 

War.  And  I  the  house  of  York. 

K.  Lew,  Queen  Margaret,  prince  Edward,  and  Ox- 
ford, 
'  Vouchsafe,  at  our  request,  to  stand  aside, 

*  While  I  use  further  conference  with  Warwick. 

*  Q,  Mar.  Heaven  grant,  that  Warwick's  words  be- 

witch him  not ! 

[Retiring  with  the  Prince  avd  Oxford. 

*  K,  Lew.  Now,  Warwick,  tell   me,   even  upon  thy 

conscience, 

*  Is  Edward  your  true  king  ?  for  I  were  loath, 

'  To  link  with  him  that  were  not  lawful  chosen. 
War.  Thereon  I  pawn  my  credit  and  mine  honour. 
K.  Lew.  But  is  he  gracious  in  the  people's  eye  ? 
War.  The  more,  that  Henry  was  unfortunate*. 
K.  Lew.  Then  further, — ^all  dissembling  set  aside, 

*  Tell  me  for  truth  the  measure  of  his  love 
'  Unto  our  sister  Bona. 

War.  Such  it  seems, 

As  may  beseem  a  monarch  like  himself 


'  ' that  Henry  was  unfortunate.']    He  means,  that  Henry  was 

unsuccessful  in  v^ar,  having  lost  his  dominions  in  France,  &c. 
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Myself  have  often  heard  him  say  and  swear, — 
That  this  his  love  was  an  eternal  plant ; 
Whereof  the  root  was  fix'd  in  virtue  s  ground, 
The  leaves  and  jBruit  maintain'd  with  beauty's  sun ; 
Exempt  from  envy,  but  not  from  disdain  *, 
Unless  the  lady  Bona  quit  his  pain. 

K,  Lew.  Now,  sister,  let  us  hear  your  firm  resolve. 

Bona.  Your  grant,  or  your  denial,  shall  be  mine : — 
Yet  I  confess,  \to  Wab.]  that  often  ere  this  day, 
"When  I  have  heard  your  king's  desert  recounted. 
Mine  ear  hath  tempted  judgment  to  desire. 

♦  K.  Lew.  Then,   Warwick,   thus, — Our   sister  shall 

be  Edward's ; 

♦  And  now  forthwith  shall  articles  be  drawn 

♦  Touching  the  jointure  that  your  king  must  make, 

♦  Which  with  her  dowry  shall  be  counterpois'd : — 
Draw  near.  Queen  Margaret,  and  be  a  witness, 
That  Bona  shall  be  wife  to  the  English  king. 

Prince.  To  Edward,  but  not  to  the  English  king. 

♦  Q.  Mar.  Deceitful  Warwick !  it  was  thy  device 

♦  By  this  alliance  to  make  void  my  suit ; 

♦  Before  thy  coming,  Lewis  was  Henry's  friend. 

♦  K.  Lew.  And  still  is  friend  to  him  and  Margaret : 

♦  But  if  your  title  to  the  crown  be  weak, — 

♦  As  may  appear  by  Edward's  good  success, — 

♦  Then  'tis  but  reason,  that  I  be  releas'd 


**  Exempt  from  etwy,  but  not  from  S»dam^  Envy  is  always 
supposed  to  have  some  fascinating  or  blasting  power ;  and  to  be 
out  of  the  reach  of  envy  is  therefore  a  privilege  belonging  only  to 
great  excellence.  I  know  not  well  why  envy  is  mentioned  here, 
or  whose  enoy  can  be  meant ;  but  the  meaning  is,  that  his  love  is 
superior  to  envy^  and  can  feel  no  blast  from  the  lady's  (Btdam. 
Or  that,  if  Bona  refuse  to  quit  or  requite  his  pain,  his  love  may 
turn  to  dudcmij  though  the  consciousness  of  his  own  merit  will 
exempt  him  from  the  pangs  of  envy.    Johnson. 

I  believe  envy  is  in  this  place,  as  in  many  others,  put  for  malice 
or  hatred.  His  situation  places  him  above  these,  though  it  cannot 
secure  him  from  female  disdain.     Steevknb. 

VOL.  V.  Mm 
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♦  From  giving  aid,  which  late  I  promised. 

♦  Yet  shall  you  have  all  kindness  at  my  hand, 

♦  That  your  estate  requires,  and  mine  can  yield. 

War,  Henry  now  lives  in  Scotland,  at  his  ease  ; 
Where  having  nothing,  nothing  he  can  lose. 
And  as  for  you  yourself,  our  quondam  queen, — 
Tou  have  a  fisither  able  *  to  maintain  you  ; 
And  better  'twere,  you  troubled  him  than  France. 

•  Q.  Mar,  Peace,  impudent  and  shameless  Warwick, 

peace; 

♦  Proud  setter-up  and  puller-down  of  kings  ! 

♦  I  will  not  hence,  till  with  my  talk  and  tears, 

♦  Both  full  of  truth,  I  make  king  Lewis  behold 

♦  Thy  sly  conveyance  •,  and  my  lord's  false  love ; 

♦  For  both  of  you  are  birds  of  self-same  feather. 

[A  Horn  sounded  within 
K.  Lew,  Warwick,  this  is  some  post  to-us,  or  thee. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  My  lord  ambassador,  these  letters  are  for  you ; 
Sent  from  your  brother,  marquis  Montague. 
These  from  our  king  imto  your  n^jesty. — 
And,  madam,  these  for  you  ;  from  whom,  I  know  not. 
{To  Margaret.     They  all  read  their  letters, 
Oxf,  I  like  it  well,  that  our  fair  queen  and  mistress 
Smiles  at  her  news,  while  Warwick  frowns  at  his. 
Prince,  Nay,  mark,  how  Lewis  stamps  as  he  were 
nettled : 

♦  I  hope,  all's  for  the  best. 

K,  Lew.  Warwick,  what  are  thy  news  ?  and  yours, 
fair  queen  ? 

*  Q.  Mar.  Mine,  such  as  fill  my  heart  with  unhop'd 

joyfi. 

have  a  father  able  — ]     This  seems   ironical.     The  po- 
Margaret's  father  is  a  very  frequent  topick  of  reproach. 
tfy  conveyance^]     Conveyance  is  juggling,  and  thence  is 

artifice  and  fraud. 
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War,  Mine,  full  of  sorrow  and  heart's  discontent. 

K.  Lew.  What !  has  your  king  married  the  lady  Grey? 
'  And  now,  to  sooth  your  forgery  and  his ', 
'  Sends  me  a  paper  to  persuade  me  patience  ? 
'  Is  this  the  alliance  that  he  seeks  with  France  ? 
'  Dare  he  presume  to  scorn  us  in  this  manner? 

♦  Q.  Mar.  I  told  your  majesty  as  much  before : 
This  proveth  Edward's  love,  and  Warwick's  honesty. 

War.  King  Lewis,  I  here  protest, — in  sight  of  heaven. 
And  by  the  hope  I  have  of  heavenly  bliss,— 
That  I  am  clear  from  this  misdeed  of  Edward's ; 
No  more  my  king,  for  he  dishonours  me ; 
But  most  himself,  if  he  could  see  his  shame. — 
Did  I  forget,  that  by  the  house  of  York 
My  fikther  came  untimely  to  his  death  ? 
Did  I  let  pass  the  abuse  done  to  my  niece  ? 
Did  I  impale  him  with  the  regal  crown  ? 
Did  I  put  Henry  firom  his  native  right ; 

*  And  am  I  guerdon'd  *  at  the  last  with  shame  ? 

*  Shame  on  himself!  for  my  desert  is  honour. 

*  And,  to  repair  my  honour  lost  for  him, 

*  I  here  renounce  him,  and  return  to  Henry : 

*  My  noble  queen,  let  former  grudges  pass, 
And  henceforth  I  am  thy  true  servitor ; 

I  will  revenge  his  wrong  to  lady  Bona, 
And  replant  Henry  in  his  former  state. 

Q.  Mar.  Warwick,  these  words  have  tum'd  my  hate 
to  love ; 

*  And  I  forgive  and  quite  forget  old  faults, 

*  And  joy  that  thou  becom'st  king  Henry's  friend. 

War.  So  much  his  friend,  ay,  his  unfeigned  friend. 
That,  if  king  Lewis  vouchsafe  to  furnish  us 
With  some  few  bands  of  chosen  soldiers, 

y  —  to  sooth  ffour  forgery  and  kit,]  To  soften  it,  to  make 
it  more  endurable :  or  perhaps,  to  sooth  us,  and  to  prevent  our 
being  exasperated  by  your  forgery  and  his.     Ma  lone. 

■  guerdoned  — ]  i.  e.  rewarded. 

M  m  2 
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I'll  undertake  to  land  them  on  our  coast, 
And  force  the  tyrant  firom  his  seat  by  war. 
'Tis  not  his  new-made  bride  shall  succour  him : 

♦  And  as  for  Clarence, — as  my  letters  tell  me, 

♦  He's  very  likely  now  to  fidl  from  him  ; 

♦  For  matching  more  for  wanton  lust  than  honour, 

♦  Or  than  for  strength  and  safety  of  our  country. 

♦  Bona.  Dear  brother,  how  shall  Bona  be  reveng'd, 

♦  But  by  thy  help  to  this  distressed  queen  ? 

*  Q.  Mar.  Renowned  prince,  how  shall  poor  Henry 

live, 

♦  Unless  thou  rescue  him  from  foul  despair  ? 

*  Boncu  My  quarrel,  and   this   English  queen's,  are 

one. 

♦  War.  And  mine,  fair  lady  Bona,  joins  with  yours. 

*  K.  Lew.  And    mine,    with   hers,  and  thine,    and 

Margaret's. 
Therefore,  at  last,  I  firmly  am  resolv'd, 
You  shall  have  aid. 

♦  Q.  Mar.  Let  me  give  humble  thanks  for  all  at  once. 
K.  Lew.  Then  England's  messenger,  return  in  post ; 

And  tell  false  Edward,  thy  supposed  king, — 
That  Lewis  of  France  is  sending  over  maskers. 
To  revel  it  with  him  and  his  new  bride : 

♦  Thou  seest  what's  past,  go  fear  thy  king*  withal 
Bona.  Tell  him.   In  hope  hell    prove    a  widower, 

shortly, 
I'll  wear  the  willow  garland  for  his  sake. 

Q.  Mar.  Tell  him,  My  mourning  weeds  are  laid  aside. 
And  I  am  ready  to  put  armour  on '. 

War.  Tell  him  from   me.   That  he  hath  done  me 
wrong: 

•  go  fear  thy  king  — ]     That  \a, fright' thy  king. 

'  to  put  armour  on.']     It  was  once  no  unusual  thing  for 

leens  themseWes  to  appear  in  armour  at  the  head  of  their  forces. 
\ie  suit  which  Elizabeth  wore,  when  she  rode  through  the  lines 
Tilbury  to  encourage  the  troops,  on  the  approach  of  the  armada, 
ly  be  still  seen  in  the  Tower. 
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And  therefore  I'll  uncrown  him,  ere't  be  long. 

There's  thy  reward';  be  gone.  [Exit  Mess. 

K.  Lew.  But,  Warwick,  thou, 

And  Oxford,  with  five  thousand  men. 
Shall  cross  the  seas,  and  bid  false  Edward  battle : 

*  And,  as  occasion  serves,  this  noble  queen 

*  And  prince  shall  follow  with  a  fresh  supply, 

*  Yet,  ere  thou  go,  but  answer  me  one  doubt ; — 
'  What  pledge  have  we  of  thy  firm  loyalty  ? 

War.  This  shall  assure  my  constant  loyalty : — 
That  if  our  queen  and  this  young  prince  agree, 
I'll  join  my  eldest  daughter,  and  my  joy, 
To  him  forthwith  in  holy  wedlock  bands. 

Q.  Mar.  Yes,   I    agree,   and    thank    you    for    your 
motion : — 
'  Son  Edward,  she  is  £Eiir  and  virtuous, 

*  Therefore  delay  not,  give  thy  hand  to  Warwick ; 

*  And,  with  thy  hand,  thy  faith  irrevocable, 

*  That  only  Warwick's  daughter  shall  be  thine. 

*  Prince.  Yes,  I  accept  her,  for  she  well  deserves  it ; 

*  And  here,  to  pledge  my  vow,  I  give  my  hand. 

[He  gives  his  hand  to  Warwick. 

*  K.  Lew.  Why  stay  we  now  ?   These  soldiers  shall  be 

levied, 

*  And  thou,  lord  Bourbon,  our  high  admiral, 

*  Shall  waft  them  over  with  our  royal  fleet. — 

*  I  long,  till  Edward  fall  by  war's  Inischance, 

*  For  mocking  marriage  with  a  dame  of  France. 

[Exev/nt  aU  but  Warwick. 
War.  I  came  from  Edward  as  ambassador. 
But  I  return  his  sworn  and  mortal*  foe : 
Matter  of  marriage  was  the  charge  he  gave  me. 
But  dreadful  war  shall  answer,  his  demand. 
Had  he  none  else  to  make  a  stiEtle',  but  me  ? 

*  thi/ reward;]     Here  we  are  to  suppose  that,  according  to 

ancient  custom,  Warwick  makes  a  present  to  the  herald  or  mes- 
senger, whom  the  original  copies  call — tiposl. 

'  —  to  make  a  stale,]  i.  e.  stallcmg^rseyprelencc. 
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Then  none  but  I  ahall  turn  his  jest  to  sorrow. 

I  was  the  chief  that  rais'd  him  to  the  crown, 

And  111  be  chief  to  bring  him  down  again : 

Not  that  I  pity  Henry's  misery, 

But  seek  revenge  on  Edward's  mockeiy.  [SwU. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I.— London.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Glostbr,  Clarencb,  Somebset,  Moktaque,  and 
Others. 

*  Olo.  Now  tell  me,  brother  Clarence,  what  think  you 

*  Of  this  new  marriage  with  the  lady  Grey  ? 

*  Hath  not  our  brother  made  a  worthy  choice  ? 

*  Clar.  Alas,  you  know,  'tis  &r  from  hence  to  France ; 

*  How  could  he  stay  till  Warwick  made  return  ? 

*  Som.  My  lords,  forbear  this  talk ;   here  comes  the 

king. 

Flourish.  Enter  King  Edward,  attended;  Lady  Grey, 
as  Queen;  Pembroke,  Stafford,  Hastings,  and 
Others. 

*  Olo.  And  his  well-chosen  bride. 

*  Clar.  I  mind  to  tell  him  plainly  what  I  think 

*  K.  Edw.  Now,  brother  of  Cliu^nce,  how  like  you 

our  choice, 

*  That  you  stand  pensive,  as  half  malcontent  ? 

*  Clar.  As  well  as  Lewis  of  France,  or  the  earl  of 

Warwick; 

*  Which  are  so  weak  of  courage,  and  in  judgment, 

*  That  they'll  take  no  offence  at  our  abuse. 

'  K.  Edw.  Suppose,  they    take    offence    without    a 
cause, 

*  They  are  but  Lewis  and  Warwick ;  I  am  Edward, 

*  Your  king  and  Warwick's,  and  must  have  my  will. 
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*  Olo.  And  you  Bhall  have  your  will,  because  our 

king: 
'  Yet  hasty  marriage  seldom  proveth  well. 
K.  Edw,  Yea,  brother  Richard,  are  you  offended  too  ? 
'  Oh.  Not  I: 

*  No ;  God  forbid,  that  I  should  wish  them  sever'd 

*  Whom  God  hath  join'd  together :  ay,  and  'twere  pity, 
To  sunder  them  that  yoke  so  well  together. 

*  K.  Edw.  Setting  your    scorns,  and  your  mislike, 

aside, 
'  Tell  me  some  reason,  why  the  lady  Grey 
'  Should  not  become  my  wife,  and  England's  queen : — 
'  And  you  too,  Somerset,  and  Montague, 

*  Speak  jfreely  what  you  think. 

*  Clar.  Then  this  is  my  opinion, — ^that  king  Lewis 
'  Becomes  your  enemy,  for  mocking  him 

*  About  the  marriage  of  the  lady  Bona. 

*  Olo.  And  Warwick,  doing  what  you  gave  in  chaise, 
'  Is  now  dishonoured  by  this  new  marriage. 

*  K.  Edw.  What,  if  both  Lewis  and  Warwick  be  ap- 

peased, 

*  By  such  invention  as  I  can  devise  ? 

if  ant.  Yet  to  have  join'd  with  France  in  such  alliance, 
Would  more  have  strengthen'd  this  our  commonwealth 

*  'Ghiinst  foreign  storms,  than  any  home-bred  marriage. 

'  Hast.  Why,  knows  not  Montague,  that  of  itself 
'  England  is  safe,  if  true  within  itself*  ? 

*  Mont.  Yes ;  but  the  safer,  when  it  is  backed  with 

France. 

*  Hast.  'Tis    better    using    France    than    trusting 

France : 


*  Whtff  knows  not  Montague ,  that  qfitse^^ 

England  is  safe,  if  true  xMan  itself  f]  Neither  the  lapse  of 
two  centuries,  nor  any  circumstance  which  has  occurred  during 
that  eventful  period,  has  in  any  degree  shook  the  credit  of  thb 
observation,  or  impaired  the  confidence  of  the  publick  in  the 
truth  of  it.  "England  is  and  will  be  stiU^^e,  if  true  within 
itself." 
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*  Let  us  be  back'd  with  God,  and  with  the  seas^ 

*  Which  he  hath  given  for  fence  impregnable, 

*  And  with  their  helps  only  defend  ourselves ; 

*  In  them,  and  in  ourselves,  our  safety  lies. 

Clar.  For  this  one  speech,  lord  Hastings  well  deserves 
To  have  the  heir  of  the  lord  HungerfonL 

^  K.  Edw.  Ay,  what  of  that  ?  it  was  my  will,  and 
grant; 

*  And,  for  this  once,  my  will  shall  stand  for  law. 

*  Olo.  And  yet,  methinks,  your  grace  hath  not  done 

weU, 
'  To  give  the  heir  and  daughter  of  lord  Scales 

*  Unto  the  brother  of  your  loving  bride  ; 

*  She  better  would  have  fitted  me,  or  Clarence : 

*  But  in  your  bride  you  bury  brotherhood. 

*  Clar.  Or  else  you  would  not  have  bestow'd  the  heir* 

*  Of  the  lord  Bonville  on  your  new  wife's  son, 

'  And  leave  your  brothers  to  go  speed  elsewhera 
K,  Edw.  Alas,  poor  Clarence !  is  it  for  a  wife, 
'  That  thou  art  malcontent  ?  I  will  provide  thee. 

*  Clar.  In  choosing  for  yourself  you  show'd  your 

judgment ; 
'  Which  being  shallow,  you  shall  give  me  leave 
'  To  play  the  broker  in  mine  own  behalf; 
'  And,  to  that  end,  I  shortly  mind  to  leave  you. 

*  K.  Edw.  Leave  me,  or  tarry,  Edward  will  be  king, 

*  And  not  be  tied  unto  his  brother's  will 

^  Q.  Eliz.  My  lords,  before  it  pleas'd  his  majesty 
'  To  raise  my  state  to  title  of  a  queen, 
'  Do  me  but  right,  and  you  must  all  confess 

* wUh  the  seas,]    This  has  been  the  advice  of  every  man  who 

in  any  age  understood  and  favoured  the  interest  of  England. 

* you  would  not  have  bestou^d  the  heir  — ]    It  must  be  re- 

mbered,  that  till  the  Restoration,  the  heiresses  of  great  estates 
re  in  the  wardship  of  the  king,  who  in  their  minority  gave  them 
to  plunder,  and  afterwards  matched  them  to  his  favourites.  I 
>w  not  when  liberty  gained  more  than  by  the  abolition  of  the 
irt  of  wards.    Johnson. 
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*  That  I  was  not  ignoble  of  descent ', 

*  And  meaner  than  myself  have  had  like  fortune. 

*  But  as  this  title  honours  me  and  mine, 

*  So  your  dislikes,  to  whom  I  would  be  pleasing, 

*  Do  cloud  my  joys  with  danger  and  with  sorrow. 

*  K.  Edw.  My  love,  forbear  to  fawn  upon  their  frowns: 

*  What  danger,  or  what  sorrow  can  befell  thee, 

*  So  long  as  Edward  is  thy  constant  friend, 

*  And  their  true  sovereign,  whom  they  must  obey  ? 

*  Nay,  whom  they  shall  obey,  and  love  thee  too, 
'  Unless  they  seek  for  hatred  at  my  hands : 

*  Which  if  they  do,  yet  will  I  keep  thee  safe, 

*  And  they  shall  feel  the  vengeance  of  my  wrath. 

*  Glo,  I  hear,  yet  say  not  much,  but  think  the  more. 

[Aside. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

*  K.  Edw.  Now,  messenger,  what  letters,  or  what  news, 
From  France  ? 

*  Mess.  My  sovereign  liege,  no  letters ;  and  few  words, 
'  But  such  as  I,  without  your  special  pardon. 

Dare  not  relate. 

*  K,  Edw.  Go  to,  we  pardon  thee :  therefore,  in  brief, 
'  Tell  me  their  words  as  near  as  thou  canst  guess  them. 
What  answer  makes  king  Lewis  imto  our  letters  ? 

Mess.  At  my  depart,  these  were  his  very  words ; 
Go  teU  false  Edward,  iky  supposed  king, — 
Thfxt  Lewis  of  France  is  sending  over  maskers, 
To  revel  it  with  him  and  his  new  bride. 

K.  Edw.  Is  Lewis  so  brave  ?  belike,  he  thinks  me 
Henry. 

*  But  what  said  lady  Bona  to  my  marriage  ? 

7  ^^-  /  wa$  not  ignoble  of  descent^]  Her  father  was  sir  Richard 
WidTiUe,  knight,  afterwards  earl  of  Rivers ;  her  mother,  Jaquelinc, 
duchess-dowager  of  Bedford,  who  was  daughter  to  Peter  of 
Luxemburgh,  earl  of  Saint  Paul,  and  widow  of  John  duke  of 
Bedford,  brother  to  king  Henry  V. 
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Mess.  These  were  her  words,  utter'd  with  mild  disdain ; 
Tell  him,  in  hope  he'U  prove  a  widower  shorUy, 
rU  wear  the  willow  garland  for  his  sake. 

K.  Edw.  I  blame  not  her,  she  could  say  little  less ; 
'  She  had  the  wrong.    Bat  what  said  Henry's  queen  ? 
'  For  I  have  heard  that  she  was  there  in  place '. 

Mess.  Tell  hiniy  quoth  she,  my  mourning  weeds  are 
done^y 
And  I  am  ready  to  put  armoiMr  on. 

K.  Edw.  Belike  i^e  minds  to  play  the  Amason. 
But  what  said  Warwick  to  these  injuries  ? 

'  Mess.  He,  more  incens'd  against  your  miyesty 

*  Than  all  the  rest,  discharged  me  with  these  words ; 
Tell  him  from  me,  that  he  hath  done  me  wrong, 
And  therefore  I'll  uncrown  him,  ere't  be  long. 

K,  Edw.  Ha !  durst  the  traitor  breathe  out  so  proud 
words? 

*  WeU,  I  will  arm  me,  being  thus  forewam'd : 

'  They  shall  have  wars,  and  pay  for  their  presumption. 
'  But  say,  is  Warwick  friends  with  Maigaret  ? 
Mess.  Ay,  gracious  sovereign ;  they  are  so  link'd  in 
friendship, 

*  That     young    prince    Edward    marries    Warwick's 

daughter. 
Clar.  Belike,    the    elder;    Clarence   will    have   the 
younger. 

♦  Now,  brother  king,  farewell,  and  sit  you  fiwt, 

♦  For  I  will  hence  to  Warwick's  other  daughter ; 

♦  That,  though  I  want  a  kingdom,  yet  in  marriage 

•  I  may  not  prove  inferior  to  yourself — 
You,  that  love  me  and  Warwick,  follow  me. 

{Exit  Clabeiycb,  and  SoMEBSET/oUotcxs. 

*  —  the  wot  there  in  place.]  This  eipression,  ngnifying,  she 
wM  there  present,  occurs  frequently  in  old  English  writers.  En 
piace,  a  Gallicism. 

9  Qjre  done,]  i.  e.  are  consumed,  thrown  off.     The  word  is 

of^cn  used  in  this  sense  by  the  writers  of  our  author's  age. 
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♦  Glo,  Not  I. 

*  My  thoughts  aim  at  a  further  matter ;  I 

*  Stay  not  for  love  of  Edward,  but  the  crown.      [Aside, 

K,  Edw.  Clarence  and  Somerset  both  gone  to  War- 
wick! 

*  Yet  am  I  arm'd  against  the  worst  can  happen ; 

*  And  haste  is  needftd  in  this  desperate  ease. — 

*  Pembroke,  and  StaflTord,  you  in  our  behalf 

*  Gro  levy  men,  and  make  prepare  for  war. 

'  They  are  already,  or  quickly  will  be  landed : 
'  Myself  in  person  will  straight  follow  you. 

[Eummt  Pbmbeokb  and  Stafford. 
'  But,  ere  I  go,  Hastings, — and  Montague, — 

*  Resolve  my  doubt.    You  twain,  of  all  the  rest, 

*  Are  near  to  Warwick,  by  blood,  and  by  alliance  : 

*  Tell  me,  if  you  love  Warwick  more  than  me  ? 

*  If  it  be  so,  then  both  depart  to  him ; 

*  I  rather  wish  you  foes,  than  hollow  friends ; 

'  But  if  you  mind  to  hold  your  true  obedience, 

*  Give  me  assurance  with  some  friendly  vow, 

*  That  I  may  never  have  you  in  suspect. 

MonL  So  God  help  Montague,  as  he  proves  true ! 
East,  And  Hastings,  as  he  favours  Edward's  cause ! 
'  K,  Edw.  Now,  brother  Richard,  will  you  stand  by  us? 
Olo.  Ay,  in  despite  of  all  that  shall  withstand  you. 
*  K.  Edw,  Why  so ;  then  am  I  sure  of  victory. 
'  Now  therefore  let  us  hence ;  and  lose  no  hour, 

*  Till  we  meet  Warwick  with  his  foreign  power.  [Exetmt 

SCENE  IL 

A  Plain  in  Warwickshire. 

Enter  Wabwick  and  Oxfobd,  with  French  and  other 
Forces. 

War.  Trust  me,  my  lord,  all  hitherto  goes  weU ; 
The  common  people  by  numbers  swarm  to  us. 
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Enter  Clabencb  arui  Somebsbt. 

But,  see,  where  Somerset  and  Clarence  come ; — 
Speak  suddenly,  my  lords,  are  we  all  friends  ? 

Clar.  Fear  not  that,  my  lord. 

War.  Then,   gentle    Clarence,   welcome    unto  War- 
wick; 
And  welcome,  Somerset : — I  hold  it  cowardice. 
To  rest  mistrustful  where  a  noble  heart 
Hath  pawn'd  an  open  hand  in  sign  of  love ; 
Else  might  I  think,  that  Clarence,  Edward's  brother. 
Were  but  a  feigned  friend  to  our  proceedings : 
But  welcome,  Clarence  f ;  my  daughter  shall  be  thine. 
And  now  what  rests,  but,  in  night's  coverture. 
Thy  brother  being  carelessly  encamp'd. 
His  soldiers  lurking  in  the  towns  about^ 
And  but  attended  by  a  simple  guard. 
We  may  surprize  and  take  him  at  our  pleasure  ? 
Our  scouts  have  found  the  adventure  very  easy : 

*  That  as  Ulysses,  and  stout  Diomede, 

*  With  sleight  and  manhood  stole  to  Rhesus'  tents, 

*  And  brought  from  thence  the  Thradan  fatal  steeds ' ; 

*  So  we,  well  cover'd  with  the  night's  black  mantle, 

*  At  unawares  may  beat  down  Edward's  guard, 

*  And  seize  himself;  I  say  not — slaughter  him, 

*  For  I  intend  but  only  to  surprize  him. — 

*  You,  that  will  follow  me  to  this  attempt, 

*  Applaud  the  name  of  Henry,  with  your  leader. 

[They  aU  cry,  Henby  ! 
Why,  then,  let's  on  our  way  in  silent  sort : 
For  Warwick  and  his  friends,  God  and  Saint  George ! 

[Exeunt, 

f  *<  welcome,  sweet  Clarence  f  —  Malome. 

I  the  Thracian  fatal  steeds ;]     We  are  told  by  some  of  the 

writers  on  the  Trojan  story,  that  the  capture  of  these  horses  was 
one  of  the  necessary  preliminaries  to  the  fate  of  Troy. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Scene  m.  KING  HENRY  VI.  641 

SCENE  III. 
Edward's  Campy  near  Warwick. 

E'fiter  certain  Watchmen,  to  guard  the  King's  Tent. 

♦  1  TTafcfe.  Come  on,  my  masters,  each  man  take  his 

stand; 

*  The  king,  by  this,  is  set  him  down  to  sleep. 

•  2  Watch.  What,  will  he  not  to  bed  ? 

•  1  Watch,  Why,  no :  for  he  hath  made  a  solemn  vow 

*  Never  to  lie  and  take  his  natural  rest, 

*  Till  Warwick,  or  himself,  be  quite  suppress'd. 

•  2  Watch,  To-morrow  then,  belike,  shall  be  the  day, 

*  If  Warwick  be  so  near  as  men  report. 

*  3  Watch,  But  say,  I  pray,  what  nobleman  is  that, 

*  That  with  the  king  here  resteth  in  his  tent  ? 

*  1  Watch,  'Tis  the  lord  Hastings,  the  king's  chiefest 

friend. 

*  3  Waich,  0,  is  it  so  ?  But  why  commands  the  king, 

*  That  his  chief  followers  lodge  in  towns  about  him,    . 

*  While  he  himself  keepeth  in  the  cold  field  ? 

♦  2  Watch,  'Tis  the  more  honour,  because  more  dan- 

gerous. 

•  3  Watch,  Ay ;  but  give  me  worship,  and  quietness, 

*  I  like  it  better  than  a  dangerous  honour. 

*  If  Warwick  knew  in  what  estate  he  stands, 

*  'Tis  to  be  doubted,  he  would  waken  him. 

•  1  Watch,  Unless  our    halberds  did  shut    up    his 

passage. 
♦2  Watch,  Ay;  wherefore  else  guard  we  his  royal 
tent, 

*  But  to  defend  his  person  from  night-foes  ? 
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Enter   Warwick,  Clabbnce,    Oxpobd,  Sombesbt,  and 
Forces. 

'  War.  This  is  his  tent;  and  see,  where  stand  his 
guard. 

*  Courage,  my  masters  ;  honour  now,  or  never ! 

*  But  follow  me,  and  Edward  shall  be  ours. 

1  Watch.  Who  goes  there  ? 

2  Watch.  Stay,  or  thou  diest 

[Warwick,  and  the  resty  cry  oB— Warwick! 
Warwick !  and  set  upon  the  Guard;  who  fly, 
crying— Arm!  Arm!  Warwick,  and  the  rest, 
following  them. 

The  Drum  beating,  and  Trumpets  sounding,  Re-enter 
Warwick,  and  the  rest,  bringing  the  King  oui  in 
a  Chum,  sitting  in  a  Ohair :  Glostbr  and  Habtinqs 

fly- 

<  Sfffn,  What  are  they  that  fly  there  ? 

*  War.  Richard,  and  Hastings :  let  them  go,  here's 

the  duke. 
K.  Edw.  The  duke !  why,  Warwick,  when  we  parted 
last. 
Thou  cairdst  me  king ! 

jy^ar.  Ay,  but  the  case  is  alter'd : 

'  When  you  disgrac'd  me  in  my  embassade, 

*  Then  I  degraded  you  from  being  king, 
And  come  now  to  create  you  duke  of  York. 
Alas !  how  should  you  govern  any  kingdom, 
That  know  not  how  to  use  ambassadors  ; 
Nor  how  to  be  contented  with  one  wife ; 
Nor  how  to  use  your  brothers  brotherly ; 

*  Nor  how  to  study  for  the  people's  welfare ; 
Nor  how  to  shroud  yourself  from  enemies  ? 

*  K.  Edw.  Yea,  brother  of  Clarence,  art  thou  here 

too? 
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*  Nay,  then  I  see,  that  Edward  needs  must  down. — 

*  Yet,  Warwick,  in  despite  of  all  mischance, 
,  *  Of  thee  thyself,  and  all  thy  complices, 

*  Edward  will  always  bear  himself  as  king : 

*  Though  fortune's  malice  overthrow  my  state, 

*  My  mind  exceeds  the  compass  of  her  wheel. 

TTar.  Then,    for   his    mind,  be  Edward   England's 
king  * :  \Takes  off  his  Crown, 

But  Henry  now  shall  wear  the  English  crown, 

*  And  be  true  king  indeed  ;  thou  but  the  shadow. — 

*  My  lord  of  Somerset,  at  my  request, 

*  See  that  forthwith  duke  Edward  be  conve/d 

*  Unto  my  brother,  archbishop  of  York. 

*  When  I  have  fought  with  Pembroke  and  his  fellows, 

*  111  follow  you,  and  tell  what  answer 

*  Lewis,  and  the  lady  Bona,  send  to  him : — 
Now,  for  a  while,  farewell,  good  duke  of  York. 

*  K.  Edw.  What  fiites  impose,  that  men  must  needs 

abide ; 

*  It  boots  not  to  resist  both  wind  and  tide. 

[Exit  King  Edward,  led  out;  Somerset 
with  him. 

*  Oxf.  What  now  remains,  my  lords,  for  us  to  do, 

*  But  march  to  London  with  our  soldiers  ? 

War,  Ay,  that's  the  first  thing  that  we  have  to  do ; 

*  To  free  king  Henry  from  imprisonment. 

And  see  him  seated  in  the  regal  throne.  [Exewnt. 

SCENE  IV. 

London.     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Queen  Elizareth  and  Rivers. 

'  Riv.  Madam,  what  makes  you  in  this  sudden  change? 

'  Then,  for  hit  mind,  be  Edward  England's  Icing :]     That  is,  in  his 
mind  ;  as  far  as  his  own  mind  goes. 
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*  Q.  Miz.  Why,  brother  Rivers,  are  you  yet  to  learn, 
^  What  late  misfortune  is  be&ll'n  king  Edward  ? 

Rxv.  What,   loss    of    some  pitch'd  battle    against 
Warwick? 

*  Q.  Eliz,  No,  but  the  loss  of  his  own  royal  person. 
'  Riv.  Then  is  my  sovereign  slain  ? 

'  Q.  Eliz.  Ay,  almost  slain,  for  he  is  taken  prisoner ; 

*  Either  betray'd  by  falsehood  of  his  guard, 

*  Or  by  his  foe  surpriz'd  at  unawares  : 

'  And,  as  I  further  have  to  understand, 

*  Is  new  committed  to  the  bbhop  of  York, 

'  Fell  Warwick's  brother,  and  by  that  our  foe. 

^  Riv,  These  news,  I  must  confess,  are  full  of  grief : 
'  Yet,  gracious  madam,  bear  it  as  you  may ; 

*  Warwick  may  lose,  that  now  hath  won  the  day. 

*  Q,  Eliz,  Till  then,  feir  hope  must  hinder  life's  decay. 

*  And  I  the  rather  wean  me  from  despair, 

*  For  love  of  Edward's  o&pring  in  my  womb : 

*  This  is  it  that  makes  me  bridle  passion, 

*  And  bear  with  mildness  my  misfortime's  cross  ; 

*  Ay,  ay,  for  this  I  draw  in  many  a  tear, 

*  And  stop  the  rising  of  blood-sucking  sighs, 

*  Lest  with  my  sighs  or  tears  I  blast  or  drown 
King  Edward's  fiiiit,  true  heir  to  the  English  crown. 

*  Riv.  But,  madam,  where  is  Warwick  then  become  ? 
Q.  Eliz.  I  am  informed,  that  he  comes  towards  London, 

*  To  set  the  crown  once  more  on  Henry's  head : 

*  Guess  thou  the  rest;  king  Edward's  Mends  must  down. 
'  But,  to  prevent  the  tyrant's  violence, 

*  (For  trust  not  him  that  hath  once  broken  faith,) 

*  I'll  hence  forthwith  unto  the  sanctuary, 

'  To  save  at  least  the  heir  of  Edward's  right ; 
'  There  shall  I  rest  secure  from  force,  and  fraud. 

*  Come  therefore,  let  us  fly,  while  we  may  fly ; 

*  If  Warwick  take  us,  we  are  sure  to  die.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  V. 
A  Park  near  Middleham  CasUe  in  Yorkshire. 

Enter  Gloster,  Hastings,  Sir  William  Stanley,  afid 
Others, 

'  Glo.  Now,  my  lord  Hastings,  and  sir  William  Stanley, 

*  Leave  off  to  wonder,  why  I  drew  you  hither, 
'  Into  this  chiefest  thicket  of  the  park. 

*  Thus  stands  the  case :  You  know,  our  king,  my  brother, 
'  Is  prisoner  to  the  bishop  here,  at  whose  hands 

*  He  hath  good  usage  and  great  liberty  ; 

*  And  often,  but  attended  with  weak  guard, 

*  Comes  hunting  this  way  to  disport  himself. 

*  I  have  adv^rtis'd  him  by  secret  means, 

'  That  if,  about  this  hour,  he  make  this  way, 

*  Under  the  colour  of  his  usual  game, 

*  He  shall  here  find  his  friends,  with  horse  and  men, 
'  To  set  him  free  fix)m  his  captivity. 

En4£r  King  Edward,  and  a  Huntsman. 

*  Hunt,  This  way,  my  lord ;  for  this  way  lies  the  game. 

*  K.  Edw.  Nay,  this  way,  man  ;  see,  where  the  hunts- 

men stand. — 

*  Now,  brother  of  Gloster,  lord  Hastings,  and  the  rest, 

*  Stand  you  thus  close,  to  steal  the  bishop's  deer? 

'  Olo.  Brother,  the  time  and  case  requireth  haste ; 

*  Your  horse  stands  ready  at  the  park  comer. 

'  K.  Ediv.  But  whither  shall  we  then  ? 

*  Hast.  To  Lynn,  my  lord ;  and  ship  fix)m  thence  to 

Handers. 

*  Glo.  Well  guess'd,   believe  me;   for  that  was  my 

meaning. 

*  K.  Edw.  Stanley,  I  will  requite  thy  forwardness. 

*  Olo,  But  wherefore  stay  we  ?  'tis  no  time  to  talk. 

*  K.  Edw.  Huntsman,  what  say'st  thou  ?  wilt  thou  go 

along  ? 
VOL.  V.  N  n 
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*  Hunt  Better  do  so,  than  tany  and  be  hang'd. 

*  Olo.  Come  then,  away  ;  let's  have  no  more  ado. 

*  K.  Edw.  Bishop,  farewell :    shield  thee  from  War- 

wick's frown ; 
And  pray  that  I  may  repossess  the  crown.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  VI. 
A  Room  in  the  Tower. 

Enter  King  Hbitrt,  Clarencb,  Warwick,  Somebset, 
young  Riohmohd,  Oxford,  Montague,  Lieutenant 
.of  the  Tower,  and  Attendants. 

*  K.  Hen.  Master   lientenant,   new  that    Grod    and 

friends 

*  Have  shaken  Edward  from  the  regal  seat ; 

*  And  tum'd  my  captive  state  to  liberty, 

*  My  fear  to  hope,  my  sorrows  imto  joys ; 

*  At  our  enlargement  what  are  thy  due  fees  ? 

*  Lieu.  Subjects    may  chaUenge    nothing    of   their 

sovereigns ; 

*  But  if  an  humble  prayer  may  prevail, 

*  I  then  crave  pardon  of  your  majesty. 

*  K.  Hen.  Por  what,  lieutenant  ?  for  well  using  me  ? 

*  Nay,  be  thou  sure,  I  will  requite  thy  kindness, 

*  Por  that  it  made  my  imprisonment  a  pleasure : 

*  Ay,  such  a  pleasure  as  incaged  birds 

*  Conceive,  when,  after  many  moody  thoughts, 

*  At  last,  by  notes  of  household  harmony, 

*  They  quite  forget  their  loss  of  liberty. — 

*  But,  Warwick,  after  God,  thou  set'st  n^e  free, 

*  And  chiefly  therefore,  I  thank  God,  and  thee ; 

*  He  was  the  author,  thou  the  instrument 

*  Therefore,  that  I  may  conquer  fortune's  spite, 

*  By  living  low,  where  fortune  cannot  hurt  me  ; 

*  And  that  the  people  of  this  blessed  land 

*  May  not  be  punish 'd  with  my  thwarting  stars ; 
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*  Warwick,  although  my  head  still  wear  the  crown, 
'  I  here  resign  my  government  to  thee, 

'  For  thou  art  fortunate  in  all  thy  deeds. 

♦  War.  Your  grace  hath  still  been  fE^m'd  for  virtuous ; 

♦  And  now  may  seem  as  wise  as  virtuous, 

*  By  spying,  and  avoiding,  fortune's  malice, 

•  For  few  men  rightly  temper  with  the  stars  * : 

♦  Yet  in  this  one  thing  let  me  blame  your  grace, 

•  For  choosing  me,  when  Clarence  is  in  place  *. 

♦  GUiT,  No,  Warwick,  thou  art  worthy  of  the  sway, 

♦  To  whom  the  heavens,  in  thy  nativity, 

♦  Adjudged  an  olive  branch,  and  laurel  crown, 

♦  As  likely  to  be  blest  in  peace,  and  war ; 

♦  And  therefore  I  yield  thee  my  free  consent. 

♦  War,  And  I  choose  Clarence  only  for  protector. 

♦  K.  Hen,  Warwick,   and   Clarence,    give   me    both 

your  hands ; 

♦  Now  join  your  hands,  and,   with  your  hands,  your 

hearts, 

*  That  no  dissension  hinder  government : 

*  I  make  you  both  protectors  of  this  land ; 

*  While  I  myself  will  lead  a  private  life, 

*  And  in  devotion  spend  my  latter  days. 
To  sin's  rebuke,  and  my  Creator's  praise. 

War,  What  answers  Clarence  to  his  sovereign's  will  ? 

♦  Clar,  That  he  consents,  if  Warwick  yield  consent ; 

*  For  on  thy  fortune  I  repose  myself. 

♦  War,  Why   then,   though    loath,  yet  must  I  be 

content : 

*  We'll  yoke  together,  like  a  double  shadow 

♦  To  Henry's  body,  and  supply  his  place ; 

♦  I  mean,  in  bearing  weight  of  government, 

» fexo  men  rightfy  temper  with  the  slart:]    I  suppose  the 

meaning  is,  that  few  men  conform  their  temper  to  their  destiny  ; 
which  king  Henry  did,  when  finding  himself  unfortunate  he  gave 
the  management  of  public  afikirs  to  more  prosperous  hands. 

Johnson 

* in  place,]  i.  e.  here  present. 

Nn  2 


Digitized  by 


Google 


648  THIRD  PART  OF  Act  IV. 

*  While  he  enjoys  the  honour,  and  his  easa 

*  And,  Clarence,  now  then  it  is  more  than  needful, 

*  Forthwith  that  Edward  be  pronounced  a  traitor, 

*  And  all  his  lands  and  goods  be  confiscate. 

Clar.  What  else  ?  and  that  succession  be  determined. 

*  War.  Ay,  therein  Clarence  shall  not  want  his  part 

*  K.  Hen.  But,  with  the  first  of  all  your  chief  afhirs, 

*  Let  me  entreat,  (for  I  command  no  more,) 

*  That  Margaret  your  queen,  and  my  son  Edward, 

*  Be  sent  for,  to  return  from  France  with  speed : 

*  For,  till  I  see  them  here,  by  doubtful  fear 

*  My  joy  of  liberty  is  half  eclips'd. 

Clar.  It  shall  be  done,  my  sovereign,  with  aU  speed. 

*  K.  Hen.  My  lord  of  Somerset,  what  youth  is  that, 

*  Of  whom  you  seem  to  have  so  tender  care  ? 

*  Son.  My  liege,  it  is  young  Henry,  earl  of  Richmond. 

*  K.  Hen.  Come  hither,  England's  hope :    If  secret 

powers  [Lays  his  hand  on  his  head. 

*  Suggest  but  truth  to  my  divining  thoughts, 

'  This  pretty  lad  *  wiU  prove  our  country's  bliss. 
'  His  looks  are  frdl  of  peaceful  majesty ; 

*  His  head  by  nature  fram'd  to  wear  a  crown, 

*  His  hand  to  wield  a  scepter  ;  and  himself 

*  Likely,  in  time,  to  bless  a  regal  throna 
Make  much  of  him,  my  lords ;  for  this  is  he, 

*  Must  help  you  more  than  you  are  hurt  by  me. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

*  War.  What  news,  my  friend  ? 

*  Mess.  That  Edward  is  escaped  from  your  brother, 

*  And  fled,  as  he  hears  since,  to  Burgundy. 

*  War.  Unsavoury  news :  But  how  made  he  escape  ? 

*  T%it  pretty  lad  — ]  He  was  afterwards  Hmiry  VII. ;  a  man 
who  put  an  end  to  the  civil  war  of  the  two  houses,  but  do 
otherwbe  remarkable  for  virtue.  Shakspeare  knew  bis  trade. 
Henry  VII.  was  grandfather  to  queen  Elizabeth,  and  the  king 
from  whom  James  inherited.    Johnson. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ScbnkVII.  king  henry  VI.  549 

*  Mesa.  He    was    conveyed    by    Richard    duke    of 

Gloster, 

*  And  the  lord  Hastings,  who  attended  him  * 

*  In  secret  ambush  on  the  forest  side, 

*  And  from  the  bishop's  huntsmen  rescued  him  ; 

*  For  hunting  was  his  daily  exercise. 

*  War.  lAj  brother  was  too  careless  of  his  charge. — 

*  But  let  us  hence,  my  sovereign,  to  provide 

*  A  salve  for  any  sore  that  may  betide. 

[Exewrvt  King  Hbnby,  War.  Clar.  Lieut. 
and  Attendants. 

*  SonL  My  lord,  I  like  not  of  this  flight  of  Edward's : 

*  For,  doubtless,  Burgimdy  will  yield  him  help ; 

*  And  we  shall  have  more  wars,  before't  be  long. 

*  As  Henry's  late  presaging  prophecy 

*  Did  glad  my  heart,  with  hope  of  this  young  Rich- 

mond; 

*  So  doth  my  heart  misgive  me,  in  these  conflicts 

*  What  may  befall  him,  to  his  harm,  and  ours  : 

*  Therefore,  lord  Oxford,  to  prevent  the  worst, 

*  Forthwith  we'll  send  him  hence  to  Britany, 

*  Till  storms  be  past  of  civil  enmity. 

Oxf,  Ay ;  for,  if  Edward  repossess  the  crown, 

*  'Tis  like,  that  Richmond  with  the  rest  shall  down. 

Som,  It  shall  be  so ;  he  shall  to  Britany. 

*  Come,  therefore,  let's  about  it  speedily.  [Exeunt 


SCENE  VII. 
Before  York. 

Enter  King  Edward,  Gloster,  Hastings,  and  Forces. 

'  K.  Edw.  Now,  brother  Richard,  lord  Hastings,  and 

the  rest ; 
Yet  thus  far  fortime  maketh  us  amends, 

^  — —  attended  him  — ]  i.  e.  waited  for  him. 
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'  And  Bays — that  onoe  more  I  shall  interchange 

*  My  waned  state  for  Henry's  regal  crown. 

*  Well  have  we  pass'd,  and  now  repass'd  the  seas, 
'  And  brought  desired  help  from  Burgundy : 

*  What  then  remains,  we  being  thus  arriVd 

'  From  Rayenspurg  haven  before  the  gates  of  York, 
'  But  that  we  enter,  as  into  our  dukedom  ? 

'  Olo.  The  gates  made  fut! — Brother,  I  like  not 
this; 

*  For  many  men,  that  stumble  at  the  threshold, 

*  Are  well  foretold — ^that  danger  lurks  within. 

K.  Edw.  Tush,   man !    abodements    must    not    now 
affiight  us : 

*  By  fiEur  or  foul  means  we  must  enter  in, 

*  For  hither  will  our  friends  repair  to  ua 

Hast.  'HLj  liege.  111  knock  once  more,  to  summon 
them. 

Enter,  on  the  WaUs,  the  Mayor  of  York,  ojnd  hie 
Brethren. 

'  May.  My    lords,    we    were    forewarned    of    your 
coming, 

*  And  shut  the  gates  for  safety  of  ourselves ; 

*  For  now  we  owe  allegiance  unto  Henry. 

*  K.  Edw.  But,  master    mayor,  if  Henry '  be    your 

king. 
Yet  Edward,  at  the  least,  is  duke  of  York. 

*  May.  True,  my  good  lord ;  I  know  you  for  no  less. 

*  K.  Edw.  Why,  and  I  challenge  nothing  but  my 

dukedom ; 

*  As  being  well  content  with  that  alone. 

*  Olo.  But,  when  the  fox  hath  once  got  in  his  nose, 

*  He'll  soon  find  means  to  make  the  body  follow. 

[Aside. 
'  Hast.  Why,   master  mayor,  why  stand  you  in  a 
doubt  ? 
Open  the  gates,  we  are  king  Henry's  friends. 
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'  May.  Ay,   say  you  so?  the  gates  shall   then   be 
open'A  [Exevmiifrom  above. 

'  Olo.  A  wise  stout  captain,  and  persuaded  soon ! 

*  HasL  The  good  old  man  would  £Ekin  that  all  were 

weU', 

*  So  'twere  not  long  of  him :  but,  being  entered, 

*  I  doubt  not,  I,  but  we  shall  soon  persuade 

*  Both  him,  and  all  his  brothers,  unto  reason. 

Re-enter  the  Mayor,  and  Two  Aldermen,  heUm. 

^  K.  Edw.  So,  master  mayor :  these  gates  must  not 
be  shut, 
'  But  in  the  night,  or  in  the  time  of  war. 

*  What !  fear  not,  man,  but  yield  me  up  the  keys  : 

[Takes  his  keys. 
'  For  Edward  will  defend  the  town,  and  thee, 
^  And  all  those  friends  that  deign  to  follow  me. 

Drum.    Enter  Montgomeby,  and  Forces,  marching. 

Oh.  Brother,  this  is  sir  John  Montgomery, 
Our  trusty  friend,  unless  I  be  deceived. 

*  K.  Edw.  Welcome,  sir  John !  But  why  come  you  in 

arms? 
Mont.  To  help  king  Edward  in  his  time  of  storm, 
As  every  loyal  subject  ought  to  do. 

*  K.  Edw.  Thanks,  good  Montgomery :  But  we  now 

forget 

*  Our  title  to  the  crown ;  and  only,  claim 

*  Our  dukedom,  till  God  please  to  send  the  rest. 

*  Mont.  Then  fare  you  well,  for  I  will  hence  again ; 
I  came  to  serve  a  king,  and  not  a  duke, — 

'  Drummer,  strike  up,  and  let  us  march  away. 

[A  March  begv/n. 
'  K.  Edw.  Nay,  stay,  sir  John,  a  while ;  and  weTl 
debate, 
'  By  what  safe  means  the  crown  may  be  recovered. 

'  The  good  old  man  would  fain  thai  all  were  well^]    The  mayor  is 
willing  we  should  enter,  so  he  may  not  be  blamed. 
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^  Mont  What  talk  you  of  debating  ?  in  few  words^ 
'  If  you'll  not  here  proclaim  yourself  our  king, 
'  111  leave  you  to  your  fortune ;  and  be  gone, 
To  keep  them  back  that  come  to  succour  you : 
Why  should  we  fight,  if  you  pretend  no  title  ? 

*  Olo.  Why,  brother,  wherefore  stand  you  on  nice 

points? 

*  K.  Edw.  When  we  grow  stronger,  then  well  make 

our  claim: 

*  Till  then,  'tis  wisdom  to  conceal  our  meaning. 

*  H(ut  Away  with  scrupulous  wit !  now  arms  must 

rule. 

*  Olo.  And  fearless  minds  climb  soonest  unto  crowns. 

*  Brother,  we  will  proclaim  you  out  of  hand ; 

*  The  bruit  *  thereof  will  bring  you  many  friends. 

*  K.  Edw.  Then  be  it  as  you  will :  for  'tis  my  right, 

*  And  Henry  but  usurps  the  diadeuL 

Mont  Ay,  now  my  sovereign  speaketh  like  himself; 
And  now  will  I  be  Edward's  champion. 
H(ut.  Sound,  trumpet;   Edwaid  shall  be  here  pro- 
claim'd: — 

*  Come,  fellow-soldier,  make  thou  proclamation. 

[Gives  him  a  Paper.    Fhwrisk. 
Sold.  [7100(29.]    Edward  the  fowrth,  by  the  grace  of 
Ood,  king  of  England  and  France,  and  lord  of  Ire- 
land, Jkc. 

Mont.  And  whosoe'er  gainsays  king  Edward's  right, 
By  this  I  challenge  him  to  single  fight 

[Throws  down  his  Oauntlet 
AIL  Long  live  Edward  the  fourth ! 

*  K  Edw.  Thanks,  brave  Montgomery ; — and  thanks 

unto  you  all. 

*  K  fortune  serve  me.  111  requite  this  kindness. 

*  Now,  for  this  night,  let's  harbour  here  in  York  : 
<  And,  when  the  morning  sim  shall  raise  his  car 

*  Above  the  border  of  this  horizon, 

'^  Tkc  bruit  — ]  i.  c.  noise,  report. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Scene  VIII.         KING  HENRY  VI.  553 

'  We'll  forward  towards  Warwick,  and  his  mates ; 
'  For,  well  I  wot,  that  Henry  is  no  soldier. — 

♦  Ah,  froward  Clarence ! — ^how  evil  it  beseems  thee, 

♦  To  flatter  Henry,  and  forsake  thy  brother  ! 

♦  Yet,  as  we  may,  we'll  meet  both  thee  and  Warwick. — 

♦  Come  on,  brave  soldiers ;  doubt  not  of  the  day ; 

♦  And,  that  once  gotten,  doubt  not  of  large  pay. 


SCENE  VIII. 
London.    A  Room  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  King  Henry,  Wabwiok,  Clabence,  Montague, 
ExETEB,  and  Oxford. 

War,  What  counsel,  lords  ?  Edward  from  Belgia, 
With  hasty  Germans,  and  blunt  Hollanders, 
Hath  pass'd  in  safety  through  the  narrow  seas. 
And  with  his  troops  doth  march  amain  to  London  ; 

*  And  many  giddy  people  flock  to  him. 

*  Oxf,  Let's  levy  men,  and  beat  him  back  again. 

Clar,  A  little  fire  is  quickly  trodden  out ; 
Which,  being  suffer'd,  rivers  cannot  quench. 

War,  In  Warwickshire  I  have  true-hearted  friends. 
Not  mutinous  in  peace,  yet  bold  in  war ; 
Those  win  I  muster  up :— and  thou,  son  Clarence, 

*  Shalt  stir,  in  Suffolk,  Norfolk,  and  in  Kent, 

'  The  knights  and  gentlemen  to  come  with  thee : — 

*  Thou,  brother  Montague,  in  Buckingham, 

'  Northampton,  and  in  Leicestershire,  shalt  find 

*  Men  well  inclin'd  to  hear  what  thou  command  st : — 
And  thou,  brave  Oxford,  wondrous  well  belov'd. 

In  Oxfordshire  shalt  muster  up  thy  friends. — 
My  sovereign,  with  the  loving  citizens, — 

*  Like  to  his  island,  girt  in  with  the  ocean, 

*  Or  modest  Dian,  circled  with  her  nymphs, — 
Shall  rest  in  London,  till  we  come  to  him. 

Fair  lords,  take  leave,  and  stand  not  to  reply. — 
Farewell,  my  sovereign. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


554  THIRD  PART  OF  Act  IV. 

K.  Ben.  Farewell,  my  Hector,  and  my  Troy's  true 
hope. 

*  OZor.  In  sign  of  truth,  I  kiss  your  highness'  hand. 

♦  K.  Hen,  Well-minded  Clar^ioe,  be  thou  fortunate! 

•  Moffit  Comfort,  my  lord ; — and  so  I  take  my  leave. 

*  Oxf,  And  thus  [kieeing  Hsnbt's  Aand]  I  seal  my 

truth,  and  bid  adieu. 

•  K,  Hen,  Sweet  Oxford,  and  my  loving  Montague, 

*  And  aU  at  once,  once  more  a  happy  £Eirewell. 

War.  Farewell,  sweet  lords ;  let's  meet  at  Coventiy. 
[Exeunt  Wab.  Clab.  Oxp.  and  Momp. 

•  K.  Hen.  Here  at  the  palace  will  I  rest  a  while. 

*  Cousin  of  Exeter,  what  thinks  your  lordship  ? 

*  Methinks,  the  power,  that  Edward  hath  in  field, 

*  Should  not  be  able  to  encounter  mine. 

*  Exe.  The  doubt  is,  that  he  will  seduce  the  rest 

•  K.  Hen.  That's  not  my  fear,  my  meed  •  hath  got 

me  &me. 

*  I  have  not  stopp'd  mine  ears  to  their  demands, 

*  Nor  posted  off  their  suits  with  slow  delays ; 

*  My  pity  hath  been  balm  to  heal  their  wounds, 

*  My  mildness  hath  allay'd  their  swelling  grieJBa, 

*  My  mercy  dry'd  their  water-flowing  tears : 

*  I  have  not  been  desirous  of  their  wealth, 

*  Nor  much  oppress'd  them  with  great  subsidies, 

*  Nor  forward  of  revenge,  though  they  much  err'd ; 

*  Then  why  should  they  love  Edward  more  than  mo  ? 

*  No,  Exeter,  these  graces  challenge  grace : 

*  And,  when  the  lion  fE^wns  upon  the  lamb, 

*  The  lamb  will  never  cease  to  follow  him. 

[Shout  ^^rUhin.    ^  Lancastor!    J  Lancaster! 
Exe.  Hark,  hark,  my  lord !  what  shouts  are  these  ? 

Enter  King  Edward,  Glosteb,  and  Soldiers. 

*  Edw.  Seize   on   the  shame-fac'd  Henry,  bear  him 

hence, 

*  -^—  my  meed  — ]     Meed  signifies  here  merit. 
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'  And  once  again  proclaim  us  king  of  England. — 

*  You  are  the  fount,  that  makes  small  brooks  to  flow  ; 

*  Now  stops  thy  spring ;  my  sea  shall  suck  them  dry, 

*  And  swell  so  much  the  higher  by  their  ebb. — 

^  Hence  with  him  to  the  Tower ;  let  him  not  speak. 

[Exevmi  some  with  King  Henbt. 

*  And,  lords,  towards  Coventry  bend  we  our  course, 
'  Where  peremptoiy  Warwick  now  remains : 

*  The  sxm  shines  hot,  and,  if  we  use  delay, 

'  Cold-biting  winter  mars  our  hop'd-for  hay  *. 
*  Glo.  Away  betimes,  before  his  forces  join, 

*  And  take  the  great-grown  traitor  imawares : 

*  Brave  warriors,  march  amain  towards  Coventry. 

[Exewat, 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  I.— Coventry. 

Enter y  upon  the  Walls,  Warwick,  the  Mayor  0/ Coventry, 
TvH)  Messengers,  and  Others. 

War.  Where  is  the  post,  that  came  from  valiant 
Oxford? 
How  tax  hence  is  thy  lord,  mine  honest  fellow  ? 

'  1  Mess.  By  this  at  Dunsmore,  marching  hitherward. 

War.  How  far  off  is  our  brother  Montague  ? — 
Where  is  the  post  that  came  from  Montague  ? 

*  2  Mess.  By  this  at  Daintry,  with  a  puissant  troop. 

Enter  Sir  John  Somervillb. 

*  War.  Say,  Somerville,  what  says  my  loving  son  ? 
*  And,  by  thy  guess,  how  nigh  is  Clarence  now  ? 

'  7^  tun  thmei  hoi,  &c.]    The  allusion  b  to  a  well-kiio\«ii 
proTerb— *'  Make  hai/  while  the  sun  shines."* 
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'  Som,  At  Southam  I  did  leave  him  with  his  forces, 
'  And  do  expect  him  here  some  two  hours  hence. 

[Drum  heard. 
'  War,  Then  Clarence  is  at  hand,  I  hear  his  drum. 

*  Som.  It  is  not  his,  my  lord  ;  here  Southam  lies ; 

*  The  drum  your  honour  hears,  marcheth  from  War- 

wick. 

*  War.  Who  should  that  be  ?    belike,  unlook'd-for 

friends. 

*  Som  They  are  at  hand,  and  you  shall  quickly  know. 

Drums.    Enter  King  Edward,  Glosteb,  amd  ForceSy 
marching. 

K.  Edw.  60,  trumpet,  to  the  walls,  and  soundaparle. 

*  Olo.  See,  how  the  surly  Warwick  mans  the  walL 
War.  0,  unhid  spite  !  is  sportftd  Edward  come  ? 

Where  slept  our  scouts,  or  how  are  they  seduc'd. 
That  we  could  hear  no  news  of  his  repair  ? 

*  K.  Edw.  Now,  Warwick,  wilt  thou  ope  the  city  gates, 

*  Speak  gentle  words,  and  humbly  bend  thy  knee  ? — 
'  Call  Edward — king,  and  at  his  hands  beg  mercy, 

^  And  he  shall  pardon  thee  these  outrages 

'  War.  Nay,  rather,  wilt  thou  draw  thy  forces  hence. 

Confess  who  set  thee  up  and  pluck'd  thee  down  ? 

Call  Warwick — ^patron,  and  be  penitent. 

And  thou  shalt  still  remain  the  duke  of  York. 

Oh.  I  thought,  at  least,  he  would  have  said — the  king ; 

Or  did  he  make  the  jest  against  his  will  ? 

*  War.  Is  not  a  dukedom,  sir,  a  goodly  gift  ? 

*  Olo.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  for  a  poor  earl  to  give ; 

*  I'll  do  thee  service  *  for  so  good  a  gift. 

*  War.  'Twas  I,  that  gave  the  kingdom  to  thy  brother. 
K.  Edw.  Why,  then,  'tis  mine,  if  but  by  Warwick's 

gift. 

?  rU  do  thee  sendee  — ]  i.  e.  enroll  myself  among  thy  dependants. 
Cowell  informs  us,  that  servUktm  is  "  that  service  which  the  tenant 
by  reason  of  hb  fee,  oweth  unto  his  lord." 
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*  War.  Thou  art  no  Atlas  for  so  great  a  weight : 
And,  weakling,  Warwick  takes  his  gift  again ; 
And  Henry  is  my  king,  Warwick  his  subject. 

♦  K.  Edw.  But  Warwick's  king  is  Edward's  prisoner : 

*  And,  gallant  Warwick,  do  but  answer  this, — 
What  is  the  body,  when  the  head  is  off? 

'  Oh.  Alas,  that  Warwick  had  no  more  forecast, 
But,  whiles  he  thought  to  steal  the  single  ten, 

*  The  king  was  slily  finger'd  from  the  deck  *  f 
You  left  poor  Henry  at  the  bishop's  palace, 
And,  ten  to  one,  youTl  meet  him  in  the  Tower. 

K.  Edw.  'Tis  even  so ;  yet  you  are  Warwick  still. 

•  Olo.  Come,  Warwick,  take  the  time,  kneel  down, 

kneel  down : 

•  Nay,  when  ?  strike  now,  or  else  the  iron  cools. 

*  War.  I  had  rather  chop  this  hand  off  at  a  blow, 

•  And  with  the  other  fling  it  at  thy  face, 

*  Than  bear  so  low  a  sail,  to  strike  to  thee. 

•  K.  Edw.  Sail  how  thou  canst,  have  wind  and  tide 

thy  friend ; 

*  This  hand,  fast  wound  about  thy  coal-black  hair, 

♦  Shall,  whiles  the  head  is  warm,  and  new  cut  off, 

♦  Write  in  the  dust  this  sentence  with  thy  blood, — 
'  Wind-chamging  Warwick  now  can  change  no  more. 

Enter  Oxford,  with  Drwm  and  Colours. 

•  War.  0  cheerful  colours !  see,  where  Oxford  comes ! 
Oxf.  Oxford,  Oxford,  for  Lancaster ! 

[Oxford  and  his  Forces  enter  the  City. 

*  Olo.  The  gates  are  open,  let  us  enter  too. 

*  K.  Edw.  So  other  foes  may  set  upon  our  backs. 

•  Stand  we  in  good  array ;  for  they,  no  doubt, 

*  Will  issue  out  again,  and  bid  us  battle : 


*  T^  king  wot  s\i\y  Jinger^d  from  the  deck!]  A  pack  of  cards 
was  anciently  termed  a  deck  of  cardie  or  a  pair  of  cards,  and  this  is 
still  in  use  in  some  parts. 
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'  If  not,  the  city,  being  but  of  smaU  defence, 
'  Well  quickly  rouse  the  traitors  in  the  same. 
War,  0,  welcome,  Oxford !  for  we  want  thy  help. 

EtiJter  Montague,  w\Xh,  Drum  and  Colours. 

MonL  Montague,  Montague,  for  Lancaster ! 

[He  and  his  Forces  enter  the  City. 
Oh.  Thou  and  thy  brother  both  shall  buy  this  treason 

*  Even  with  the  dearest  blood  your  bodies  bear. 

*  K.  Edw.  The  harder  match'd,  the  greater  victoiy  : 

*  My  mind  presageth  happy  gain,  and  conquest 

Enter  Sombbset,  with  Drum  and  Colours. 

Sonk  Somerset,  Somerset,  for  Lancaster ! 

[He  and  his  Forces  enter  the  City. 

Glo.  Two  of  thy  name,  both  dukes  of  Somerset, 
Have  sold  their  lives  unto  the  house  of  York  * ; 
And  thou  shalt  be  the  third,  if  this  sword  hold. 

Enter  Clarence,  with  Drum  and  Colours. 

War.  And   lo,   where   George   of  Clarence   sweeps 
along. 
Of  force  enough  to  bid  his  brother  battle ; 

*  With  whom  an  upright  zeal  to  right  prevails, 

*  More  than  the  nature  of  a  brother's  love  :— 

*  Come,  Clarence,  come ;  thou  wilt,  if  Warwick  calls. 
Cla/r.  Father  of  Warwick,  know  you  what  this  means  ? 

[TaJcvng  the  rei  Rose  out  of  his  Cap. 

*  Two  of  thy  Bame,  both  dukes  of  Somerset, 
Have  sold  their  kves  unto  the  house  of  York  ;]  The  first  of  these 
noblemen  was  Edmund,  slain  at  the  battle  of  Saint  Alban's,  1455* 
The  second  was  Henry  his  son,  beheaded  after  the  battle  of 
Hexham,  1463.  The  present  duke  Edmund,  brother  to  Henry, 
was  taken  prisoner  at  Tewksbury,  1471,  and  there  beheaded,  his 
brother  John  losing  his  life  in  the  same  fight. 
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*  Look  here,  I  throw  my  infamy  at  thee : 
I  will  not  ruinate  my  father's  house, 

Who  gave  his  blood  to  lime  the  stones  *  together, 

*  And  set  up  Lancaster.     Why,  trow'st  thou,  Warwick, 

*  That  Clarence  is  so  harsh,  so  blunt  *,  unnatural, 
'  To  bend  the  fatal  instruments  of  war 

*  Against  his  brother  and  his  lawful  king  ? 

*  Perhaps,  thou  wilt  object  my  holy  oath : 

*  To  keep  that  oath,  were  more  impiety 

*  Than  Jephtha's,  when  he  sacrific'd  his  daughter. 

*  I  am  so  sorry  for  my  trespass  made, 

*  That,  to  deserve  well  at  my  brother's  hands, 

*  I  here  proclaim  myself  thy  mortal  foe ; 

*  With  resolution,  wheresoe'er  I  meet  thee, 

*  (As  I  will  meet  thee,  if  thou  stir  abroad,) 

*  To  plague  thee  for  thy  foul  misleading  me. 
And  so,  proud-hearted  Warwick,  I  defy  thee. 
And  to  my  brother  turn  my  blushing  cheeks. — 

*  Pardon  me,  Edward,  I  will  make  amends ; 

*  And,  Richard,  do  not  frown  upon  my  faults, 

*  For  I  will  henceforth  be  no  more  unconstant. 

*  K.  Echo.  Now  welcome  more,  and  ten  times  more 

beloVd, 
Than  if  thou  never  hadst  deserv'd  our  hate. 

'  Olo.  Welcome,  good  Clarence ;  this  is  brother-like. 
War.  0  passing  traitor  ^  perjur'd,  and  uiyust ! 
K.  Ed/u).  What,  Warwick,  wilt  thou  leave  the  town, 
and  fight  ? 
Or  shall  we  beat  the  stones  about  thine  ears  ? 

*  War.  Alas,  I  am  not  coop'd  here  for  defence : 
I  will  away  towards  Bamet  presently. 

And  bid  thee  battle,  Edward,  if  thou  dar'st 


*  to  Bme  the  stones  — ]   That  is,  to  cement  the  stones.     Lime 

makes  mortar. 

' so  blunty]     Stupid,  insensible  of  paternal  fondness. 

'  passing  trailory']     Eminent,  egregious ;  traitorous  beyond 

the  common  track  of  treason. 
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K.  Edw,  Yes,  Warwick,  Edward  dares,  and  leads  the 
way: — 
I^rds,  to  the  field ;  Saint  Oeorge  and  victory. 

[March,    Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. 
A  Fidd  of  Batde  near  Bamet 

Alarums,  and  Excursions,    Enter  King  Edward,  hring- 
ing  in  Wabwiok  uxnmded, 

*  K»  Edw.  So,  lie  thou  there :  die  thou,  and  die  our 

fear; 

*  For  Warwick  was  a  bug,  that  fear'd  us  all  •. — 

•  Now,  Montague,  sit  fast :  I  seek  for  thee, 

♦  That  Warwick's  bones  may  keep  thine  company. 

[Exit. 
War.  Ah,  who  is  nigh  ?  come  to  me,  friend,  or  foe, 
And  tell  me  who  is  victor,  York,  or  Warwick  ? 
Why  ask  I  that  ?  my  mangled  body  shows, 

•  My  blood,  my  want  of  strength,  my  sick  heart  shows. 
That  I  must  yield  my  body  to  the  earth. 

And,  by  my  fiJl,  the  conquest  to  my  foe. 
Thus  yields  the  cedar  to  the  axe's  edge. 
Whose  arms  gave  shelter  to  the  princely  eagle, 
Under  whose  shade  the  ramping  lion  slept ; 
Whose  top-branch  over-peer *d  Jove's  spreading  tree, 

•  And  kept  low  shrubs  from  winter's  powerful  wind 

♦  These  eyes,  that  now  are  dimm'd  with  death's  black 

veil, 

*  Have  been  as  piercing  as  the  mid-day  sun, 

*  To  search  the  secret  treasons  of  the  world : 
The  wrinkles  in  my  brows,  now  fiU'd  with  blood. 
Were  liken'd  oft  to  kingly  sepulchres ; 

*  a  bug,  that  fiar*d  us  alL]    Bug  is  a  bugbear,  t  terrific 

being. 
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For  who  liv'd  king,  but  I  could  dig  his  grave  ? 
And  who  durst  smile,  when  Warwick  bent  his  brow  ? 
Lo,  now  my  glory  smear'd  in  dust  and  blood ! 
My  parks ',  my  walks,  my  manors  that  I  had. 
Even  now  forsake  me ;  and,  of  all  my  lands, 
Is  nothing  left  me,  but  my  body's  length ! 
Why,  what  is  pomp,  nile,  reign,  but  earth  and  dust  ? 
And,  live  we  how  we  can,  yet  die  we  must. 

Enter  Oxford  and  Somerset. 

♦  Som,  Ah,  Warwick,  Warwick  !  wert  thou  as  we  are, 

*  We  might  recover  all  our  loss  again  ! 

*  The  queen  from   France  hath    brought  a  puissant 

power ; 

*  Even  now  we  heard  the  news :  Ah,  could'st  thou  fly  ! 

'  War,  Why,  then  I  would  not  fly. — Ah,  Montague, 

*  If  thou  be  there,  sweet  brother,  take  my  hand, 

*  And  with  thy  lips  keep  in  my  soul  a  while ! 

*  Thou  lov'st  me  not ;  for,  brother,  if  thou  didst, 

*  Thy  tears  would  wash  this  cold  congealed  blood, 

*  That  glows  my  lips,  and  will  not  let  me  speak. 

*  Come  quickly,  Montague,  or  I  am  dead. 

'  Som,  Ah,  Warwick,  Montague  hath   breath'd  his 
last; 
'  And  to  the  latest  gasp,  cried  out  for  Warwick, 

*  And  said — Commend  me  to  my  valiant  brother. 

'  And  more  he  would  have  said  ;  and  more  he  spoke, 

*  Which  sounded  like  a  cannon  in  a  vault ', 

*  That  might  not  be  distinguished ;  but,  at  last, 

•  My  parkty  &c.]  This  mention  of  his  parks  and  manors 
diminishes  the  pathetic  effect  of  the  foregoing  lines. 

^  Which  sounded  like  a  cannon  m  a  vault,]  Mr.  Steevens 
thinks  clamour,  which  is  in  the  old  play,  the  proper  word,  and 
adds,  "  The  indistinct  gabble  of  undertakers,  while  they  adjust  a 
coffin  in  a  family  vault,  will  abundantly  illustrate  the  preceding 
simile.  Such  a  peculiar  hubbub  of  inarticulate  sounds  might 
have  attracted  our  author's  notice :  it  has  too  often  forced  itself 
on  mine." 

VOL.  v.  0  0 
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'  I  well  might  hear  deliver'd  with  a  groan, — 
'  0,  ferewell,  Warwick ! 

War.  Sweet  rest  to  hig  soul ! — 

Fly,  lords,  and  save  yourselves ;  for  Warwick  bids 
You  all  farewell,  to  meet  agfdn  in  heaven.  [Dies, 

Oaf,  Away,  away,  to  meet  the  queen's  great  power ! 
[Eaeu/nt,  hearing  off  Wabwick's  Body. 


SCENE  IIL 
AnoOier  PaH  of  the  Field. 

FlowriA,      Enter    King    Edward,  in   triumph;    with 
Clarencb,  Glosteb,  and  the  res^. 

*  K.  Edw,  Thus  far  our  fortune  keeps  an  upward 

course, 

*  And  we  are  grac'd  with  wreaths  of  victory. 

*  But,  in  the  midst  of  this  bright-shining  day, 

*  I  spy  a  black,  suspicious,  threatening  cloud, 

*  That  will  encounter  with  our  glorious  sun, 
'  Ere  he  attain  his  easeful  western  bed : 

'  I  mean,  my  lords,— those  powers,  that  the  queen 

*  Hath  rais'd  in  Oallia,  have  arrived  our  coast, 

*  And,  as  we  hear,  march  on  to  fight  with  us. 

*  Clar.  A  little  gale  will  soon  disperse  that  cloud, 

*  And  blow  it  to  the  source  from  whence  it  came : 

*  Thy  very  beams  will  dry  those  vapours  up ; 

*  For  every'  cloud  engenders  not  a  storm. 

*  Olo.  The  queen  is  valu'd  thirty  thousand  strong, 

*  And  Somerset,  with  Oxford,  fled  to  her ; 

*  If  she  have  time  to  breathe,  be  well  assur'd, 
Her  fection  will  be  full  as  strong  as  ours. 

K,  Edw.  We  are  adv^rtis'd  by  our  loving  friends, 
That  they  do  hold  their  course  toward  Tewksbury ; 

*  We,  having  now  the  best  at  Bamet  field. 
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*  Will  thither  straight,  for  willingness  rids  way : 
'  And,  as  we  march,  our  strength  will  be  augmented 
In  every  county  as  we  go  alotig. — 
Strike  up  the  drum ;  cry — Courage !  and  away. 

[Exetmt. 


SCENE  IV. 
Plains  near  Tewksbury. 

March.     Enter    Queen    Margaret,    Prince    Edward, 
Somerset,  Oxford,  and  Soldiers. 

*  Q,  Mar.  Great  lords,  wise  men  ne'er  sit  and  wail 
their  loss, 

*  But  cheerly  seek  how  to  redress  their  harms. 

*  What  though  the  mast  be  now  blown  over-board, 
'  The  cable  broke,  the  holding  anchor  lost, 

*  And  half  our  sailors  swallowed  in  the  flood ; 
'  Yet  lives  our  pilot  still :  Is't  meet,  that  he 

*  Should  leave  the  helm,  and  like  a  fearful  lad, 

*  With  tearful  eyes  add  water  to  the  sea, 

*  And- give  more  strength  to  that  which  hath  too  much: 

*  Whiles,  in  his  moan,  the  ship  splits  on  the  rock, 

*  Which  industry  and  courage  might  have  saVd  ? 

*  Ah,  what  a  shame !  ah,  what  a  fault  were  this ! 
'  Say,  Warwick  was  our  anchor ;  What  of  that  ? 

*  And  Montague  our  top-mast ;  What  of  him  i 

*  Our  slaughtered  friends  the  tackles ;  What  of  these  ? 

*  Why,  is  not  Oxford  here  another  anchor  ? 

*  And  Somerset  another  goodly  mast  ? 

*  The  friends  of  France  our  shrouds  and  tacklings  ? 

*  And,  though  unskilful,  why  not  Ned  and  I 
'  For  once  allowed  the  skilful  pilot's  charge  ? 

*  We  will  not  from  the  helm,  to  sit  and  weep  ; 

*  But  keep  otir  course,  though  the  rough  wind  say — no, 

*  From  shelves  and  rocks  that  threaten  us  with  wreck. 

0  o2 
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*  As  good  to  chide  the  waves,  as  speak  them  fair, 

*  And  what  is  Edward,  but  a  ruthless  sea  ? 

*  What  Clarence,  but  a  quicksand  of  deceit  ? 

*  And  Richard,  but  a  ragged  fatal  rock  ? 

*  All  these  the  enemies  to  our  poor  bark. 

*  Say,  you  can  swim  ;  alas,  'tis  but  a  while : 

*  Tread  on  the  sand ;  why,  there  you  quickly  sink : 

*  Bestride  the  rock  ;  the  tide  will  wash  you  off^ 

*  Or  else  you  famish,  that's  a  threefold  death. 

*  This  speak  I,  lords,  to  let  you  understand, 

*  In  case  some  one  of  you  would  fly  from  us, 

*  That  there's  no  hop*d-for  mercy  with  the  brothers, 

*  More  than  with  ruthless  waves,  with  sands,  and  rocks. 

*  Why,  courage,  then !  what  cannot  be  avoided, 

*  'Twere  childish  weakness  to  lament,  or  fear. 

•  Prince.  Methinks,  a  woman  of  this  valiant  spirit 

*  Should,  if  a  coward  heard  her  speak  these  words, 

*  Infuse  his  breast  with  magnanimity, 

*  And  make  him,  naked,  foil  a  man  at  arms. 

*  I  speak  not  this,  as  doubting  any  here : 

*  For,  did  I  but  suspect  a  fearful  man, 

*  He  should  have  leave  to  go  away  betimes ; 

*  Lest,  in  our  need,  he  might  infect  another, 

*  And  make  him  of  like  spirit  to  himself 
'  If  any  such  be  here,  as  God  forbid ! 

*  Let  him  depart,  before  we  need  his  help. 

'  Oxf,  Women  and  children  of  so  high  a  courage ! 
And  warriors  feint !  why,  'twere  perpetual  shame. — 

*  0,  brave  young  prince !  thy  femous  grandfether 
Doth  live  again  in  thee  ;  Long  may'st  thou  live. 
To  bear  his  image,  and  renew  his  glories ! 

*  Som.  And  he,  that  will  not  fight  for  such  a  hope, 
'  Go  home  to  bed,  and,  like  the  owl  by  day, 

*  If  he  arise,  be  mock'd  and  wonder'd  at. 

•  Q,  Mar.  Thanks,  gentle  Somerset ;   sweet  Oxford, 

thanks. 

*  Prince,  And  take  his  thanks,  that  yet  hath  nothing 

else. 
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Enter  a  Messenger. 

'  Mess.  Prepare  you,  lords,  for  Edward  is  at  hand, 
'  Ready  to  fight ;  therefore  be  resolute. 

*  Owf.  I  thought  no  less :  it  is  his  policy, 
'  To  haste  thus  fast,  to  find  us  unprovided. 

Som,  But  he's  deceiv'd,  we  are  in  readiness. 

Q,  Mar.  This  cheers  my  heart,  to  see  your  forward- 
ness. 

Oxf.  Here  pitch  oiu*  battle ;  hence  we  will  not  budge. 

March.    Enter,  at  a  distance.  King  Edward,  Clarence, 
Gloster,  and  Forces. 

'  K  Edw.  Brave  followers,  yonder  stands  the  thorny 
wood, 
'  Which,  by  the  heavens'  assistance,  and  your  strength, 

*  Must  by  the  roots  be  hewn  up  yet  ere  night. 

*  I  need  not  add  more  fuel  to  your  fire, 

*  For,  well  I  wot,  ye  blaze  to  burn  them  out : 

*  Give  signal  to  the  fight,  and  to  it,  lords. 

Q.  Mar.  Lords,  knights,  and  gentlemen,  what  I  should 
say, 

*  My  tears  gainsay  * ;  for  every  word  I  speak, 

*  Ye  see,  I  drink  the  water  of  mine  eyes. 

*  Therefore,   no  more  but    this: — Henry,   your  sove 

reign, 

*  Is  prisoner  to  the  foe ;  his  state  usurp'd, 

'  His  realm  a  slaughterhouse,  his  subjects  slam, 
'  His  statutes  cancelled,  and  his  treasure  spent ; 
'  And  yonder  is  the  wolf,  that  makes  this  spoil. 

*  You  fight  in  justice ;  then,  in  God's  name,  lords, 

*  Be  valiant,  and  give  signal  to  the  fight. 

[Exeunt  both  Armies. 

'  My  tears  gainsay;]     To  gahuat^  is   to   unsay,   to  deny,   to 
contradict. 
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SCENE  V. 
Another  Part  of  the  same. 

Alarume :  Eacurdions :  and  afterwards  a  Retfreai.  Then 
enter  King  Edwaad,  Cul&eitob,  Glostbb,  and 
Forces:  with  Queen  MiBOAttW,  Oxfoio),  and  So- 
MEBSET,  Prisoners. 

'  K.  Edw.  Now,  here  a  period  of  tumultuous  broils. 
Away  with  Oxford  to  Hammes'  castle*  straight : 
For  Somerset,  off  with  his  guilty  head. 
'  Go,  bear  them  hence ;  I  will  not  hear  them  speak. 

Oaf.  For  my  part,  IH  not  trouble  thee  with  worda 

♦  Som.  Nor  I,  but  stoop  with  patience  to  my  fortune. 

[Exewnt  Oxford  and  Somebset,  gvarded 

♦  Q,  Mar.  So  part  we  sadly  in  this  troublous  world, 

♦  To  meet  with  joy  in  sweet  Jerusalem. 

♦  K.  Edw.  Is  proclamation  made, — ^that,  who  finds 

Edward, 

*  ShaQ  have  a  high  reward,  and  he  his  life  ? 

♦  Oh.  It  is :  and,  lo,  where  youthfid  Edward  comes. 

Ejder  Soldiers,  with  Prince  Edward. 

♦  K.  Edw.  Bring  forth  the  gallant,  let  us  hear  him 

speak: 

•  What !  can  so  young  a  thorn  begin  to  prick  ? 
'  Edward,  what  satisfaction  canst  thou  make, 

*  For  bearing  arms,  for  stirring  up  my  subjects, 

♦  And  all  the  trouble  thou  hast  tum'd  me  to  ? 
Prince.  Speak  like  a  subject,  proud  ambitious  York ! 

Suppose,  that  I  am  now  my  fiither's  mouth ; 
Resign  thy  chair,  and,  where  I  stand,  kneel  thou. 
Whilst  I  propose  the  self-same  words  to  thee, 
Which,  traitor,  thou  would'st  have  me  answer  to. 
Q.  Mar,  Ah,  that  thy  &ther  had  been  so  resolved ! 

' to  Hammei    castle  — ]      A    castle    io    Pic«rc|y,    where 

Oxford  was  confined  for  many  years. 
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*  Oh,  That  you  might  still  have  worn  the  petticoat, 
And  ne'er  have  Btol'n  the  breech  from  Lancaster. 

Prince.  Let  iEsop  *  feble  in  a  winter  s  night ; 
His  currish  riddles  sort  not  with  this  place. 

Olo.  By  heaven,  brat,  I'll  plague  you  for  that  word. 
Q.  Mar.  Ay,  thou  wast  bom  to  be  a  plague  to  men. 
Olo.  For  God's  sake,  take  away  this  captive  scold. 
Prince.  Nay,    take   away   this  scolding  crook-back 
rather. 

*  K.  Edw.  Peace,  wilful  boy,  or  I  will  charm  your 

tongue. 
Clar.  Untutor'd  lad,  thou  art  too  malapert. 
Prince.  I  know  my  duty,  you  are  aU  undutiful : 
Lascivious  Edward, — and  thou  pequr'd  George, — 
And  thou  misshapen  Dick,— I  tell  ye  all, 
I  am  your  better,  traitors  as  ye  are ; — 
*  And  thou  usurp'st  my  father's  right  and  mina 
K.  Ediv.  Take  that,  the  likeness  of  this  railer  here  *. 

[Stabs  him, 

*  Olo.  Sprawl'st  thou  ?  take  that,  to  end  thy  agony. 

[Glo.  stabs  him. 

*  Clar.  And  there's  for  twitting  me  with  peijury. 

[Clab.  stabs  him. 
Q.  Mar.  0,  kill  mo  too ! 
Oh.  Marry,  and  shalL  [Offers  to  hill  her. 

*  K.  Edw.  Hold,  Richard,  hold,  for  we  have  done  too 

much. 
Oh.  Why  should  she  live,  to  fill  the  world  with 

words  •  ? 
'  K.  Edw.  What !  doth  she  swoon  ?  use  means  for  her 

recovery. 


*  Let  JEsop,  &c.]  The  prince  calls  Richard,  for  hb  crookedneM, 
JEsop:  and  the  poet,  following  nature,  makes  Richard  highly 
incensed  at  the  reproach. 

* the  Skeness  of  thia  railer  here,  &c.]    That  thou  resemblest 

thy  railing  mother. 

•  —  with  words  ?]  i.  e.  dispute,  contention. 
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Olo,  Clarence,  excuse  me  to  the  king  my  brother ; 
'  111  hence  to  London  on  a  serious  matter : 
'  Ere  ye  come  there,  be  sure  to  hear  some  news. 

Clar.  What?  what? 

'  Olo.  The  Tower !  the  Tower  1  [ExiL 

*  Q.  M<ir,  0,  Ned,  sweet  Ned !  speak  to  thy  mother, 
boy! 

*  Canst  thou  not  speak  ? — 0  traitors  !  murderers ! — 
They,  that  stabb'd  Caesar,  shed  no  blood  at  all, 

Did  not  oflTend,  nor  were  not  worthy  blame, 

*  If  this  foul  deed  were  by,  to  equal  it 

'  He  was  a  man  :  this,  in  respect,  a  child  ; 
And  men  ne'er  spend  their  fury  on  a  child. 

*  What's  worse  than  murderer,  that  I  may  name  it  ? 

*  No,  no  ;  my  heart  will  burst,  an  if  I  speak : — 

*  And  I  wiU  speak,  that  so  my  heart  may  burst — 
'  Butchers  and  villains,  bloody  cannibals ! 

*  How  sweet  a  plant  have  you  imtimely  cropp'd! 

*  You  have  no  children,  butchers!  if  you  had, 

'  The  thought  of  them  would  have  stirr'd  up  remorse : 

*  But,  if  you  ever  chance  to  have  a  child. 
Look-in  his  youth  to  have  him  so  cut  off, 

'  As,  deathsmen !  you  have  rid  this  sweet  young  prince! 

K.  Edw.  Away  with  her ;  go,  bear  her  hence  perforce. 

Q.  Mar,  Nay,  never  bear  me  hence,  despatch  me  here; 
Here  sheath  thy  sword,  I'll  pardon  thee  my  death  : 
What !  wilt  thou  not  ? — ^then  Clarence,  do  it  thoxL 

Clar,  By  heaven,  I  will  not  do  thee  so  much  ease. 

Q,  Mar,  Good  Clarence,  do ;  sweet  Clarence,  do  thou 
do  it 

Clar,  Didst   thou  not  hear  me  swear,  I  would  not 
doit? 

Q,  Mar,  Ay,  but  thou  usest  to  forswear  thyself ; 
'Twas  sin  before  \  but  now  'tis  charity. 
'  What !  wilt  thou  not?  where  is  that  devil's  butcher, 
Hard-favour'd  Richard  ?     Richard,  where  art  thou  ? 

^  *Twas  sin  before,]    She  alludes  to  the  desertion  of  CUrence. 
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Thou  art  not  here :  Murder  is  thy  alms-deed ; 
Petitioners  for  blood  thou  ne'er  put'st  back. 

'  K,  Edw.  Away,  I  say ;  I  charge  ye,  bear  her  hence. 

Q,  Mar.  So  come  to  you,  and  yours,  as  to  this  prince ! 

[Eadtj  led  ovt  forcibly. 

K.  Edw.  Where's  Richard  gone  ? 

'  Clar.  To  London,  all  in  post :  and,  as  I  guess. 
To  make  a  bloody  supper  in  the  Tower. 

K.  Edw.  He's  sudden,  if  a  thing  comes  in  his  head. 

*  Now  march  we  hence :  discharge  the  common  sort 
'  With  pay  and  thanks,  and  let's  away  to  London, 

'  And  see  our  gentle  queen  how  well  she  fares ; 

*  By  this,  I  hope,  she  hath  a  son  for  me.  [Exeimt. 


SCENE  VI. 
London.    A  Room  in  the  Tower, 

King  Hbkbt  is  discovered  sitting  with  a  Book  in  his  Hand, 
the  Lieutenant  attending.    Enter  Gloster. 

Olo.  Good  day,  my  lord!   What,  at  your  book  so 

hard? 
K.  Hen.  Ay,  my  good  lord :  My  lord,  I  should  say 
rather : 
'Tis  sin  to  flatter,  good  was  little  better : 
Good  Gloster,  and  good  devil,  were  alike, 

♦  And  both  preposterous ;  therefore,  not  good  lord. 

*  Olo.  Sirrah,  leave  us  to  ourselves :  we  must  confer. 

[Eadt  Lieutenant. 

*  K.  Hen.  So  flies  the  reckless  shepherd  from  the 

wolf: 

♦  So  first  the  harmless  sheep  doth  yield  his  fleece, 

♦  And  next  his  throat  unto  the  butcher's  knife. — 
What  scene  of  death  hath  Roscius  now  to  act  ? 

Olo.  Suspicion  always  haunts  the  guilty  mind  ; 
The  thief  doth  fear  each  bush  an  oflicer. 
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'  K.  Hen.  The  bird,  that  hath  been  limed  in  a  bush, 
'  With  trembling  wings  misdoabteth  every  bush : 
And  I,  the  hapless  male  *  to  one  sweet  bird. 
Have  now  the  fiital  objeot  in  my  eye, 
Where  my  poor  young  was  lim'd,  was  caught,  and  kill'd. 

^  Olo.  Why,  what  a  peevish  fi>ol  was  that  of  Crete, 
^  That  taught  his  son  the  office  of  a  fowl  7 
'  And  yet,  for  all  his  wings,  the  fool  was  drown'd. 

'  K.  Hen.  I,  Dodalus ;  my  poor  boy,  Icarus ; 
Thy  fitther,  Hinos^  that  denied  our  course ; 
'  The  sun  that  sear'd  the  wings  of  my  sweet  boy, 
'  Thy  brother  Edward ;  and  thyself  the  sea» 
'  Whose  envious  gulf  did  swallow  up  his  Ufa 

*  Ah,  kill  me  with  thy  weapon,  not  with  words ! 

*  My  breast  can  better  brook  thy  dagger's  point, 
Than  can  my  ears  that  tragick  history. — 

*  But  wherefore  dost  thou  come  ?  is't  for  my  life  ? 

'  Oh,  Think'st  thou  I  am  an  executioner? 

K.  Hen.  A  persecutor,  I  am  sure  thou  art ; 
'  K  murdering  innocents  be  executing, 
'  Why,  then  thou  art  an  executioner. 

Qlo.  Thy  son  I  kill'd  for  his  presumption. 

K.  Hen.  Hadst  thou  been  kiU'd,  when  first  thou  didst 
presume, 
Thou  hadst  not  liVd  to  kill  a  son  of  mina 

*  And  thus  I  prophesy, — that  many  a  thousand, 
'  Which  now  mistrust  no  parcel  of  my  fear  • ; 

'  And  many  an  old  man's  sigh,  and  many  a  widow's, 
'  And  many  an  orphan's  water -standing  eye, — 
'  Men  for  their  sons,  wives  for  their  husbands'  &te, 
'  And  orphans  for  their  parents'  timeless  death, — 
'  Shall  rue  the  hour  that  ever  thou  wast  bom. 


^  haplet*  male  — ]    The  word  male  u  here  nsed  in  a  verj 

uncommon  sense,  not  for  the  male  of  the  female,  but  for  the  male 
parent :  the  sweet  bird  is  evidently  his  son  prince  Edward. 

*  Which  now  mistrust  no  parcel  of  my  fear  ;^  Who  suspect  no 
part  of  what  my  fears  presage. 
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The  owl  shrieked  at  thy  birth^  an  evil  sign ; 

'  The  night-crow  cried,  aboding  luckless  time ; 

Dogs  howVd,  and  hideous  tempests  shook  down  trees ; 

The  raven  rook'd  her  *  on  the  chimney's  t<^, 

And  chattering  pies  in  dismal  discords  simg. 

Thy  mother  felt  more  than  a  mother's  pain, 

And  yet  brought  forth  less  than  a  mother's  hope ; 

*  To  wit, — an  indigest  deformed  lump. 
Not  like  the  firuit  of  such  a  goodly  tree. 

Teeth  hadst  thou  in  thy  head,  when  thou  wast  bom, 
To  signify,  thou  cam'st  to  bite  the  world : 
And,  if  the  rest  be  true  which  I  have  heard, 

*  Thou  cam'st— 

Olo.  I'll  hear  no  more ; — ^Die,  prophet,  in  thy  speech : 

[Stabs  him. 
For  this,  amongst  the  rest,  was  I  ordain'd. 
K.  Hen.  Ay,  and  for  much  more  slaughter  after  this. 

0  God !  forgive  my  sins,  and  pardon  thee !  [Dies. 
Oh.  What,  will  the  aspiring  blood  of  Lancaster 

Sink  in  the  groimd  ?  I  thought  it  would  have  mounted. 
See,  how  my  sword  weeps  for  the  poor  king's  death  ? 

*  0,  may  such  purple  tears  be  alway  shed 

*  From  those  that  wish  the  downfeJ  of  our  house ! — 
'  If  any  spark  of  life  be  yet  remaining, 

Down,  down  to  hell ;  and  say — I  sent  thee  thither, 

[Stabs  him  again. 
I,  that  have  neither  pity,  love,  nor  fear. — 
Indeed,  'tis  true,  that  Heniy  told  me  of ; 
For  I  have  often  heard  my  mother  say, 

1  came  into  the  world  with  my  legs  forward : 
Had  I  not  reason,  think  ye,  to  make  haste, 

*  And  seek  their  ruin  that  usurp'd  our  right  ? 
The  midwife  wonder'd :  and  the  women  cried, 
0,  Jesus  bless  us,  he  is  bom  wOh  teeth  ! 


>  The  raven  rook'd  her-^]  To  rook^  or  rather  to  tuok^  is  a 
north  country  word,  signifying  to  iqwU  doumy  or  lodge  on  any 
thing. 
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'  And  80  I  was ;  which  plainly  signified — 
That  I  should  snarl,  and  bite,  and  play  the  dog. 
'  Then,  since  the  heavens  have  shap'd  my  body  so, 
Let  hell  make  crook'd  my  mind  to  answer  it. 
I  have  no  brother,  I  am  like  no  brother : 

*  And  this  word — ^love,  which  greybeards  call  divine, 
Be  resident  in  men  like  one  another, 

And  not  in  me ;  I  am  myself  alone. 

Clarence,  beware ;  thou  keep'st  me  from  the  light ; 

But  I  will  sort  a  pitchy  day  for  thee  * : 

For  I  will  buz  abroad  such  prophecies, 

'  That  Edward  shall  be  fearful  of  his  life ; 

And  then,  to  purge  his  fear.  111  be  thy  deatL 

*  King  Heniy,  and  the  prince  his  son,  are  gone : 

*  Clarence,  thy  turn  is  next,  and  then  the  rest ; 
Counting  myself  but  bad,  till  I  be  best. — 

*  I'll  throw  thy  body  in  another  room, 

And  triumph,  Henry,  in  thy  day  of  doom.  [Exit, 


SCENE  VII. 
The  same.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

King  Edwa&d  is  discovered  sitting  (m  his  Throne  ;  Queen 
Elizabeth  with  the  infcmt  Prince,  Clarence,  Glos- 
TEB,  Hastings,  and  Others,  near  him. 

K.  Edw.  Once  more  we  sit  in  England's  royal  throne, 
Re-purchas'd  with  the  blood  of  enemies. 
What  valiant  foe-men,  like  to  autumn's  com. 
Have  we  mow'd  down,  in  tops  of  all  their  pride  ? 
Three  dukes  of  Somerset,  threefold  renown'd 
For  hardy  and  undoubted  champions : 
Two  Cliffords,  as  the  fether  and  the  son, 

^  But  I  will  sort  a  pUchy  day  for  thee :]  But  I  will  choose 
out  an  hour  whose  g^loom  shall  be  as  fatal  to  you.  To  sort  is  to 
select. 
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And  two  Northumberlands :  two  braver  men 
Ne'er  spurred  their  coursers  at  the  trumpet's  sound : 
'  With  them,  the  two  brave  bears,  Warwick  and  Mon- 
tague, 
That  in  their  chains  fetter'd  the  kingly  lion, 
And  made  the  forest  tremble  when  they  roar'd. 
Thus  have  we  swept  suspicion  from  our  seat, 
And  made  our  footstool  of  security. — 
Come  hither,  Bess,  and  let  me  kiss  my  boy : — 
Young  Ned,  for  thee,  thine  uncles,  and  myself. 
Have  in  our  armours  watch'd  the  winter's  night ; 

*  Went  all  a  foot  in  summer's  scalding  heat. 
That  thou  might'st  repossess  the  crown  in  peace ; 
And  of  our  labours  thou  shalt  reap  the  gain. 

Olo.  I'll  blast  his  harvest,  if  your  head  were  laid ; 
For  yet  I  am  not  look'd  on  in  the  world. 
This  shoulder  was  ordain'd  so  thick,  to  heave ; 
And  heave  it  shall  some  weight,  or  break  my  back : — 
Work  thou  the  way, — and  thou  shalt  execute*.    [Aside. 

K.  Edw,  Clarence,  and  Gloster,  love  my  lovely  queen  ; 
And  kiss  your  princely  nephew,  brothers  both. 

Clar.  lie  duty,  that  I  owe  unto  your  majesty, 
I  seal  upon  the  Ups  of  this  sweet  babe. 

K,  Edw.  Thanks,   noble  Clarence ;   worthy  brother, 
thanks  ^. 

*  Olo,  And,  that  I  love  the  tree  from  whence  thou 
sprang'st, 

*  Witness  the  loving  kiss  I  give  the  fruit : — 
To  say  the  truth,  so  Judas  kiss'd  his  master ; 
And  cried — all  hail !  when  as  he  meant —         \  Aside- 

all  harm. 


} 


'  Work  thou  the  way,  &c.]  He  speaks  this  line,  first  touching 
his  head^  and  then  looking  on  his  hand. 

<  Thanki,  noble  Clarence;  worthy  brother,  thankt.]  In  my  copy 
of  the  second  folio,  which  had  belonged  to  king  Charles  the  First, 
his  majesty  has  erased — Cla,  and  written  Kingt  in  its  stead. — 
Shakspeare,  therefore,  in  the  catalogue  of  his  restorers,  may  boast 
of  a  royal  name.    Steevens. 
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K,  Edw.  Now  am  I  seated  as  my  soul  delights^ 
Having  my  country's  peace,  and  brothers'  loves. 

Clar,  What  will  your  grace  have  done  with  Margaret  ? 
Reignier,  her  fetther,  to  the  king  of  France 
Hath  pawn'd  the  Sicils  and  Jerusalem, 
And  hither  have  they  sent  it  for  her  ransoma 

K.  Edw.  Away  with  her,  and  waft  her  henoe  to  France. 
And  now  what  rests,  but  that  we  spend  the  time 
With  stately  triumphs ',  mirthful  comick  shows, 
Such  as  befit  the  pleasures  of  the  court  V-- 
Sound,  drums  and  trumpets ! — ^fiurewell,  sour  annoy ! 
For  here,  I  hope,  b^ns  our  lasting  joy.  [EweutU  ^ 

*  WUk  daiefy  tnwnphM,]    TWniNpAj  are  publick  shows. 

*  The  three  ptrts  of  Jiii^  Henry  VI,  are  suspected,  by 
Mr.  Theobald,  of  being  snppontitioiis,  and  are  declared,  by 
Dr.  Warborton,  to  be  certainly  not  Shakspeare's.  Mr.  Theobald's 
suspicion  arises  from  some  obsolete  words ;  but  the  f^rasedogy  b 
like  the  rest  of  our  author's  style,  and  single  words,  of  which 
howeyer  I  do  not  obserre  more  than  two,  can  conclude  little. 

Dr.  Warburton  gives  no  reason,  but  I  suppose  him  to  judge 
upon  deeper  principles  and  more  comprehensive  views,  and  to 
draw  his  opinion  from  the  general  effect  and  spirit  of  the  com- 
position, which  he  thinks  inferior  to  the  other  historical  plays. 

From  mere  inferiority,  nothing  can  be  inferred ;  in  the  pro- 
duction of  wit  there  will  be  inequality.  Sometimes  judgment  will 
err,  and  sometimes  the  matter  itself  will  defeat  the  artist.  Of 
every  author's  works,  one  will  be  the  best,  and  one  will  be  the 
worst.  The  colours  are  not  equally  pleasing,  nor  the  attitudes 
equally  graceful,  in  all  the  pictures  of  Titian  or  Reynolds. 

Dissimilitude  of  style  and  heterogeneousness  of  sentiment,  may 
sufficiently  show  that  a  work  does  not  really  belong  to  the  reputed 
author.  But  in  these  plays  no  such  marks  of  spuriousoess  are 
found.  The  diction,  the  versification,  and  the  figures,  are  Shak- 
speare's.  These  plays,  considered,  without  regard  to  characters 
and  incidents,  merely  as  narratives  in  verse,  are  more  happily 
conceived,  and  more  accurately  finished,  than  those  of  K,  Jokm^ 
Richard  II.,  or  the  tragick  scenes  of  Kmg  Henry  IV.  and  F.  If 
we  take  these  plays  from  Shakspeare,  to  whom  shall  they  be 
given  ?  What  author  of  that  age  had  the  same  easiness  of  ex- 
pression and  fluency  of  numbers  ? 

Having  considered  the  evidence  given  by  the  plays  themselves, 
and  found  it  in  their  favour,  let  us  now  enquire  what  corroboration 
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can  be  gained  from  other  testimony.  They  are  ascribed  to  Shak- 
speare  by  the  first  editors,  whose  attestation  may  be  received  in 
questions  of  fact,  however  unskilfnlly  they  superintended  their 
edition.  They  seem  to  be  declared  genuine  by  the  voice  of 
Shakspeare  himself,  who  refers  to  the  second  play  in  his  epilogue 
to  Xing  Henry  F,,  and  apparently  connects  the  first  act  of 
King  Richard  III,  with  the  last  of  The  Third  Part  of  King 
Henry  FL  If  it  be  objected  that  the  plays  were  popular,  and  that 
therefore  he  alluded  to  them  as  well  known ;  it  may  be  answered, 
with  equal  probability,  that  the  natural  passions  of  a  poet  would 
have  disposed  him  to  separate  his  own  works  from  those  of  an 
inferior  hand.  And,  indeed,  if  an  author's  own  testimony  is  to 
be  overthrown  by  speculative  criticism,  no  man  can  be  any  longer 
secure  of  literary  reputation. 

Of  these  three  plays  I  think  the  second  the  best.  The  truth 
is,  that  they  have  not  sufficient  variety  of  action,  for  the  incidents 
are  too  often  of  the  same  kind ;  yet  many  of  the  characters  are 
well  discriminated.  King  Henry,  and  his  queen,  king  Edward, 
the  duke  of  Gloster,  and  the  earl  of  Warwick,  are  very  strongly 
and  distinctly  painted. 

The  old  copies  of  the  two  latter  parts  of  King  Ihnry  FI,  and 
of  King  Henry  F,  are  so  apparently  imperfect  and  mutilated,  that 
there  is  no  reason  for  supposing  them  the  first  draughts  of  Shak- 
speare. 1  am  inclined  to  believe  them  copies  taken  by  some 
auditor,  who  wrote  down,  during  the  representation,  what  the  time 
would  permit,  then  perhaps  filled  up  some  of  his  omissions  at  a 
second  or  third  hearing,  and,  when  he  had  by  this  method  formed 
something  like  a  play,  sent  it  to  the  printer.    Johnson. 


END   OP   THE    FIFTH  VOLUME. 


Gilbert  &  Rivinoton  Printers,  St.  John's  Square,  London 
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